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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XV.

HOW THE RED FERRET CAME TO COSFORD.

HE old chronicler in his

" Gestes du Sieur Nigel" has

bewailed his broken narrative,

which rose from the fact that

out of thirty-one years of war-

fare no less than seven were

spent by his hero at one time or another in

the recovery from his wounds or from those

illnesses which arise from privation and

fatigue. Here at the very threshold of his

career, on the eve of a great enterprise, this

very fate befell him. Stretched upon a

couch in a low-roofed and ill-furnished

chamber which looks down from under the

machicolated corner turret upon the inner

court of the Castle of Calais, he lay half-

unconscious and impotent while great deeds

were doing under his window. Wounded in

three places, and with his head splintered by

the sharp pommel of the Ferret's mace, he

hovered betwixt life and death, his shattered

body drawing him downwards, his youthful

spirit plucking him up.

As in some strange dream, he was aware

of that deed of arms within the courtyard

below. Dimly it came back to his memory

afterwardsâ��the sudden startled shout, the

crash of metal, the slamming of great gates,

the roar of many voices, the clang, clang,

clang, as of fifty lusty smiths upon their

anvilsâ��and then at last the dwindling of the

hubbub, the low groans and sudden shrill

cries to the saints, the measured murmur of

many voices, the heavy clanking of armoured

feet. Some time in that fell struggle he must

have drawn his weakened body as far as the

narrow window, and hanging to the iron bars

have looked down on the wild scene beneath

him. In the red glare of torches held from

windows and from roof he saw the rush and

swirl of men beneath him, the ruddy light

shining back from glowing brass and gleam-

ing steel. As a wild vision it came to him

Vol. xxxii.â��1 Copyright, 1906, by A. Conan Doyle,

afterwards, the beauty and the splendour, the

flying lambrequins, the jewelled crests, the

blazonry and richness of surcoat and of shield,

where sable and gules, argent and vair, in every

pattern of saltire, bend, or chevron, glowed

beneath him like a drift of many-coloured

blossoms, tossing, sinking, stooping into

shadow, springing into light. There glared

the blood-red pile of Chandos, and he saw

the tall figure of his master, a thunderbolt of

war, raging in the van. There, too, were the

three black chevrons on the golden shield

which marked the noble Manny. That

strong swordsman must surely be the Royal

Edward himself, since only he and the black-

armoured, swift-footed youth at his side were

marked by no symbol of heraldry. "Manny!

Manny ! George for England!" rose the

deep-throated bay, and ever the gallant

counter-cry: " A Chargny ! A Chargny !

St. Denis for France!" thundered amid the

clash and thudding of the battle. Such was

the vague, whirling memory still lingering in

Nigel's mind when at last the mists cleared

away from it, and he found himself weak, but

clear, on the low couch in the corner turret.

Beside him, crushing lavender betwixt his

rough fingers and strewing it over floor and

sheets, was Aylward the archer. His long

bow leaned at the foot of the bed, and his

steel cap was balanced on the top of it,

while he himself, sitting in his shirt-sleeves,

fanned off the flies and scattered the fragrant

herbs over his helpless master.

" By my hilt!" he cried, with a sudden

shout, every tooth in his head gleaming with

joy, " I thank the Virgin and all the saints for

this blessed sight! I had not dared to go

back to Tilford had I lost you. Three weeks

have you lain there and babbled like a babe,

but now I see in your eyes that you are your

own man again."

" I have indeed had some small hurt," said

Nigel, feebly, " but it is shame and sorrow

that I should lie here if there is work for my

hands. U'hither go you, archer?"

, in the United States of America.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" ' I HAVE INDEED HAD SOME SMALL HURT,' SAID NIGEL, FEEBLY.

" To teli the good Sir John that you are

mending.1'"

"Nay; bide with me a little longer,

Aylvvard. I can call to mind all that has

passed. There was a bickering of small

boats, was there not, and I chanced upon a

most worthy person and exchanged hand-

strokes with him? He was my prisoner, was

he not ? "

" He was, fair sir."

" And where is he now? "

" Below, in the castle."

A smile stole over Nigel's pale face.

"I know what I will do with him," said he.

" I pray you to rest, fair sir," said Aylward,

anxiously. " The King's own leech saw you

this morning, and he said that if the bandage

were torn from your head you would surely

die."

" Nay, good archer, I will not move. But

tell me what befell upon the boat."

" There is little to tell, fair sir. Had this

Ferret not been his own squire and taken so

long a time to don his harness it is likely

that they would have had the better of us.

He did not reach the battle till his comrades

were on their backs. Him we took to the

Marie Rose, because he was your man. The

others were of no worth, so we threw them

into the sea,"

" The quick and the dead ? "

" Every man of them."

" It was an evil

deed."

Aylward shrugged

his shoulders.

" I tried to save

one boy," said he,

" but Cock Bad-

ding would not

have it, and he had

Black Simon and

the others at his

back. ' It is the

custom of the Nar-

row Seas,' said

they ; ' to-day for

them â�� to - morrow

for us.' Then they

tore him from his

hold and cast him

screaming over the

side. By my hilt,

I have no love for the

sea and its customs, so

I care not if I never set

foot on it again when it

has once borne me back

to England."

" Nay ; there are great happenings upon

the sea, and many worthy people to be found

upon ships," said Nigel. *' In all parts, if

one goes far enough upon the water, one

would find those whom it would be joy to

meet. If one crosses over the Narrow Sea,

as we have done, we come on the French,

who are so needful to us, for how else would

we win worship ? Or if you go south, then

in time one may hope to come to the land

of the unbelievers, where there is fine skir-

mishing and much honour for him who will

venture his person. Bethink you, archer, how

fair a life it must be when one can ride

forth in search of advancement with some

hope of finding many debonair cavaliers

upon the same quest, and then if one be

overborne one has died for the faith, and the

gates of heaven are open before, you. So

also the sea to the north is a help to him

who seeks honour, for it leads to the country

of the P'.astlanders, and to those parts where

the heathen still dwell who turn their faces

from the blessed Gospel. There also a man

might find some small deeds to do, and by

St. Paul, Aylward, if the French hold the

truce and the good Sir John permits us, I

would fain go down into those parts. The

sea is a good friend to the cavalier, for it

takes him where he may fulfil his vows."

Aylward shook his head, for his memories

were too recent, but he said nothing, because
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at the table and made good cheer with

them. And all this, Nigel, we owe to you."

The squire flushed with pleasure at the

words.

" Nay, most honoured lord, it was but a

small thing which I have been able to do.

But I thank God and our Lady that I have

done some service, since it has pleased you

to take me with you to the wars. Should il

chance "

But the words were cut short upon Nigel's

lips, and he lay back with amazed eyes staring

from his pallid face. The door of his little

chamber had opened, and who was thisâ��the

tall, stately man with the noble presence

the high forehead, the long, handsome face,

the dark, brooding eyesâ��who but the nobk

Edward of England ?

" Ha, my little cock of Tilford Bridge, 1

still bear you in mind," said he. " Righi

at this instant the door opened and Chandos

entered. With joy in his face he stepped

forward to the couch and took Nigel's hand

in his. Then he whispered a word in

Aylward's ear, who hurried from the room.

" Pardieu ! this is a good sight," said the

knight. " I trust that you will soon be on

your feet again."

" I crave your pardon, my honoured lord,

that I have been absent from your side," said

Nigel.

" In truth my heart was sore for you,

Nigel, for you have missed such a night as

conies seldom in any man's life. All went

even as we had planned. The postern gate

was opened and a party made their way in,

but we awaited them, and all were taken or

slain. But the greater part of the French had

remained without upon the plain of Nieullet,

so we took horse and went out against them.

When we drew near

them they were sur-

prised, but they made

good cheer among

themselves, calling out

to each other, ' If we

fly we lose all. It is

better to fight on, in

the hopes that the day

may be ours.' This

was heard by our

people in the van, who

cried out to them, ' By

St. George, you speak

truth! Evil befall

him who thinks of fly-

ing.' So they held

their ground like

worthy people for the

space of an hour, and

there were many there

whom it is always

good to meet â�� Sir

Geoffrey himself, and

Sir Pepin de Werre

with Sir John de

Landas, old Ballieul

of the Yellow Tooth,

and his brother Hector

the Leopard. But

above all Sir Eustace

de Ribeaumont was at

great pains to meet "'HA, MY MTTI-E COCK or TILFORD KRiDr.K, i STILL BEAK YOU IN MIND,' SAID HE.

us worthily, and he

was at handstrokes with the King for a long

time. Then, when we had slain or taken

them all, the prisoners were brought to

a feast which was ready for them, and

the knights of England waited upon them

glad I was to hear that you had found youi

wits again, and I trust that I have not helped

to make )ou take leave of them once more.'

Nigel's stare of astonishment had broughl

a smile to the King's lips. Now the squire
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stammered forth some halting words of

gratitude at the honour done to him.

" Nay, not a word," said the King. " But

in sooth it is a joy to my heart to see the

son of my old comrade, Eustace Loring,

carry himself so bravely. Had this boat got

before us with news of our coming, then

all our labour had been in vain, and no

Frenchman come to Calais that night. But

above all I thank you for that you have

delivered into my hands one whom I bad

vowed to punish, in that he has caused us

more scathe by fouler means than any living

man. Twice have I sworn that Peter the

Red Ferret shall hang, for all his noble

blood and coat-armour, if ever he should fall

into my hands. Now at last his time has

come, but I would not put him to death

until you, who had taken him, could be there

to see it done. Nay, thank me not, for I

could do no less, seeing that it is to you that

1 owe him."

But it was not thanks which Nigel was

trying to utter. It was hard to frame his

words, and yet they must be said.

" Sire," he murmured, " it ill becomes me

to cross your Royal will "

The dark Plantagenet wrath gathered upon

the King's high brow and gloomed in his

fierce, deep-set eyes.

" By God's dignity, no man has ever

crossed it yet and lived unscathed. How

now, young sir ; what mean such words, to

which we are little wont? Have a care, for

this is no light thing which you venture."

"Sire," said Nigel, " in all matters in which

I am a free man I am ever your faithful

liege, but some things there are which may

not be done."

"How?" cried the King. "In spite of

my will ? "

" In spite of your will, sire," said Nigel,

sitting up on his couch with white face and

bla/.ing eyes.

" By the Virgin ! " the angry King

thundered, "we are come to a pretty pass.

You have been held too long at home, young

man. The overstabled horse will kick. The

unweathered hawk will fly at check. See to

it, Master Chandos ; he is thine to break, and

I hold you to it that you break him. And

what is it that Edward of England may not

do, Master Loring ? "

Nigel faced the King with a face as grim

as his own.

" You may not put to death the Red

Ferret."

" Pardieu ! And why ? "

" Because he is not thine to slay, sire.

Because he is mine. Because I promised

him his life, and it is not for you, King

though you be, to constrain a man of gentle

blood to break his plighted word and lose

his honour."

Chandos laid his soothing hand upon his

squire's shoulder.

" Excuse him, sire. He is weak from his

wounds," said he. " Perhaps we have stayed

overlong, for the leech has ordered repose."

But the angry King was not easily to be

appeased.

" I am not wont to be so browbeat," said

he, hotly. " This is your squire, Master

John. How comes it that you can stand

there and listen to his pert talk, and say no

word to'chide him? Is it thus you guide

your household ? Have you not taught him

that every promise given is subject to the

King's consent, and that with him only lie

the springs of life and death? If he be sick,

you at least are hale. Why stand you there

in silence?"

" My liege," said Chandos, gravely, " I

have served you for over a score of years,

and have shed my blood through as many

wounds in your cause, so that you should not

take my words amiss. But, indeed, I should

feel myself to be no true man if I did not

tell you that my Squire Nigel, though per-

chance he has spoken more bluntly than

becomes him, is none the less right in this

matter, and that you are wrong. For be-

think you, sire

" Enough ! " cried the King, mc.^. furious

than ever. " Like master, like man, and I

might have known why it is that this saucy

squire dares to bandy words with his sove-

reign lord. He does but give out what he

hath taken in. John, John, you grow over-

bold. But this I tell you, and you also, young

man, that, as God is my help, ere the sun has

set this night the Red Ferret shall hang as

a warning to all spies and traitors from the

highest tower of Calais, that every ship upon

the Narrow Seas, and every man for ten miles

round, may see him as he swings and know

how heavy is the hand of the English King.

Do you bear it in mind, lest you also may

feel its weight."

With a glare like an angry lion he walked

from the room, and the iron-clamped door

clanged loudly behind him. Chandos and

Nigel looked ruefully at each other. Then

the knight patted his squire upon his

bandaged head.

"You have carried yourself right well,

Nigel ; I could not wish for better. Fear

not. All will be well."
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wind, heavy and wet with the salt of the sea,

and he felt, as he turned his face to it, fresh

life and strength surging in his blood and

bracing his limbs. He took his hand from

Aylward's supporting arm, and stood with

his cap off, leaning on the rampart and

breathing in the cold, strong air. Far off

upon the distant sky-line, half hidden by the

heave of the waves, was the low white fringe

of cliffs which skirted England. Between

him and them lay the broad blue Channel,

seamed and flecked with flashing foam, for a

sharp sea was running, and the few ships in

sight were labouring heavily. Nigel's eyes

traversed the widespread view, rejoicing in

the change from the grey wall of his cramped

chamber. Finally they settled upon a strange

object at his very feet.

It was a long, trumpet shaped engine of

leather and iron, bolted into a rude wooden

stand and fitted with wheels. Beside it lay

a heap of metal slugs and lumps of stone.

The end of the machine was raised and

pointed over the battlement. Behind it

stood an iron box which Nigel opened. It

was filled with a black coarse powder, like

gritty charcoal.

" By St. Paul!" said he, passing his

hands over the engine, " I have heard men

talk of these things, but never before have

I seen one. It is none other than one of

these wondrous new-made bombards."

" In sooth, it is even as you say," Ayl ward

answered, looking at it with contempt and

dislike in his face. " I have seen them here-

upon the ramparts, and have also exchanged

a buffet or two with him who had charge of

them. He was Jack-fool enough to think

that with this leather pipe he could outshoot

the best archer in Christendom. I lent him

a cuff on the ear that laid him across his

foolish engine."

" It is a fearsome thing," said Nigel, who

had stooped to examine it. " We live in

strange times when such things can be made.

It is loosed by fire, is it not, which springs

from the black dust ? "

" By my hilt, fair sir, I know not. And

yet I call to mind that ere we fell out this

foolish bombardman did say something of

the matter. The fire-dust is within, and so

also is the ball. Then you take more dust

from this iron box and place it in the hole at

the farther end, so! It is now ready. I

have never seen one fired, but I wot that

this one could be fired now."

" It makes a strange sound, archer, does

it not?" said Nigel, wistfully.

" So I have heard, fair sir. Even as the
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bow twangs, so it also has a sound when you

loose it."

"There is no one to hear, since we are

alone upon the rampart, nor can it do scathe,

since it points to sea. I pray you to loose it

and I will listen to the sound." He bent

over the bombard with an attentive ear,

while Aylward, stooping his earnest, brown

face over the touch - hole, scraped away

diligently with a flint and steel. A moment

later both he and Nigel were seated some

distance off upon the ground, while amid the

roar of the discharge and the thick cloud of

smoke they had a vision of the long, black,

snake-like engine shooting back upon the

recoil. For a minute or more they were

struck motionless with astonishment, while

the reverberations died away and the smoke-

wreaths curled slowly up to the blue heavens.

" Good lack ! " cried Nigel, at last, picking

himself up and looking round him. " Good

lack, and Heaven be my aid ! I thank the

Virgin that all stands as it did before. I

thought that the castle had fallen."

" Such a bull's bellow I have never heard,"

cried Aylward, rubbing his injured limbs ;

" one could hear it from Frensham Pond to

Guildford Castle. I would not touch one

againâ��not for a hide of the best land in

Puttenham !"

" It may fare ill with your own hide,

archer, if you do," said an angry voice behind

them. Chandos had stepped from the open

door of the corner turret and stood looking

at them with a harsh ga/.e. Presently, as the

matter was made clear to him, his face

relaxed into a smile.

" Hasten to the warden, archer, and tell

him how it befell. You will have the castle

and the town in arms. I know not what the

King may think of so sudden an alarm. And

you, Nigel, how, in the name of the saints,

came you to play the child like this ? "

" I knew not its power, fair lord."

" By my soul, Nigel, I think that none of

us know its power. I can see the day when

all that we delight in, the splendour and

glory of war, may all go down before that

which beats through the plate of steel as

easily as the leathern jacket. I have bestrode

my war-horse in my armour and have looked

down at the sooty, smoky bombardman

beside me, and I have thought that perhaps

I was the last of the old and he the first of

the newâ��that there would come a time

when he and his engines would sweep you

and me and the rest of us from the field."

" But not yet, I trust, honoured sir."

"No, not yet, Nigel. You art' ''" :
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time to win your spurs even as your fathers

did. How is your strength ? "

" I am ready for any task, my good and

honoured lord."

"It is well, for work awaits usâ��good

work, pressing work, work of peril and of

honour. Your eyes shine and your face

flushes, Nigel. I live my own youth over

again as I look at you. Know then that,

though there is truce with the French here,

there is no truce in Brittany, where the

houses of Blois and of Montfort still struggle

for the dukedom. Half Brittany fights for

one and half for the other. The French

have taken up the cause of Blois and we of

Montfort, and it is such a war that many a

great leader, such as Sir Walter Manny, has

first earned his name there. Of late the

war has gone against us, and the bloody

hands of the Rohans, of Gap-tooth Beau-

manoir, of Oliver the Flesher, and others,

have been heavy upon our people. The last

tidings have been of disaster, and the King's

soul is dark with wrath for that his friend

and comrade, Gilles de St. Pol, has been

done to death in the Castle of I>a Brohiniere.

He will send succours to the country, and we

go at their head. How like you that, Nigel ?"

" My honoured lord, what could I ask for

better ? "

"Then have your harness ready, for we

start within the week. Our path by land is

blocked by the French, and we go by sea.

This night the King gives a banquet ere he

returns to England, and your place is behind

my chair. Be in my chamber that you may

help me to dress, and so we will to the hall

together."
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With satin and with samite, with velvet and

with fur, the noble Chandos was dressed for

the King's feast, and Nigel too had donned

his best silk jupon, faced with the five scarlet

roses, that he might wait upon him. In the

great hall of

Calais Castle the

tables were set:

a high table for

the lords; a

second one for

the less distin-

guished knights ;

a third at which

the squires might

feast when their

masters were

sated. Never

had Nigel in his

simple life at Til-

ford pictured a

scene of such

pomp and won-

drous luxury. The

grim, grey walls

were covered

from ceiling to

floor with price-

less tapestry of

Arras, where hart,

hounds, and

huntsmen circled

the great hall

with one long

living image of

the chase. Over

the principal table

drooped a line of

banners, and

beneath them

rows of em-

blazoned shields

upon the wall

can led the arms

of the high noble-

men who sat be-

neath. The fed

light of cressets and of torches burned upon

the badges of the great captains of England.

The lions and lilies shone over the high

dorseret chair in the centre, and the same

august device marked with the cadency label

indicated the seat of the Prince, while glowing

to right and to left were the long lines

of noble insignia, honoured in peace and

terrible in war. There shone the gold and

sable of Manny, the engrailed cross of Suffolk,

the red chevron of Stafford, the scarlet and

gold of Audley, the blue lion rampant of the

" WITH SATIN AND WITH SAMITE, WI

NOBLE CHANDOS WAS DRESSEIJ

Percies, the silver swallows of Arundel, the

red roebuck of the Montacutes, the star of

the de Veres, the silver scallops of Russell,

the purple lion of de Lacy, and the black

crosses of Clinton. A friendly squire at

Nigel's elbow

whispered the

names of the

famous warriors

beneath.

"You are

young Loring of

Til ford,- the

squire of Chan-

dos, are you not ?"

said he. "My

name is Delves,

and I come from

Doddington, in

Cheshire. I am

the squire of Sir

James Audley,

yonder round-

backed man with

the dark face and

close-cropped

beard, who hath

the Saracen's

head as a crest

above him."

"I have heard

of him as a man

of great valour,"

said Nigel, gazing

at him with

interest.

" Indeed, you

may well say so,

Master Loring.

He is the bravest

knight in Eng-

land , and in

Christendom

also, as I believe.

No man hath

done such deeds

of valour."

Nigel looked at his new acquaintance with

hope in his eyes.

" You speak as it becomes you to speak

when you uphold your own master," said he.

"For the same reason, Master Delves, and

in no spirit of ill-will to you, it behoves me

to tell you that he is not to be compared

in name or fame with the noble knight on

whom I wait. Should you hold otherwise,

then surely we can debate the matter in

whatever way or time may please you best."

Delves smiled good-humouredly. *

frj
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" Nay, be not so hot," said he. " Had

you upheld any other knight, save, perhaps,

Sir Walter Manny, I had taken you at your

word, and your master or mine would have

had place for a new squire. But, indeed, it

is only truth that no knight is second to

Chfindos, nor would I draw my sword to

lower his pride of place. Ha, Sir James's

cup is low ! I must see to it! " He darted

off, a flagon of Gascony in his hand. " The

King hath had good news to-night," he con-

tinued, when he returned. "I have not seen

him in so merry a mind since the night when

we took the Frenchmen and he laid his

pearl chaplet upon the head of de Ribeau-

mont. See how he laughs, and the Prince

also. That laugh bodes someone little good

.or I am the more mistaken. Have a care !

Sir John's plate is empty."

It was Nigel's turn to dart away, but ever

tidings," he continued. " See now, he has

whispered it to Chandos and to Manny.

Manny spreads it on to Sir Reginald

Cobham, and he to Robert Knolles, each

smiling like the devil over a friar."

" Which is Sir Robert Knolles ? " asked

Nigel, with interest. " I have heard much

of him and his deeds."

" He is the tall, hard faced man in yellow

silk, he with the hairless checks and the split

lip. He is little older than yourself, and his

father was a cobbler in Chester, yet he has

already won the golden spurs. See how he

dabs his great hand in the dish and hands

forth the gobbets. He is more used to a

camp kettle than a silver plate. The big

man with the black beard is Sir Bartholomew

Berghersh, whose brother is the Abbot of

Beaulieu. Haste ! haste ! for the boar's head

conies and the plates to be cleaned."

'HASTK! HASTE! FOR THK BOAK'S HKAU

in the intervals he returned to the corner

whence he could look down the hall and

listen to the words of the older squire.

Delves was a short, thick-set man, past middle

age, weather-beaten and scarred, with a rough

manner and bearing which showed that he

was more at his ease in a tent than a hall.

But ten years of service had taught him

much, and Nigel listened eagerly to his talk.

" Indeed the King hath some good

The table manners of our ancestors at this

period would have furnished to the modern

eye the strangest mixture of luxury and of

barbarism. Forks were still unknown, and

the courtesy fingers, the index and the middle

of the left hand, took their place. To use

any others was accounted the worst of

manners. A crowd of dogs lay among the

rushes, growling at each other and quarrelling

over the gnawed bones which were thrown to
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them by the feasters. A slice of coarse bread

served usually as a plate, but the King's

own high table was provided with silver

platters, which were wiped by the squire

or page after each course. On the other

hand, the table linen was costly, and the

courses, served with a pomp and dignity now

unknown, comprised such a variety of dishes

and such complex marvels of cookery as no

modern banquet could show. Besides all

our domestic animals and every kind of

game, such strange delicacies as hedgehogs,

bustards, porpoises, squirrels, bitterns, and

cranes lent variety to the feast. Each new

course, heralded by a flourish of silver

trumpets, was borne in by liveried servants

walking two and two, with rubicund marshals

strutting in front and behind, bearing white

wands in their hands, not only as badges of

their office, but also as weapons with which

to repel any impertinent inroad upon the

dishes in the journey from the kitchen to the

hall. Boars' heads, enarmed and endored with

gilt tusks and flaming mouths, were followed

by wondrous pasties moulded to the shape

of ships, castles, and other devices, with sugar

seamen or soldiers who lost their own bodies

in their fruitless defence against the hungry

attack. Finally came the great nief, a silver

vessel upon wheels, laden with fruit and

sweetmeats, which rolled with its luscious

cargo down the line of guests. Flagons of

Gascony, of Rhine wine, of Canary and

of Rochelle, were held in readiness by the

attendants ; but the age, though luxurious,

was not drunken, and the sober habits of

the Norman had happily prevailed over the

licence of those Saxon banquets where no

guest might walk from the table without a

slur upon his host. Honour and hardihood

go ill with a shaking hand or a blurred eye.

Whilst wine, fruit, and spices were handed

round the high table the squires had been

served in turn at the farther end of the

hall. Meanwhile round the King there had

gathered a group of statesmen and soldiers,

talking eagerly among themselves. The Earl

of Stafford, the Earl of Warwick, the Earl of

Arundel, Lord Beauchamp, and Lord Neville

were assembled at the back of his chair, with

Lord Percy and Lord Mowbray at either

side. The little group blazed with golden

chains and jewelled chaplets, flame-coloured

paltocks, and purple tunics. Of a sudden

the King said something over his shoulder

to Sir William de I'akyngton, the herald,

who advanced and stood by the Royal chair.

He was a tall and noble-featured man, with

long, grizzled beard which rippled down to

the gold-linked belt girdling his many-

coloured tabard. On his head he had placed

the heraldic barret cap which bespoke his

dignity, and he slowly raised his white wand

high in the air, while a great hush fell upon

the hall.

"My lords of England," said he, "knight

bannerets, knights, squires, and all others

here present of gentle birth and coat-armour,

know that your dread and sovereign lord,

Edward, King of England and of France,

bids me give you greeting, and commands

you to come hither, that he may have speech

with you."

In an instant the tables were deserted and

the whole company had clustered in front o!

the King's chair. Those who had sat or

either side of him crowded inwards, so thai

his tall, dark figure upreared itself amid th<

dense circle of his guests. With a flush upor

his olive cheeks and with pride smouldering

in his dark eyes, he looked round him at th<

eager faces of the men who had been hi:

comrades from Sluys and Cadsand to Cre'c]

and Calais. They caught fire from tha

warlike gleam in his masterful gaze, and i

sudden wild, fierce shout pealed up to tht

vaulted ceiling, a soldierly thanks for wha

was past and a promise for what was tc

come. The King's teeth gleamed in a quid

smile, and his large, white hand played with

the jewelled dagger in his belt.

" By the splendour of God," said he, in i

loud, clear voice, " I have little doubt thai

you will rejoice with me this night, for such

tidings have come to my ears as may wel

bring joy to every one of you. You know

well that our ships have suffered great scathe

from the Spaniards, who for many years have

slain, without grace or ruth, all of my people

who have fallen into their cruel hands. Ol

late they have sent their ships into Flanders,

and thirty great cogs and galleys lie now al

Sluys, well filled with archers and men-at

arms and ready in all ways for battle. ]

have it to-day from a sure hand that, having

taken their merchandise aboard, these ships

will sail upon the next Sunday and will make

their way through our Narrow Sea. We have

for a great time been long-suffering to thest

people, for which they have done us man)

contraries and despites, growing ever more

arrogant as we grow more patient. It is ir

my mind, therefore, that we hie us to-morrow

to Winchelsea, where we have twenty ships,

and make ready to sally out upon them as

they pass. May God and St. George defend

the right !"

A second shout, far louder and fier'
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the first, came like a thunderclap after the

King's words. It was the bay of a fierce

pack to their trusted huntsman. Edward

laughed again as he looked round at the

gleaming eyes, the waving arms, and the

flushed, joyful faces of his liegemen.

"Whohathfought against these Spaniards?"

he asked. " Is there anyone here who can

tell us what manner of men they be ? "

A dozen hands went up into the air, but

the King turned to the Earl of Suffolk at his

elbow.

" You have fought them, Thomas ?" said he.

"Yes, sire; I was in the great sea-fight

eight years ago at the Island of Guernsey,

when Lord Lewis of Spain held the sea

against the Earl of Pembroke."

" How found you them, Thomas ? "

" Very excellent people, sire, and no man

could ask for better. On every ship they

have a hundred cross-bowmen of Genoa, the

best in the world, and their spearmen also

are very hardy men. They would throw

great cantels of iron from the tops of the

masts, and many of our people met their

death through it. If we can bar

their way in the Narrow Sea then

there will be much hope of

honour for all of us."

" Your words

are very welcome,

Thomas," said

the King, "and I

make no doubt

that they will

show themselves

to be very worthy

of what we pre-

pare for them.

To you I give a

ship, that you

may have the

handling of it.

You also, my

dear son, shall

have a ship, that

evermore honour

may be thine."

" I thank you,

my fair and sweet

father," said the

Prince, with joy

flushing his hand-

some, boyish face.

"The leading

ship shall be

mine. But you

shall have one,

Walter Manny,

and you, Stafford, and you, Arundel, and you,

Audley, and you, Sir Thomas Holland, and

you, Brocas, and you, Berkeley, and you,

Reginald. The rest shall be awarded at

Winchelsea, whither we sail to - morrow.

Nay, John, why do you pluck so at my

sleeve ? "

Chandos was leaning forward with an

anxious face.

" Surely,, my honoured lord, I have not

served you so long and so faithfully that you

should forget me now? Is there, then, no

ship for me?" â�¢

The King smiled, but shook his head.

"Nay, John, have I not given you two

hundred archers and a hundred men-at-arms

to take with you into Brittany ? I trust that

your ships will be lying in St. Malo Bay ere

the Spaniards are abreast of Winchelsea.

What more would you have, old war-dog ?

Wouldst be in two battles at once ? "

" I would be at your side, my liege, when

the lion banner is in the wind once more. I

have ever been there. Why should you cast

me now ? I ask little, dear lordâ��a galley, a

"WHAT MORE WOUI.P YOU HAVE, OLD WAR-DOG?"
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ballinger, even a pinnace, so that I may only

be there."

" Nay, John, you shall come; I cannot

find it in my heart to say you nay. I will

find you place in my own ship, that you may

indeed be by my side."

Chandos stooped and kissed the King's

hand.

" My squire ? " he asked.

The King's brows knotted into a frown.

"Nay; let him go to Brittany with the

others," said he, harshly. " I wonder, John,

that you should bring back to my memory

this youth, whose pertness is too fresh that I

should forget it. But someone must go to

Brittany in your

stead, for the

matter presses,

and our people

are hard put to

it to hold their

own." He cast

his eyes over the

assembly, 'and

they rested upon

the stern features

of Sir Robert

Knolles.

"Sir Robert,"

he said, " though

you are young in

years you are

already old in

war, and I have

heard that you

are as prudent in

council as you

are valiant in the

field. To you

I commit the

charge of this

venture to Brit-

tany in place of

Sir John Chan-

dos, who will

follow thither

when our work

has been done

upon the waters.

Three ships lie in Calais port and three

hundred men are ready to your hand. Sir John

will tell you what our mind is in the matter.

And now, my friends and good comrades,

you will haste you each to his own quarters,

and you will make swiftly such preparations

as are needful, for, as God is my aid, I will

sail with you to \Yinchelsea to-morrow."

Beckoning to Chandos, Manny, and a few

of his chosen leaders, the King led them

THE K1NUS GKEAT SIEK '('HILIPI'A SET ITS HUGE SAIL.

away to an inner chamber, where they might

discuss the plans for the future. At the

same time the assembly broke up, the knights

in silence and dignity, the squires in mirth

and noise, but all joyful at heart for the

thought of the great days which lay before

them.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE SPANIARDS ON THE SKA.

DAY had not yet dawned when Nigel was in

the chamber of Chandos preparing him for

his departure and listening to the last cheery

words of advice and direction from his noble

master. That same morning, before the sun

was half-way up

the heaven, the

King's great nief

Philippa, bearing

within it the most

of those present

at his banquet

the night before,

set its huge sail,

adorned with the

lions and the

lilies, and turned

its brazen beak

for England. Be-

hind it went five

smaller cogs

crammed with

squires, archers,

and men-at-arms.

Nigel and his

companions

lined the ram-

parts of the castle

and waved their

caps as the bluff,

burly vessels,

with drums beat-

ing and trumpets

clanging, a hun-

dred knightly

pennons stream-

ing from their

decks and the

red cross of Eng-

land over all, rolled slowly out to the open

sea. Then, when they had watched them

until they were hull down, they turned, with

hearts heavy at being left behind, to make

ready for their own more distant venture.

It took them four days of hard work ere

their preparations were complete, for many

were the needs of a small force sailing to

a strange country. Three ships had been

left to them, the cog Thomas of Romney, the
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of Hythe, and the Basilisk, of

Southampton, into each of which one hundred

men were stowed, besides the thirty seamen

who formed the crew. In the hold were

forty horses,.amongst them Pommers, much

wearied by his long idleness and homesick

for the slopes of Surrey, where his great

limbs might find the work he craved. Then

the food and the water, the bowstaves and

the sheaves of arrows, the horseshoes, the

nails, the hammers, the knives, the axes, the

ropes, the vats of hay, the green fodder, and

a score of other things were packed aboard.

Always by the side of the ships stood the stem

young knight, Sir Robert, checking, testing,

watching, and controlling, saying little, for he

was a man of few words, but with his eyes,

his hands, and, if need be, his heavy dog-

whip, wherever they were wanted. The sea-

men of the Basilisk, being from a free port,

had the old feud against the men of the

Cinque Ports, who were looked upon by the

other mariners of England as being unduly

favoured by the King. A ship of the West

country could scarce meet with one from

the Narrow Seas without blood flowing.

Hence sprang sudden broils on the quay-

side, when, with yell and blow, the Thomases

and Graee-Diens, St. Leonard on their lips

and murder in their hearts, would fall upon

the Basilisks. Then, amid the whirl of

cudgels and the clash of knives, would spring

the tiger-figure of the young leader, lashing

mercilessly to right and left, like a tamer

among his wolves, until he had beaten them

howling back to their work. Upon the

morning of the fourth day all was ready,

and, the ropes being cast off, the three little

ships were warped down the harbour by

their own pinnaces until they were swallowed

up in the swirling folds of a Channel mist.

Though small in numbers, it was no

mean force which Edward had dispatched to

succour the hard-pressed English garrisons

in Brittany. There was scarce a man among

them who was not an old soldier, and their

leaders were men of note in council and in

war. Knolles flew his flag of the black

raven aboard the Basilisk. With him were

Nigel and his own squire, John Hawthorn.

Of his hundred men forty were Yorkshire

Dalesmen and forty were men of Lincoln,

all noted archers, with old Wat of Carlisle, a

grizzled veteran of Border warfare, to lead

them. Already Aylward, by his skill and

strength, had won his way to an under-officer-

ship amongst them, and shared with Long

Ned of Widdington, a huge North-country-

man, the reputation of coming next to famous

Wat of Carlisle in all that makes an archer.

The men-at-arms, too, were war-hardened

soldiers, with Black Simon of Norwichâ��the

same who had sailed from Winchelseaâ��to

lead them. With his heart filled with hatred

for the French, who had slain all who were

dear to him, he followed like a bloodhound

over land and sea to any spot where he might

glut his vengeance. Such also were the men

who sailed in the other ships, Cheshire men

from the Welsh borders in the cog Thomas,

and Cumberland men, used to Scottish war-

fare, in the Grace-Dieu. Sir James Astley

hung his shield of cinquefoil ermine over the

quarter of the Thomas. Lord Thomas Percy,

a cadet of Alnwick, famous already for the

high spirit of that house, which for ages was

the bar upon the landward gate of England,

showed his blue lion rampant as leader of

the Grace-Dieu. Such was the goodly

company, St. Malo-bound, who warped from

Calais harbour to plunge into the thick reek

of a Channel mist.

A slight breeze blew from the eastward,

and the high-ended, round-bodied craft

rolled slowly down the Channel. The mist

rose a little at times, so that they had sight

of each other dipping and rising upon a

sleek, oily sea; but again it would sink down,

settling over the top, shrouding the great

yard, and finally frothing over the deck until

even the water alongside had vanished from

their view, and they were afloat on a little

wet raft in an ocean of vapour. A thin, cold

rain was falling, and the archers were

crowded under the shelter of the over-

hanging poop and forecastle, where some

spent the hours at dice, some in sleep, and

many in trimming their arrows or polishing

their weapons. At the farther end, seated

on a barrel as a throne of honour, with trays

and boxes of feathers around him, was Bar-

tholomew the bowyer and fletcher, a fat,

bald-headed man, whose task it was to see

that every man's tackle was as it should be,

and who had the privilege of selling such

extras as they might need. A group of

archers with their staves and quivers filed

before him with complaints or requests,

while half-a-dozen of the seniors gathered at

his back and listened with grinning or critical

faces to his comments and rebukes.

" Canst not string it ? " he was saying to a

young bowman. " Then surely the string is

over-short or the stave over-long. It could

not by chance be the fault of thy own baby

arms, more fit to draw on thy hosen than to

dress a war-bow. Thou lazy lurden, thus is

it strung !" He seized the stave by the
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centre in his right hand, leaned the end on

the inside of his right foot, and then, pulling

the upper nock down with the left hand, slid

the eye of the string easily into place. "Now,

I pray thee to unstring it again ! " said he,

handing it to the bowman.

The youth, with an effort, did so, but he

was too slow in disengaging his fingers, and

the string, sliding down with a snap from the

upper nock, caught and pinched them sorely

against the stave. A roar of laughter, like

the clap of a wave, swept down the deck as

the luckless bow-

man danced and

wrung his hand.

"Serve thee

well right, thou

redeless fool !"

growled the old

bowyer. " So fine

a bow is wasted in

such minikin

hands. How now,

Samkin ? I can

teach you little of

your trade, I trow.

Here is a bow

dressed as it should

be, but it would,

as you say, be the

better for a white

band to mark the

true nocking point

in the centre of

this red wrapping

of silk. Leave i'

and I will tend to

it anon. And you,

Wat? A fresh

head on yonder

stele ? Lord, that

a man should cany

four trades under

one hat, and be

bowyer, fletcher,

stringer, and head-

maker! Four men's work for old Bartholomew

,-tnd one man's pay ! "

" Nay, say no more about that," growled

an old, wizened bowman, with a brown parch-

ment skin and little beady eyes. " It is

better in these days to mend a bow than to

bend one. You who never looked a French-

man in the face are pricked off for ninepence

a day, and I, who have fought five stricken

fields, can earn but fourpence."

" It is in my mind, John of Tuxford, that

you have looked in the face more pots of

mead than Frenchmen," said the old bowyer,

Vol. xxxii.â��3.

scowling back over his shoulder. " I am

swinking from dawn to night while you

are guzzling in an alestake. How now,

youngster? Overbowed? Put your bow in

the tiller. It draws at sixty poundsâ��not a

pennyweight too much for a man of your

inches. Lay more body to it, lad, and it

will come to you. If your bow be not stiff,

how can you hope for a twenty-score flight ?

Feathers ! Aye, plenty, and of the best. Here

are peacock at a groat each. Surely a dandy

archer like you, Tom Beverley, with gold

"THE LUCKLESS BOWMAN UANCED AND WRUNG HIS HAND."

earrings in your ears, would have no feather-

ing but peacocks."

"So the shaft fly straight I care not of the

feather," said the bowman, a tall young York-

shireman, counting out pennies on the palm

of his horny hand.

"Grey goose feathers are but a farthing.

These on the left are a halfpenny, for they

are of the wild goose, and the second feather

of a fenny goose is worth more than the

pinion of a tame one. These in the brass

tray are dropped feathers, and a dropped

feather is better than a plucked one. Buy

a score of these, lad, and cut them saddle-

backed or swine-backed, the one for a dead
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shaft and the other for a smooth-flyer, so

no man in the company will swing a better-

fletched quiver over his shoulder."

It chanced that the opinion of the bowyer

on this and other points differed from that of

Long Ned of Widdington, a surly, straw-

bearded Yorkshireman, who had listened

with a sneering face to his counsel. Now

he broke in suddenly and fiercely upon the

bowyer's talk.

" You would do better to sell bows than

to try to teach others how to use them," said

he; " for indeed, Bartholomew, that head of

thine has no more sense within it than it has

hairs without. If you had drawn string for

as many months as I have years you would

know that a straight cut feather flies smoother

than a swine-backed, and pity it is that these

young bowmen have none to teach them

better."

This attack upon his professional know-

ledge touched the old bowyer on the raw.

His fat face became suffused with blood and

his eyes glared with fury as he turned upon

the archer. Even the white bald pate had

turned lurid and menacing.

" You seven-foot barrel of lies ! " he cried.

"All-Hallows be my aid, and I will teach you

to open your slabbing mouth against me !

Pluck forth your sword and stand out on

yonder deck, that we may see who is the man

of us twain. May I never twirl a shaft over

my thumb-nail if I do not put Bartholomew's

mark upon your thick head, though never an

arm in Kngland could cleave it."

A score of rough voices joined at once

in the quarrel, some upholding the furious

bowyer and others taking the part of the

sneering North-countryman. A red headed

Dalesman snatched up a sword, but was

felled by a blow from the fist of a Borderer.

Instantly, with a bux/. like a swarm of angry

hornets, the bowmen were out on the deck,

but ere a blow was struck Knolles was

amongst them with granite face and eyes of

fire.

" Stand apart, I say ! I will warrant you

enough fighting to cool your blood ere you

see England once more. Loring, Hawthorn,

cut any man down who raises his hand.

Have you aught to say, you fox-haired

rascal ?" He thrust his face within two

inches of that of the red man who had first

seized his sword. The fellow shrank back

cowed from his fierce eyes. " Now, stint

your noise all of you, and stretch your long

ears. Trumpeter, blow once more ! "

A bugle-call had been sounded every

quarter of an hour so as to keep in touch

with the other two vessels, which were invisible

in the fog. Now the high, clear note rang

out once more, the call of a fierce sea-creature

to its mates, but no answer came back from

the thick wall which pent them in. Again

and again they called, and again and again

with bated breath they waited for an answer.

" Where is the shipman ? " asked Knolles.

" What is your name, fellow ? Do you dare

call yourself master-mariner ? "

" My name is Nat Dennis, fair sir," said

the grey-bearded old seaman. " It is thirty-

years since first I showed my cartel and blew

trumpet for a crew at the water-gate of

Southampton. If any man may call himself

master-mariner, it is surely I."

" Where are our two ships ? "

" Nay, sir, who can say in this fog ? "

" Fellow, it was your place to hold them

together."

" I have but the eyes God gave me, fair

sir, and they cannot see through a cloud."

" Had it been fair, I, who am a soldier,

could have kept them in company. Since it

was foul we looked to you, who are called a

mariner, to do so. You have not done it.

You have lost two of my ships ere the

venture is begun."

"Nay, fair sir, I pray you to considerâ��

" Enough words ! " said Knolles, sternly.

" Words will not give me back my two

hundred men. Unless I find them before I

come to St. Malo, I swear by St. Wilfred of

Ripon that it will be an evil day for you.

Enough ! Go forth and do what you may."

For five hours, with a light breeze behind

them, they lurched through the heavy fog,

the cold rain still matting their beards and

shining on their faces. Sometimes they

could see a circle of tossing water for a bow-

shot or so in each direction, and then the

wreaths would crawl in upon them once more

and bank them thickly round. They had

long ceased to blow the trumpet for their

missing comrades, but had hopes when clear

weather rame to find them still in sight. By

the shipman's reckoning they were now about

midway between the two shores.

Nigel was leaning against the bulwarks, his

thoughts away in the dingle at Cosford and

out on the heather-clad slopes of Hindhead,

when something struck his ear. It was a

thin, clear clang of metal, pealing out high

above the dull murmur of the sea, the creak

of the boom, and the flap of the sail. He

listened, and again it was borne to his ear, a

bell-like tinkle from amid the mist.

" Hark, my lord ! " said he to Sir Robert.

" Is there not a sound in the fog ? "
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They both listened together with sidelong

heads. Then it rang clearly forth once more,

but this time in another direction. It had

been on the bow. Now it was on the quarter.

Again it soundedâ��and again. Now it had

moved to the other bow. Now back to the

quarter again. Now it was near, and now so

far that it was but a faint tinkle on the ear.

By this time every man on boardâ��seamen,

archers, and men-at-armsâ��were crowding the

sides of the vessel. All round them there

were noises in the darkness, and yet the wall

of fog lay wet against their very faces. And

the noises were such as were strange to their

earsâ��always the same high musical clashing.

The old shipman shook his head and crossed

himself.

" In thirty years upon the waters I have

never heard the like," said he. " The devil

is ever loose in a fog. Well is he named the

Prince of Darkness."

A wave of panic passed over the vessel,

and these rough and hardy men, who feared

no mortal foe, shook with terror at the

shadows of their own minds. They stared

into the cloud with blanched faces and

fixed eyes, as though each instant some fear-

some shape might break in upon them. And

as they stared there came a gust of wind.

For a moment the fog-bank rose and a circle

of ocean lay before them.

It was covered with vessels. On all sides

they lay thick upon its surface. They were

great carracks, high-ended and portly, with

red sides and bulwarks carved and crusted

with gold. Each had one great sail set and

was driving down Channel on the same course

as the Basilisk. Their decks were thick with

men, and from their high poops came the

weird clashing which filled the air. For one

moment they lay there, this wondrous fleet,

ruddy and golden, surging slowly forward,

framed in grey vapour. The next the clouds

closed in and they had vanished from view.

There was a long hush, and then a buzz of

excited voices.

" The Spaniards ! " cried a dozen bowmen

and sailors.

" I should have known it," said the ship-

man. " I call to mind on the Biscay coast

how they would clash their cymbals after the

fashion of the heathen Moor with whom they

fight. But what would you have me do, fair

sir ? If the fog rises we are all dead men."

" There were thirty ships at the least,"

said Knolles, with a moody brow, " If we

have seen them I trow that they have also

seen us. They will lay us aboard."

" Nay, fair sir, it is in my mind that our ship

is lighter and faster than theirs. If the fog hold

another hour we should be through them."

" Stand to your arms ! " yelled Knolles.

" Stand to your arms ! They are on us ! "

The Basilisk had indeed been spied from

the Spanish admiral's ship before the fog

closed down. With so light a breeze and

"SHE HUNTED THROUGH THE FOG, AND THEN SPKANG OUT OF IT LIKE A LEAN AND STEALTHY BEAST UPON ITS
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such a fog, he could not hope to find her

under sail. But by an evil chance not a

bowshot from the great Spanish carrack was

a low galley, thin and swift, with oars which

could speed her against wind or tide. She

also had seen the Basilisk, and it was to her

that the Spanish leader shouted his orders.

For a few minutes s.he hunted through the

fog, and then sprang out of it like a lean and

stealthy beast upon its prey. It was the

sight of the long, dark shadow gliding after

them which had brought that wild shout of

alarm from the lips of the English knight.

In another instant the starboard oars of the

galley had been shipped, the sides of the two

vessels grated together, and a stream of

swarthy, red-capped Spaniards were swarm-

ing up the side of the Basilisk and dropping,

with yells of triumph, upon her deck.

For a moment it seemed as if the vessel

was captured without a blow being struck,

for the men of the English ship had run

wildly in all directions to look for their arms.

Scores of archers might be seen under the

shadow of the forecastle and the poop bend-

ing their bowstaves to string them with the

cords from their waterproof cases. Others

were scrambling over saddles, barrels, and

cases in wild search of their quivers. Each

as he came upon his arrows pulled out a few

to lend to his less fortunate comrades. In

mad haste the men-at-arms also were feeling

and grasping in the dark corners, picking up

steel caps which would not fit them, hurling

them down on the deck, and snatching

eagerly at any swords or spears that came

their way. The centre of the ship was held

by the Spaniards, and, having slain all who

faced them, they were pressing up to either

end before they were made to understand

that it was no fat sheep, but a most fierce

old wolf, which they had taken by the ears.

If the lesson was late it was the more

thorough. Attacked on both sides and hope-

lessly outnumbered, the Spaniards, who had

never doubted that this little craft was a

merchant-ship, were cut off to the last man.

It was no fight, but a butchery. In vain the

survivors ran, screaming prayers to the saints,

and threw themselves down into the galley

alongside. It also had been riddled with

arrows from the poop of the Basilisk, and

both the crew on the deck and the galley-

slaves in the outriggers at either side lay

dead in rows under the overwhelming shower

from above. From stem to rudder every foot

of her was furred with arrows. It was but a

floating coffin, piled with dead and dying

rnen, which wallowed in the waves behind

them as the Basilisk lurched onwards and

left her in the fog.

In their first rush on to the Basilisk the

Spaniards had seized six of the crew and

four unarmed archers. Their throats had

been cut and their bodies tossed overboard.

Now the Spaniards, who littered the deck,

wounded and dead, were thrust over the

side in the same fashion. One ran down

into the hold and had to be hunted and

killed, squealing under the blows like a rat

in the darkness. Within half an hour no

sign was left of this grim meeting in the fog,

save for the crimson splashes upon bulwarks

and deck. The archers, flushed and merry,

were unstringing their bows once more, for

in spite of the water glue the damp air took

the strength from the cords. Some were

hunting about for arrows which might have

stuck inboard, and some tying up small

injuries received in the scuffle. But an

anxious shadow still lingered upon the face

of Sir Robert, and he peered fixedly about

him through the fog.

" Go among the archers, Hawthorn," said

he to his squire; "charge them on their lives

to make no sound ! Their fools' gabble will be

our undoing. You also, Loring. Go to the

after-guard and say the same to them. We are

lost if one of these great ships should spy us."

For an hour with bated breath they stole

through the fleet, still hearing the cymbals

clashing all round them, for in this way the

Spaniards held themselves together. Once

the wild music came from above their very

prow, and so warned them to change their

course. Once also a huge vessel loomed for

an instant upon their quarter, but they turned

two points away from her and she blurred

and vanished. Soon the cymbals were but a

distant tinkling, and at last they died away.

" It is none too soon," said the old ship-

man, pointing to a yellowish tint in the haze

above them. "See yonder! It is the sun

which wins through. It will be here anon.

Ah ! said I not so ? "

A sickly sun, no larger and far dimmer

than the moon, had indeed shown its face,

with cloud-wreaths smoking across it. As

they looked up it waxed larger and brighter

before their eyes, a yellow halo spread round

it, one ray broke through, and then a funnel

of golden light poured down upon them,

widening swiftly at the base. A minute later

they were sailing on a clear blue sea with an

azure, cloud-flecked sky above their heads,

and such a scene beneath it as each of them

would carry in his memory while memory

remained.
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They were in mid-Channel. The white

and green coasts of Picardy and of Kent lay

clear upon either side of them. The wide

Channel stretched in front, deepening from

the light blue beneath their prow to purple

on the far sky-line. Behind them was that

thick bank of cloud from which they had just

burst. It lay like a grey wall, and through it

were breaking the high, shadowy forms of the

ships of Spain. Four of them had already

emerged, their red bodies, gilded sides, and

painted sails shining gloriously in the evening

sun. Every instant a fresh golden spot grew

out of the fog, which blazed like a star for an

instant, and then surged forward to show itself

as the brazen beak of the great red vessel

which bore it. Looking back, the whole bank

of cloud was broken by the widespread line of

noble ships which were bursting through it,

The Basilisk lay a mile or more in front of

them, and two miles clear of their wing.

Five miles farther off, in the direction of the

French coast, two other small ships were

running down Channel. A cry of joy from

Robert Knolles and a hearty prayer of

gratitude to the saints from the old shipman

hailed them as their missing consorts, the cog

T/iomas and the Grace-Dieu.

But fair as was the view of their lost

friends and wondrous the appearance of the

Spanish ships, it was not on those that the

eyes of the men of the Basilisk were chiefly

bent. A greater sight lay before themâ��a

sight which brought them clustering to the

forecastle with eager eyes and pointing

fingers. The English fleet was coming forth

from the Winchelsea coast. Already before

the fog lifted a fast galeasse had brought

the news down Channel that the Spanish

were on the sea, and the King's fleet

was under way. Now their long array

of sails, gay with the coats and colours of

the towns which had furnished them, lay

bright against the Kentish coast from

Dungeness Point to Rye. Nine-and-twenty

shipswere therefrom Southampton,Shoreham,

Winchelsea, Hastings, Rye, Hythe, Romney,

Folkestone, Deal, Dover, and Sandwich. With

their great sails slued round to catch the

wind they ran out, whilst the Spanish, like

the gallant foes that they have ever been,

turned their heads landwards to meet.them.

With flaunting banners and painted sails,

blaring trumpets and clashing cymbals, the

two glittering fleets, dipping and rising on the

long Channel swell, drew slowly together.

"THE TWO GLITTERING FLEETS, uirriNU AND RISING ON THE LONG CHANNEL SWELL, DREW SLOWLY TOGETHER.''

(To be continued.')



" My Best Picture."

BY THE MOST EMINENT ITALIAN PAINTERS.

BY ADRIAN MARGAUX.

TALY," said Edmond

About, the French critic,

" is the tomb of art " ; and

in relationship to its great

past there is a certain justi-

fication for the saying. But

since M. About thus pronounced judgment

upon them there has been an awakening

among the Italian artists, and there is now

probably much more of an original talent

and national spirit to be found among them

than was the case hall a century ago. The

painters of Florence, Naples, Venice, and, to

a lesser extent, of Rome, Milan, and Turin,

are eagerly competing with each other in the

production of work which, if it may not be

compared with that of ' the great Italian

masters, should at least take some place

among the contemporary art of Europe.

Foremost among these painters for original

power is Plinio Nomellini. Nomellini is not

now an inhabitant of either of the great cities

just mentioned, although he has studied his

art in more than one of them. He resides in

the ancient town of Lucca, and in his earlier

years found many subjects for his brush

among the picturesque Tuscan villages in its

vicinity. Of later years he has found his

true bent in partly imaginative and somewhat

mystical themes, of which the picture, " The

Passing of the Nameless," is reproduced here

as being in his own opinion his best example.

There is a touch of true artistic inspiration

about this conception of the obscure horde

of mankind passing into the unknown,

"unwept, unhonoured, and unsung."

" I am neither a symbolist nor a decadent,"

says Signor Nomellini, in speaking of this

'THE PASSING OF THE NAMELESS." BY I'LINIO NOMELLINI.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.
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'THE TARANTELLA."

BY EDUARDO DALBONO.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

work, " but I like to portray abstract ideas

and call to mind the mystic, which is not of

passing significance, but eternal, because

human."

Signer Nomellini has been exhibiting at

the Italian galleries since 1886, but, as I

have said, it is only recently that he has

deserted the beaten track of familiar scenes

and sentiments. As the work of a man still

in the prime of life, " The Passing of the

Nameless " gives promise of that which may

yet achieve a European reputation.

In some measure this European reputation

has been achieved by Eduarclo Dalbono, of

Naples. At any rate, his pictures of Nea-

politan life and character have become well

known to a wide circle of admirers through

Goupil's reproductions in Paris, more par-

ticularly " Love from a Balcony." " The

Tarantella," which Signer Dalbono has

selected as his best work, does not depict

the wondrous street architecture of Naples ;

the scene, indeed, is such as may be wit-

nessed in any part of Southern Italy, where

the dance is still very popular. But there

can be no doubt that it was in the streets of

the city that the painter found the models

for the group of graceful, dark-skinned figures.

Dalbono, who was born in Naples in 1843,

was something of a youthful prodigy. At

the age of nine he painted an historical

picture which was successfully exhibited in

his native cityâ��" St. Louis Administering

Justice Under the Oak Trees of Vincennes."

Four years later he took part in a municipal

competition with a picture, " Manfred Excom-

municated," which would have been awarded

a prize but for the incredulity of the judges,

who would not be convinced that such a work

could have been produced by a lad of thirteen.

His father and mother were most sympathetic

with his ambition, and he was sent to

Rome for the best tuition which the Italian

capital could then provide. After spending

a year or two in the studio of Marchetti he

returned to Naples, and there he has lived

and worked ever since, with the exception ol

two or three years in Paris. Dalbono has

for his native city a love as strong as that

which most men have for their native country.

It is to him the earthly paradise, containing

all that a painter can desire in colour and

form and beauty.

Another name in Italian contemporary art,

Frederic Andreotti, is well known over a

large part of the Continent, although its fame

has hardly yet reached England. His art is

somewhat of the conventional order, against

which his younger countrymen, such as

Nomellini. are in open revolt, but its un-



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.



"MY BEST PICTURE."

deniable graceful qualities have won it a large

amount of popular appreciation. When I

asked Andreotti to nominate his best picture

he hesitated between " A Concert in the

Park" and " The Rivals," either of which

would give a good idea of the.dainty pretti-

ness in which this Florentine painter excels.

"A Concert in the Park" is really an

attempt to realize the scene presented by the

garden of the Villa Medici at Rome during

the time when this historical building was at

the height of its glory. The gay costumes

of the Renaissance ladies and gentlemen,

together with the stately architecture of the

Villa and the soft verdure of the garden,

combine to give us as pleasing an impression

which has the fondest eyes for the darkening

clouds which, even in Italy, sometimes eclipse

the brightest of days, and as a representative

of this school Pietro Fragiacomo must be

given a place in this article. The picture

by which he has chosen to be represented

is admirably typical of this phase of Italian

art, having for its subject the famous Piazza

of St. Mark, at Venice, under the unusual

aspect given to it by a grey sky and a misty

atmosphere.

Fragiacomo is a native of. Venice, and all

his best pictures are of Venice and its vicinity.

At the Paris Exhibition of 1900 he was re-

presented by several works, and at Venice he

won the one thousand pounds prize with a

"A WET DAY AT ST. MARKS PIAZZA, VESICK."

BY PIETRO FRAGIACOMO.

SELECTED itv THE AKTIST AS HIS BF.ST PICTURE.

of medieval life as it is possible for a modern

painter to accomplish. Signor Andreotti

has made a special study of the Renaissance

period, and every detail in this picture is, I

believe, historically accurate. This and other

works of a similar kind brought him much

into favour as a decorative artist, and he has

executed numerous frescoes for the internal

adornment of houses whose owners have had

them designed in the Renaissance style. In

the fair city of Florence, where the artist has

his home, there is, it need hardly be said, an

amplitude of models, in still-life and other-

wise, for his assistance in painting the times

of Dante and Beatrice.

Italy is the land of sunshine, but it is not

in the sunshine that all her artists of to-day

prefer to paint her beauties. There is a school

Vol. xxxii.â��4.

picture bearing the significant title, "Sadness."

But if the sun attracts him not the moon has

a great fascination for his brush, and his

sketches of the lagoons are much in favour

with Italian connoisseurs. One of them,

called "Peace"â��a little boat on a moonlit

streamâ��hangs in the King's villa at Monza.

Historical subjects are not much in favour

with Italian artists, and Tito Lessi, of Florence,

is the best known of the few who have

attempted ambitious pictures of this kind.

The best of these in the artist's own opinion

is "Toscanelli Receiving the Portuguese

Ambassadors." The incident is not familiar,

perhaps, to English readers, but it is one

which gives plenty of scope to the figure-

painter.

Paul del Pozzo Toscanelli (1397-1482)
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was a distinguished physician of Florence,

whose leisure was employed in the study

of geography, astronomy, navigation, and

kindred subjects. About the middle of the

fifteenth century conjecture and speculation

were already rife, resulting from various sug-

gestive circumstances which mariners had re-

corded, as to the existence of another great

continent in the Far West, and Toscanelli, in

maps and charts, gave definite form to such

conjecture and speculation. A keen interest

and derived much encouragement in the

pursuit of his great design from conversations

with the learned physician and cosmographer.

The painter of this fine picture, which was

first exhibited in 1903, has the Florentine's

pride in the fame of Toscanelli. For some

years he resided in Paris, studying there the

work of the great French historical painters,

like Delaroche and Laurens, and gathering

strength for such a picture. Signer Lessi is

now settled again in Florence, an honoured

'TOSCANELLI RECEIVING THE PORTUGUESE AMBASSADORS."

SKLFCTEU HV THE AKTIST AS tils BKST PICTURE.

BY TITO LESSI.

in the subject was taken by Alfonso V. of

Portugal, and he, in 1459, dispatched emis-

saries to Florence in order that they might learn

from Toscanelli's own lips the knowledge on

which he based his suppositions. Toscanelli

received them kindly, and is shown by the

artist expounding to his illustrious visitors,

with the aid of maps and volumes, the reasons

for his faith in the existence of the New World.

King Alfonso probably had some design of

endeavouring to secure for his country the

glory which was afterwards gained by Spain,

but the report with which his ambassadors

returned to Lisbon does not appear to have

had any result in action. Fifteen years later,

however, Columbus himself visited Florence,

figure among the artists who have their

studios in the Piazza Donatello.

Considering the extent of Italy's coast and

the glory of her naval history, it is surprising

that marine painting should be so little culti-

vated in the art of to-day. Among the few

successful painters of the sea is Giorgio

Belloni, who has selected for this article a

picture of the Gulf of Genoa on a bright,

sunny day. Belloni paints landscape almost

as well as the sea, and this picture, including,

as it does, a long stretch of the coast, may

be said to represent both branches of his art

â��which was evidently one of the reasons

why it was chosen as his best picture.

Signor Belloni resided at one time in
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"A SUNNY SEA IN THE GULF OF GKNOA."

SELECTED nv THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTUKE.

Bv GIORGIO BKLLONI.

Verona, but is now settled in Milan. Both

cities are not a great distance from the

coast, but until he'left Verona for Milan in

1894 the artist had never seen the sea. The

result of his first visit to its shores was the

production of a pic-

ture called simply

"The Sea," which

won high praise at

the next Milan Tri-

ennial Exhibition,

and since that time

he has had a grow-

ing reputation as a

marine artist.

" A Child of

Milan" is the title

I have ventured to

give to the portrait

whKrh is reproduced

here as Signor Paolo

Sala's best picture.

But it must be ad-

mitted that there is

nothing distinc-

tively Italian about

the pretty, fair-"

haired little girl

whom the artist has

painted ; both her

countenance and

her costume might

equally well have

been English. But

in North Italy, it is

to be remembered,

the air is often keen,

and the warm muff "A CHILD OF MILAN."

and cloak that the SELECTED PY THE AKTIS

child wears will be very suitable to the climate.

Signor Sala, it will not be unjustly inferred,

admires the English type of beauty, and

prefers the blonde to the brunette mort

commonly found in Southern Italy.

Signor Sala if

much in favour, 1

believe, among the

Milanese as a por

trait-painter, but hÂ«

is more w id el 3

known for his stree

scenes. Exhibiting

his first picture ir

1881, he has workec

in various sphere;

of art, but in nom

with so much dis

tinction. In quest

of subjects he has

visited London

among other large

cities, and his

" Hyde Park on a

Rainy Day" has

been a noted pic-

ture at more than

one exhibition.

During the time

this article was

being prepared one

of the leading Turin

artists, Celestinc

Gilardi, fell ill anc

died. On herfather's

behalf, however,

Signorina Gilardi

BY PAOLO SALA. was able to answei

AS HIS BEST PICTURE. my question as tc
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'OUR TURN TO-MORROW.

SBLBCTEO BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

which was his favourite picture. The old man

â��the artist was in his seventieth yearâ��had

no doubt upon the subject. " Hodie tibi, eras

mihi"â��which I have freely translated as

"OurTurn To-morrow"â��was the picture by

which in 1884 he became famous. It was

bought by no less a personage than King

Humbert, and, now hanging in the Turin

Municipal Gallery, it remains the most cele-

brated of all his pictures. As a study in the

physiognomy of old men, such as recalls the

work of 1'rofessor Herkomer, it probably has

no rival in contemporary Italian art.

The picture to which Signer Gilardi so

happily applied the Latin phrase represents

some of the inhabitants of a charitable home

for aged men who are taking part in the

church service at the funeral of a comrade.

Every face has its own distinctive in-

dividuality, but the thought dominating allâ��

with the possible exception of the youngest

brother, who is suppressing a yawnâ��is

evidently the same : " It is my comrade's

turn this year, but it may be mine next year."

Signor Gilardi 'painted several sequels to

the picture, the most successful of whichâ��

" IN TUSCANY.

BY LUIGI G1OLI.

I

SKLECTED uv THE \RTIST AS ins BEST PICTUKE,
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"A Fete Day," showing the old men at the

home making holidayâ��was exhibited in

Paris. By the younger Italian artists of

to-day Gilardi was regarded as somewhat out

of date and old-fashioned, but all would be

ready to acknowledge the great merit of his

masterpiece.

"The Italian Sidney Cooper" is the

description which might be applied to Signer

Luigi Gioli, of Florence. He has devoted

himself to the painting of landscape and

cattle with a concentration which is very

rare among his fellow-countrymen. The

Maremma, a marshy district in Tuscany, has

been his favourite sketching ground, and it

was in this district, near the little town of

Volterra, that he painted the subject chosen

by him as the best example of his art.

It was in this district, tooâ��at Cascine,

near Pisaâ��that the artist was born and spent

his early life. He was destined for the

law, and for some

years studied

at the Pisa

University. But

his love of coun-

try rambles with

his sketch-book

seriously inter-

fered with assidu-

ous attention to

his legal practice,

and he eventually

abandoned the

office for the

studio. Signor

Gioli's first pic-

tures, " Animals

Drinking " and

"Cattle Fair in

the Hills," were

exhibited at the

Milan Exhibition

in 1881,and since

that time he has

been regularly re-

presented with

similar subjects at

the chief exhibi-

tions held in Italy.

The most

popular of the

pictures of Au-

gusto Corelli, one

of the leading

Roman artists, is

undoubtedly

" Poor Mary."

This work has won several medals in Europe

and America and has been extensively re-

produced in engraving and photography.

But, although the most successful, it is

not the artist's favourite picture. " The

Festival of Flowers " has a larger place in

his own affections.

On this canvas Signor Corelli has depicted

a most picturesque scene which takes place

every year at some time during the month of

May in the villages on the slopes of the

Apennines. The festival, although essentially

religious in character, would seem to have

some resemblance to our own ancient cele-

brations of May Day, the foremost figure in

the picture being the village beauty, who is

honoured as " Queen of the Flowers." She

is at the head of a procession of girls,

similarly bedecked with flowers and having

in their centre, borne aloft by the village

priest, an effigy of the Virgin Mary.

'THE FESTIVAL OF FLOWERS." BY AUGUSTO CORELLI.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PlCTURK.



On the Bottom of the Dory.

BY JAMES B. CONNOLLY.

HERE was constraint between

the men, else it would never

have happened. Martin, haul-

ing the heavily-loaded trawl

over the girdy in the how,

could hardly have been ex-

pected to avert it, but ready to Harry's hand

was the oar in the becket placed there exactly

for such a possibility. A quick flirt of a

strong wrist and, bow-on or stern-to, she

could have safely ridden out the sea. But

Harry was not able or prepared for it. Even

after Martin had called " Watch out for the

next one !" he was slow to move. Some-

thing must have been on his mind.

So, exultingly, the oncoming sea picked

between him and the dory was Harry, strug-

gling heavily. "Take the thwart," said Martin,

and tossed it to him. "And here," picking

up the empty trawl-tub from beside him in

the sea and casting that also to Harry,

although with each effort he pushed himself

under water and came up gasping ; and yet a

light matter that to him, who was a swimmer

beyond the average, and who now, weighted

down though he was with heavy winter

clothing, jack-boots, and oilskins, had but

little fear of reaching the dory.

Between tub and thwart the weaker man

rested himself until Martin made the dory,

when, taking a turn around one elbow of the

painter which Martin cast him, he allowed

"THE ONCOMING SEA TICKED HER up AND TOSSED HER."

her up and tossed her, and far out were cast

the men. " Keep clear of the trawl ! " warned

Martin, when he kneVv she was going, and

instinctively pulled looi the thwart as she

went.

When Martin came to tYoe surface the dory

lay bottom-up, perhaps thitty feet away, and

y

himself to be drawn carefully alongside, ;

being by then pretty well exhausted

accepted Martin's further help to climb

on the bottom of the dory.

" And now take the plug-strap," <

Martin, and m his voice was just a r

of contempt.

\
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And there they clung on, Harry hanging

safely to the plug-strap, while Martin balanced

himself with wide-spread arms and legs

straddling the narrow bottom of the dory's

bow. Two hours they clung so, and still the

fog held ; and then the snow began to fall.

Only once did it break, and then only as

if to make a lane through which they might

see the sun sinking in the west. And with

that sun went down much of their hope,

though Martin would never have confessed

it aloud.

"One good thing, we're sure of the points

of the compass, anyway, now. 'Tis a north-

easter, and 'twill hang on till morning, surely."

" I'll never live till morning," said Harry,

" even if I could hang on that long.'1

The consuming pity that glowed in Martin

for all weak creatures dulled for a moment to

the old ashes of contempt, though his " No,

I don't think you could," was more by way

of prodding the creature to at least a show of

courage.

Bo o-o-m !

"There goes the skipper with that old-

fashioned fog-gun of his." Martin raised

himself on an elbow as if to catch an echo.

" She'll still be at anchor, and in the same

spot. That's good."

" The vessel ! " exclaimed Harry, and

began to call wildly : " Hi-i! the Ariadne ! "

" You might save your breath," suggested

Martin, and again his scorn betrayed itself,

" for she must be a mile to wind'ard of us."

It was not yet too dark for Martin to

observe the expression of despair overcasting

Harry's face. And dwelling on it allâ��the

man's weakness, more of temperament than

of intentionâ��disdain again crumbled before

pity. " Cheer up, boy ; cheer up. Tis a

deep sounding yet to bottom."

" Why, have you any notion we c'n save

ourselves?"

" Oh, I don't know; a way will turn up,

maybe."

" No, no ; how can we ? What's there for

us to do if she can't hear us? She surely

won't break out her anchor and begin to

cruise 'round looking for us for a long while

yet, not till morning, anyway, for the very

fear that we too might be looking for the

vessel. And they couldn't have seen us

when we capsized, could they ? "

Dryly Martin spat out on the sea. " If we

couldn't see them in the fog, a big vessel and

high rigging, 'tisn't likely they could see us,

a little dory flat out on the water."

" I thought not." Despair again spoke in

the falling tone.

" Man, man, spare your lips if they won't

shape o' themselves to a little word of

courage. I didn't say there warn't any hope."

Bo-o-o m! came over the darkening waters.

" Like a word from home, that old fog-

gun, isn't it ? " Martin had made his way

along the dory's bottom until now he lay

beside his mate. Possibly for five minutes

he lay so, gazing out thoughtfully along the

broken level of the heaving sea. " Aye,

there is a chance." The meditating pauses

gave way then to more incisive speech.

" Help me get off my oilskins. One hand at

a time, and between us we can do it. And

don't be so everlastingly afraid you'll fall

overboard. There â��there's the oil-jacket.

Now the boots. Let 'em go. 'Tis no time

now for economyâ��better them than us.

Now the oil-pants. Thereâ��the clothes'Il

come easier. Confound these wet under-

clothes ; they're like another skin, aren't

they? There now," and he stood up on the

bottom of the dory, swaying easily to the

upheave of it. " Br-h-h, but the air's cold !

The water's warmer." And, dropping down

by the bow, he immersed himself to the neck.

" What you going to do, Martin ? Not

swim to the vessel ? "

" I was thinking of it."

"Why, whoever heard of such a thing?

You'll never make it."

" No ? And what then ? Will I be any

worse off than you here ? There's no

chance for us to be picked off to-night, and

the skipper won't shift his berth to-night, for

the very reason you said yourselfâ��he'll think

we're looking for the vessel. And so he'll

wait where we can find him, as he'll think.

So, even if it clears up to-night, which it

won't, he can't see us, and so no chance for

us before morning. And you can't last till

then, you say. And there's one chance for

me to make the vessel. Straight up the wind

she lies, maybe three-quarters of a mile,

maybe a mile."

" K-k-k --and if you don't ? Like a speck

you'll be on the wide ocean, tossed around in

the sea and pushed back on the tides, till

you're used up, and thenâ��â��"

" Save your pity of me, boy. I'll not suffer

like you here. I'll wear my body out, that's

true. But no long fear to wear my mind out.

I've known them that went crazy in straying

dories, and we're not only astray but upset.

I'll light till I'm used up, and then, before I

know it, I'll sink away like a child to sleep

and 'twill be all over, and I'll be gone where

I expected to be gone before thisâ��where I

surely expect to go some day."
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" Oh, don't talk like that ! But, Martin, if

you do make it ? Just think, you might

make it; you don't know your own strength.

It's common talk, Martin, your strength.

Will you come back to me ? "

Martin cast the other's imploring arm from

him. " Come back ? Man, for what do

you take me ? Come back ? "

" What do you mean by that, Martin ?

You will or you won't ? Oh, Martin, I know

what's in your mind. And I know what

that'll mean to me. Before morning I'll

be standing before my Maker, and, Martin,

I'm afraid. Martin, did Malachi ever

hint to you of anything between me and

you and Sarah ? Aye, he has. I know he

has. Malachi never did like me much, but

since we've left on this trip he's hated me.

He drew part of it out of me one night on

deck, and I remember how afraid I was to

pass between him and the rail for fear he'd

take it into his head to throw me overboard.

And he would, if he made up his mind to it,

and no fear he wouldn't sleep sound after

it. A terrible man, Malachi Jennings,

and hates me. Ever since he saw me

at Sarah's house before we left home this

trip, while he was on his way to the dock

to go aboard the vessel, he's had a grudge

in for me. And that's what's between you

and me, though neither of us has spoke of

it all this trip. Dory-mates are we, and yet

like strangers. Martin, I'll tell you the whole

truth. Sarah had promised to have meâ��in

a way. At first she said that she couldn't

make up her mind; but next trip in, she said

at last, she'd have me ifâ��if "

" If what ? " The naked man in the water

rose up beside the other, his shoulders and

back uncannily white against the dark sea,

and the face whiteâ��all white but the staring

dark eyes.

Harry drew back in alarm. " Don't look

at me so, Martinâ��don't! She said yesâ��if

she weren't promised to somebody else before

the vessel went out."

" If she warn'tâ��to somebody else." Martin

repeated it slowly. " And," after a pauseâ��

"and she wasn't either."

" Why, no. It couldn't been plainer, of

course. She was expecting you'd ask her

before we went out this trip. And I thought

you would. And I knew you would if I

hadn't been there, and so I took care you'd

see me at the window as you crossed the

street to come up to the door, and I laughing

so you didn't come in, but went on by, and

she sitting in back couldn't see how it was."

" And she promised you ? "

" Well, the same as that. ' If I'm not

promised to anybody else when next you're

homeâ��if I'm not, I'll marry you,' she'd

already said, not knowing that you had come

to the door and gone away without ringing."

The white body sank into the water, and

like a strange voice the words came back to

the man at the plug-strap. " You see our

chanceâ��the tide is almost slack now. In

an hour now 'twill be setting to the south-

west, and the westerly tide at its height is

here like a mill-raceâ��'twill carry you and the

dory out of sight long before morning. But

in the next hour or two you won't drift far

from here, and I'll try and make the vessel.

If I do I'll be back with a dory, and we'll

find you, don't fear. And don't get dis-

couraged if I'm gone longer than you think

I ought to be. I may not make the

straightest course for the vessel, for, after all,

she's a small speck for a man to be scanning

the wide ocean for on a dark winter's night,

and a man's head so low when swimming

that he can't see top far. But they're keeping

the fog-gun goingâ��there it is again, but

fainter, which means that we're farther away

than we were. They'll keep it going all

night. Malachi would stay awake a week to

do that for me if. there warn't another soul

aboard her. Malachi and meâ��we like each

other pretty well, and I hate to think of

leaving him. But I'm going ; and, in case we

never see each other again, good-bye to you."

With a great .fear Harry saw the wide

shoulders slip away from his side. From

the level of the dory's bottom he gazed

along the sea, till he could no longer see the

gleam of the white skin. He listened, and

faintly he could hear the strokes of arms and

legs kicking through the water.

Suddenly it flashed on himâ��it was all a

trick ! Why hadn't he thought of it before ?

Martin, a mighty man in the water, would

make the vessel. And Martin would not

come back. And why ? Because he, and

not Martin, had her promise. That was why.

She would never go back on her wordâ��

not while he held her to it. But if he were

lost, how easy it would all be for Martin !

And for her, with Martin, there would be

small regret for his own self dead and gone.

" Martin ! Martin Carr ! " he shrieked.

" Don't leave me ! Don't leave me here

alone! "

But no word came back to him ; he could

not even hear the steady, powerful strokes of

Martin Carr struggling with the heavy waves.

Now and again the swimmer lifted his head

and sought to pierce the darkness, but even
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" FROM THE LEVEL OF THE DORv's BOTTOM HE GAZED ALONG THE SEA."

from the crest of the rolling seas he doubted

if he could have made out the vessel ten feet

away. Rather to rest himself than for any

other purpose were those little pausesâ��'twas

a long road before him.

'Onward he strove. In smooth water or

on a clear night he Would have had but

small doubt of the outcome. Straight for

her light he would steer thenâ��it would mean

only lasting it out. Even if he were hours

on his quest he would have made it in any

kind of light, but now there was only instinct

for his course, and the chill of the water was

numbing his muscles, even as the over-roll of

the waves, which he could not always fore-

cast, sometimes caught him unawares and

took his breath away. It was hard telling at

times whether he was going ahead at all.

Once he looked back to see if he might

make out the dory and thereby judge of his

course, but in a moment he realized how

foolish that was. Certainly his judgment

was no longer sound, which meant that his

strength, like the tide, must be ebbing. And

recalling the man on the dory's bottom,

" Confound him ! He's no goodâ��he never

was ; and for myself I could've hung on till

morningâ��yes, and a lot longerâ��but now

I'm in for it."

He battled on, and found his brain was

not altogether dulled. All the tales he had

ever heard of men lost in fog and snow came

back to him ; all the men that ever went

Vol. xxxii. â��5

astray in dories and were found later, dead

from hunger or exhaustion, or, it might be,

frozen stiff, recurred vividly to him. And

that man back there, what if he were

Yet he was worth no betterâ��and a good

woman to have him, and Sarah, above all

women ! Faugh ! What was rightâ��that he

should return and get him ? Would he, if

it was the other way about, come back for

him, Martin Carr ? Would he ? Martin

laughed aloud to think of it, even as he

struggled.

Bo-o-o-m ! At the report fresh courage

came back to him. It seemed nearer. A long

battling and it sounded again. Bo o-o-m !

Againâ��but what a long wait between !

Martin could barely lift his arms through the

sea, he was that tired, and began to realize

that the end might be at hand, and with the

thought all the stories he had ever heard of

men drowning alongside the vessel flashed

into his brain again.

Bo-o-o-m !

" What an everlastingly mournful sound !

Like minute-guns for the dead."

Bo-o-o-m !

" Fainter, that's sure. I'm falling off.

You've got to bid higher up, Martin Carr."

Bo-o-o-m !

" Nearer, but no time yet to waste breath

in hailing."

Bo-o-o-m !

Still faint it was, and yet from out of the
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snow loomed phantom lights and high, vague

shadows of phantom sails.

Boom ! The flash of it was almost blind-

ing, and the shock enough to deafen. No

phantom gun, anyway. " Ah ! I must be

some tired," he observed; "so near and not

to suspect it," and, lifting a hand, he felt the

side of the vessel. But there was nothing to

hold to, and the sea threatened to throw him

against her planking. Patiently he shoved

off and made for the bow. And not till

then, with a hand to her straining cable, did

he hail.

To Malachi Jennings on watch, and some-

what worn with anxiety, came the first faint

call. "Spooks! " he muttered. "Spooks from

out the black seaâ��if a man believed in

spooks."

" Hi-i ! the Ariadne ! " A stronger hail,

for to Martin by then the breath was

returning.

" No spook that," exclaimed Malachi, and

looked about uncertainly. " Where away the

dory ? " he shouted.

" No dory, Malachi, but a tired man wants

a hand!"

" Martin, by thunder ! " and leaped for the

knight-heads, and there found him, by nqw

clinging to the bobstay. Over the bow

dropped Malachi. " A ghost, Martin, I

thought it was first," but no further babbling

before he took a turn of the line about the

white, naked body, and directly had him on

board.

" Where's Harry ? Glory be ; Heaven for-

give me for saying itâ��but is he gone? "

" No ; but waiting, Malachi."

" Waiting ? For who ? For what ? "

" For a dory to be put over and pick him

off. He's lying so," Martin's arm pointed, " a

good mileâ��ten miles I thought it one time.

But call it a mile straight down the wind."

" And would you go back for himâ��for

that chalk-and-water image of a human

being? Why, man, it's all in your hands

now. Leave him there."

" No, no, no, Malachi; we must do what's

right."

" And what's right in this case ? A creature

like him to be placed ahead of you? He

never was any good nor never will be, while

you Man, leave this to me. Some-

times disillusioned men like me win hope of

Heaven by watching out for over-trustful men

like you, Martin."

Footsteps hurried toward them. The

skipper's face broke into the yellow circle of

the riding light. " What's it, Malachi? And

what's thatâ��a man ? "

" It's Martin, skipper. His dory's capsized

and he's swum aboard."

" Man alive, how did you ? And where's

Harry ? "

" Gone, Martin thinks, skipper " ; and, to

the tired man, whispering, " Hist now, leave

it to me" ; and, turning to the argumenting

group on deck, "Quit asking him questions

and give him a mug of coffee."

" Sure, a mug of coffeeâ��this way, Martin,"

and helped him below.

Into the fo'c's'le Martin staggered, and,

his nakedness covered, dropped on the locker

nearest the galley-stove, and drank the mug

of coffee they brought him. Before he had

quite finished they poured him out another,

and sat around and discussed the fate of

Martin's dory-mate.

"So Harry is gone? Well, that's hard,

too."

" Yes, though I never could warm up to

him ; but when a man's lost it's different."

" Poor Harry ! Well, there was a bit of

good in him, too. And lost at last!"

Martin had been coming out of his stupor.

He gazed from one t%o the other. " Who's

lost ? Harry ? Who said he was lostâ��me ?

No, noâ��I tell you, man, no !"

" What, he's not ? Not lost you say,

Martin?" It was the skipper himself who

grasped his arm.

" No, no, no ! Over with a dory and put

her straight for where I said and you'll get

him. And keep the gun going all the time,

never a let-up; play tunes with it. By that

he'll know I'm aboard, and 'twill cheer him

up while he's waiting. Over with a doryâ��

quick ! "

The skipper jumped for the companion-

way. " Sling a dory over the side."

" Aye, go straight down the " but, the

reaction setting in, he leaned back with

closed eyes.

" That's enough, Martin." Malachi was

beside him on the locker. " You're tired,

man; turn in. You told me how the dory

bore. I'm going in her with the skipper and

we'll get him."

Martin gazed after the retreating boot-legs

of Malachi, and, rubbing his forehead and

turning to the cook, " What was it he said ? "

The cook jumped to his side. " Martin,

man, you're all gone. There, you're stagger-

ing again. Another mug of coffee now.

And here, tumble into this bunk."

The creak of the rope and block came

down to them from the deck. Martin, about

to roll into the seductive bunk, hesitated,

turned out on to the locker, and, gazing up
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'HE OKANK THE MUG OF COFFEE THEY UROUGMT HIM."

the companion-way, asked, " Isn't that the

dory?"

" Sure." The sound of a splash on the

water came down to them. " There, she's

over the side, Martin. Don't worry ; they'll

get him, the skipper and Malachi."

" Malachi ? Let me by. Stand asideâ��

aside, man !"

" Steady, Martin. You're weak ; lie down."

" Weak ?" He tossed the cook to the

fore-bulkhead and rushed on deck. Malachi

was pushing the dory from the side of the

vessel. " To wind'ard, skipper," he was

saying. " Straight up the wind, Martin said."

"No, but to le'ward, skipper,straight down

the windâ��and, to make sure, I'll go myself,"

and Martin leaped from rail to dory.

" Thunderation ! " snapped Malachi, " he's

ruined the whole thing!"

" What's that?" The skipper half turned

on his thwart. " What's ruined ? "

" My pipe. I bit the stem of it off between

my teeth."

"H'm ! no wonder, and the way you

snap those jaws of yours at times. But give

way now, give way. Straight down the wind

you said, Martin ? Lord, but it's good to

think I'll not sail into Gloucester with a half-

masted flag this time."

Suddenly, he and the skipper rowing and

Martin huddled in the stem, Malachi almost

let an oar slip from between the thole-pins

in an unconscious effort to slap his thighs as

the thought came to him, and " I'll fix him

yet," he gritted.

" What's the matter with you ? " The

skipper, half turning again, spat it out

impatiently.

As if in warning the drowsy voice of

Martin came from the stern : " Fair play for

him, Malachi, fair play."

Straight down the wind they found the

dory, with Harry still hailing feebly from the

bottom of it. They bore down with great

caution, and when they were all but within

reach, Malachi, who had the bow thwart, in

with his oars. " I suppose, skipper, with

Martin so weak he can hardly help himself,

I'd better lift Harry in. So, if you'll lean up

to wind'ard, for in this sea a man being

lifted over the gunnel is no small matter, I'll

make ready to get him in."

" That's right, Malachi, go ahead." And

the skipper hung up on windward side as

directed.

" And now "â��Malachi leaned over the

gunnel nearest the overturned doryâ��" now

you'll have to jump into the sea, Harryâ��we

daren't come nearer. Jump for me and I'll

get youâ��it's only one plunge."

" Malachi "â��the drowsy voice of Martin

came from the sternâ��" careful, Malachi."
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" Oh, leave him to me, Martin ! And now,

Harry," his voice lifting, "come on."

" I'm afraid. Can't you get me,

skipper ? "

"Come on, man, jump for Malachi. We

want to be getting back to the vessel."

" You hear what the skipper says ?"

Malachi's eyes fixed themselves on the

shrinking man in the gloom. " You hear

him ? Well, come on."

Over plunged the shivering man. One

scoop, and Malachi, reaching far out, with

one long arm drew him under the flare of

the dory's bow.

" Safe ! " gurgled Harry.

" D'ye think so ? " gritted Malachi. " Do

you feel itâ��my thumb to your wind-pipe ?

I'll fix you yet.

Say it, say itâ��

quick, now, when

I slack up."

"Y-yes, yes!"

"You'll tell

the story of this

night to Sarah ?

Say it!"

"I will â��lift

me inâ��g-gâ��I'm

going ! I promise

â��so help meâ��

g-g !"

"That's it!

And to see you

do it rightâ��

that's if you have

the face to go

back and see her

again after what

Martin did for

you last nightâ��

I'll be there

when you tell

her ; for, perish

your shivering

body, I wouldn't

trust you even

now ! And after you've told it I know what

you'll getâ��

" What's wrong there, Malachi ? Can't

you lift him in alone ? "

" Lift him ? That periwinkle ! Man

alive " Malachi heaved mightily, one

long wrench, and from the clinging sea he

tossed him into the bottom of the dory.

" Like a fresh-caught halibut, ain't he,,

skipper? Only, to carry out the likeness, I

suppose I ought to hit him on the nose with

a gobstick before I let him in."

" Quit your foolin', Malachiâ��you did a

good job, though."

" Ho ! ho ! that's itâ��a good job, skipper.

Yes, sir, if I do say it myselfâ��a better job

than you or even Martin there thinks,"

and loudly he

laughed.

"Stop your

foolishness and

give way."

"Sure, skipper,

way it is. But

did you ever

hear, skipper ? "

And loudly he

sang :â��

"Oh, the gods

looked down and

the gods decreed

Thai if ever a good

man stood in need

They'd send a bolt

from out the sky,

And the bolt they

â�¢ sent, O Lord,

was I.

Ho, ho ! Ain't

that a good one,

Harry, boy?

Hah, what ? "

But the res-

cued man only

shivered in the

bottom of the

dory.

MAt.ACHI, RFACHIVG FAR OUT, WITH ONR I.nNr, ARM DREW HIM

UNDKR THE FI.AKE OK THE KOKV'.S BOW."



Charles Dickens's Railway Accident.

AS DESCRIBED BY HIMSELF, AND ILLUSTRATED

PHOTOGRAPHS.

BY B. K. FIELD.

BY ACTUAL

N the 9th June, 1865, just

forty-one years ago, an accident

which was remarkable for two

reasons occurred to a train at

a bridge about two miles from

Staplehurst Station, on the

South-Eastern Railway.

In that train Charles Dickens was travelling,

was in the only carriage that was not badly

damaged, and was one of the very few un-

injured, enabling himâ��as would seem natural

in such a manâ��to be of very great help and

comfort to those other unfortunates who,

owing to the light construction of the rolling-

stock of those days, were in some cases

almost knotted into the tangled wreck of the

unlucky train.

And now, before going on to his own

description of the accident, let us explain the

stations, signal-boxes, etc., along the line.

As may be seen from the accompanying

photographs, Staplehurst Bridge was made of

low cast-iron girders, resting on dwarf brick

piers, the girders carrying the sleepers and

those the rails. This year the original girders

have been replaced by steel-plate spans, but

the bridge retains still the same appearance,

and may readily be identified by travellers as

that between Headcorn and Staplehurst, on

running over which the noise of the train is

considerably increased. It carries the rail-

way across a stream, which is usually a mere

reed filled ditch, but which after a spell of

wet weather overflows and makes a swamp of

the fields around.

During the spring ol 1865 the bridgeâ��then

No. 140, but lately renumbered No. 268â��

and its permanent-way had been under

THIS PHOTOGRAPH GIVES A PANORAMIC VIEW OK THE SMASHâ��THE CARRIAGE IN WHICH CHARLES DICKENS TRAVELLED IS

SEEN STANDING ON THE BRIDGE IN THE CENTRE OF THE PICTURE, HIS COMPARTMENT HEING THE ONE NEAREST THK ENGINE.

very simple, everyday incident which turned

a train to matchwood, and killed ten people

and injured fifty-two out of a total of one

hundred and ten. All the carriages were

first-class, second-class tickets being issued

only for gentlemen's servants, who neverthe-

less travelled in first-class compartments. In

those days the afternoon boat train from

Folkestone to London was known as the

" Tidal "â��a nickname still used by the railway

people for the corresponding train of the

present dayâ��for the reason that the running

of the train depended on the arrival of the

boat, and that on the latter's departure from

Boulogne Harbour, which a formidable bar,

dredged away some twenty years ago, pre-

vented except at high tide. Thus the train

ran at times varying about fifty minutes from

day to day, later and later, and the service

time-tables were issued every week showing

when the train was due to pass the various

repair, and on Friday, the gth of June, at half-

past three in the afternoon, the ganger of the

platelayers consulted his service book, and,

indicating two lengths of rail about the centre

of the bridge, said to his men : " Now, then,

lads, there's just a good hour to get these

rails out and the new ones in and comfort-

able before the Tidal's due." It might be

safely asserted that not one person in a thou-

sand could say with truth that he had not, at

some time or other, been momentarily under

the impression that it was, say, Tuesday

when it was really Monday, and the ganger,

in consulting his time-table, thought for the

moment it was Saturday. Consequently, at

the time of taking up the rails the train was

actually due.

It was a perfect June day, the afternoon

sun blaming down on the shingle ballast and

at a distance causing objects near the ground

to be distorted and obscured in the shimmer-
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OOKIN*; DOWN THE LINE FROM STAI'LEHURST STATION TOWARDS THE SCENE OF THE

.CCIIJENTâ��THE BRIDGE IS JUST BEVOND THE SMALL ARCH SEEN THROUGH THE OTHER

TWO_TH1S VIEW GIVES A GOOD 1DKA OK THE "GALLOPING GROUND."

from a

ng waves of hot air. This heat the flagman

felt to be against undue exercise, and, instead

>f walking out the regulation one thousand

â�¢ards from the scene of the relaying, con-

ented himself with coming to a halt after a

itroll of five hundred yards, where, after

placing his fog-signal, he leaned on his red

lag-pole, and probably occupied his leisure

3y wishing it were tea-time. A faint but

â�¢apidly increasing hum and vibration, added

o the droning of the insect-life in the fields

ind the harping of the light breeze on the

elegraph wires, roused his attention, and,

urning his headâ��one can picture the sud-

Jen and terrible arousing of his facultiesâ��he

;aw the " Tidal " tearing towards him, making

ts fastest speed along the perfectly straight

itretch, the "galloping ground," as it was

;alled, of the old South-Eastern main line.

The engine-driver was also apparently

jnjoying the beauty of the day, and think-

ing of anything but men with red flags, for

though, as may be seen, there was little in

the way of cab or wind-screen to obstruct his

view ot the line, he saw

nothing of the flagman

or his flag till the frantic

fellow actually shook it

in his face to the accom-

paniment of the explo-

sion of the fog-signal

and the finest yell he

could tune his throat to,

as the train rushed past

to its destruction.

Then, too late, the

driver saw, and shutting

off steam reversed the

engine, and opened both

whistles to attract the

attention of the guards

at the front and rear

of the train, while the

fireman applied the

brakes. The train was

even at that early date

fitted with a continuous

brake, Cremer's patent,

worked with a wheel and

cord by the guards, but

at the speed the train

was travellingâ��probably

over sixty miles an hour

â��five hundred yards

would be covered in a

of a OlIHUte, illlll

W1S hirdlv fllTtf*

to begin the effort to

stop the train before

the gap in the metals was reached.

The engine, tender, guard's van, and one

carnage got over fairly well, not keeping the

rails, as generally understoodâ��they were not

there to keepâ��but, guided by the girders,

came to rest fairly upright alongside the line.

The remainder of the train, dislocated by

the sudden check and derailment of the first

part, came to terrible grief, the coaches, so

tospeak, tumbling over each other and falling

into the field below the bridge, with the

solitary and wonderful exception of the car-

riage in which was Charles Dickens. This,

too, was derailed and dragged to the very

brink by the other vehicles, but the wheels

dropped between the girders and the timbers

carrying the rails and held the carriage upright,

and the couplings breaking it was left safe.

By the time the photograph was taken this

carriage had been replaced on the line.

In Dickens's letters the following descrip-

tion of the famous novelist's personal experi-

ence is given : " I was in the only carriage

that did not go into the stream. It was

THE KNGINE AND FRONT PART OF Tllfe TKA1N WHICH GOT ACROSS.

JVym a Photograph.
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caught upon the turn by some of the ruin of

the bridge, and hung suspended and balanced

in an apparently impossible manner.

" Two ladies were my fellow-passengers,

an old one and a young one. This is exactly

what passedâ��you may judge of the precise

length of the suspense. Suddenly we were off

the rail and beating the

ground as the car of a

half-emptied balloon

might. The old lady cried

out, ' My God !' and the

young one screamed. I

caught hold of them both

(the old lady sat opposite

and the young one on

my left) and said: ' We

can't help ourselves, but

we can be quiet and com-

posed. Pray don't cry

out.' The old lady im-

mediately answrered,

' Thank you ; rely on me.

Upon my soul, I will be

quiet.' We were then all

tilted together down in a

corner of the carriage,

and stopped. I said to J"^,^";

them thereupon : ' You

may be sure nothing worse

can happen. Our danger must be over. Will

you remain here without stirring while I get

out of the window?' They both answered

quite collectedly, ' Yes,' and I got out with-

out the least notion of what had happened.

Fortunately I got out with great caution, and

stood upon the steps. Looking down, I saw

the bridge gone and nothing below me but

the line of rails. Some people in the two

other compartments were madly trying to

plunge out of the window, and had no

idea that there was an open, swampy field

below them and nothing else. The two

guards (one with his face cut) were running

up and down, on the down side of the

bridge, quite wildly. I called out to

them, ' Look at me. Do stop an instant

and look at me and tell me whether you don't

know me.' One of them answered, 'We

know you very well, Mr. Dickens.' ' Then,'

1 said, ' my good fellow, for God's sake give

me your key and send me one of those

labourers here and I'll empty this carriage.'

We did it quite safely by means of a plank or

two, and when it was done I saw all the rest

of the train, except the two baggage-vans,

down in the stream. I got into the carriage

again for my brandy - flask, took off my

travelling hat for a basin, climbed down the

brickwork, and filled my hat with water.

Suddenly I came upon a staggering man

covered with blood (I think he must have

been flung clean out of his carriage) with

such a frightful cut across his skull that I

couldn't bear to look at him. I poured some

water over his face and gave him some

OF THF. TRAIN AM) SCKNF. OF MOST OK THE CASUALTIES â�� THE

BEEN REPLACED ON THE KAILS WHEN THE l-HOrOGKAHH WAS TAKEN.

brandy,- and laid him down on the grass, and

he said, ' I am gone !' and afterwards died.

" Then I stumbled over a lady lying on

her back against a little pollard tree, with the

blood running over her face (which was lead

colour) in a number of distinct little streams

from her head. I asked her if she could

swallow a little brandy, and she just nodded,

and I gave her some, and left her for some

body else. The next time I passed her she

was dead.

" Then a man who was examined at the

inquest yesterday (who had evidently not the

least remembrance of what really passed)

came running up to me and implored me to

help to find his wife, who was afterwards

found dead.

" No imagination can conceive the ruin

of the carriages or the extraordinary weights

under which people were lying, or the com-

plications into which they were twisted up

among iron and wood and mud and water.

" I don't want to be examined at the

inquest and I don't want to write about it.

I could do no good either way, and I could

only seem to speak about myself, which, of

course, I would rather not do. ... I have

aâ��I don't know what to call itâ��constitutional

(I suppose) presence of mind, and was not in
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ON THE 1 I.I!,..! AT ALL.
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the least fluttered at the time. I instantly

remembered that I had the MS. of a number

with me and clambered back into the carriage

for it. But in writing these few words of

recollection I feel the shake and am obliged

to stop."

Another letter written nine days after the

accident says : " I had brandy. By an extra-

ordinary chance I had a bottle and a half

with me. I slung the half bottle round my

neck and carried my hat full of water in my

hands. The Mr. Dickenson mentioned had

changed places with a Frenchman, who did

not like the window down, a few minutes

before 'the accident. The Frenchman was

killed, and a labourer and I got Mr. Dicken-

son out of a most extraordinary heap of dark

ruins, in which he was jammed upside down.

In the moment of going over the viaduct the

whole of his pockets were shaken empty.

He had no watch, no chain, no money, no

pocket-book, no handkerchief when we got

him out. He had been choking for a

quarter of an hour when I heard him

groaning. If I had not had the brandy to

have given him at the moment I think he

would have been done for. As it was I

brought him up to London with me, and

couldn't make him believe he was hurt. He

was the first person whom the brandy saved.

As I ran back to the carriage for the whole

full bottle I saw the first twro people I had

helped lying dead. A bit of shade from the

hot sun into which we got the unhurt ladies

soon had as many dead in it as living."

The directors of the railway company

sent Charles IJickens a " resolution of

thanks " for his assistance, but, although he

did not at the \time receive any actual

apparent injury, he\ would in all probability

have lived many wars longer but for this

lamentable accidentA

The recently - retired

stationmaster, who was

goods-clerk at Staple-

hurst Station at the time,

told the writer how dis-

tinctly he remembered

the signalman coming to

him, saying that some-

thing must be wrong, as

lie had been advised from

Headcorn signal - box

that the "Tidal" had

passed long since, and

how, on their going out

to the platform to look

down the line, they had

seen a panting messenger

labouring to the station as fast as his

corduroys and the uneven ballast would let

him. This handicapped Mercury was

Coleman, the carpenter employed on the

bridge timbers. He gasped out : " The

Tidal's run off the bridge and the whole

train's gone into the river."

The goods-clerk ran back to the station

and telegraphed to London, Tonbridge, and

Ashford for assistance, and then proceeded

to the scene of the accident himself, where

one of the first things that caught his eye

was the sight of an energetic man running

with a dripping travelling hat carefully held

up with both hands and a bottle hung to his

neck by a scarf, who, one of the guards

told him, was Mr. Dickens.

Nearly all the dead were taken out of one

carriage upon which others fell, and that the

casualties were not far greater was due to the

soft and swampy state of the ground, the

rescued people, ladies in particular, being in

a truly pitiable plight, their light summer

things soaked with water and plastered with

mud, slime, and weed.

At the inquest and inquiry the facts related

transpired, the carpenter Coleman stating

that after the report of the fog-signal those

working on the bridge had only time to

throw down their tools and run a\vay when

the train was on the bridge and the disaster

happening.

As a result, Genge, the ganger, was com-

mitted for trial and was sentenced to nine

months' imprisonment, which was reduced to

six on account of his health, and shortly

after his release the mental distress resulted

in lunacy and he was confined, and died a

year or two later. The engine-driver was

dismissed the service, and he also, suffering

from the bodily and mental shock, died

shortly afterwards.



Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYARD KIPLING

VII.

THE WINGED HATS.

HE next day happened to be

what they called a Wild After-

noon. Father and Mother

went out to pay calls; Miss

Blake went for a ride on her

bicycle, and they were left all

alone till seven o'clock.

When they had seen their dear parents and

their dear preceptress politely off the premises

they got a cabbage-leaf full of raspberries

from the gardener, and a Wild Tea from

Ellen. They ate the raspberries to prevent

their squashing, and they meant to divide the

cabbage-leaf with Three Cows down at the

Theatre ; but they found a dead hedgehog

which they simply had to bury.

Then they went on to the Forge and found

old Hobden the hedger at home with his

son, the Bee Boy who is not quite right in

his head, but who can pick up swarms of

bees in his naked hands, and he told them

the rhyme about the slow-worm :â��

" If I had eyes as I could see,

No mortal man would trouble me."

Then they all had tea together, and

Hobden said the loaf-cake which Ellen had

given them was almost as good as what his

wife used to make, and he showed them how

to set a wire at the right height for a hare.

They knew about rabbits already.

Then they climbed up Long Ditch into

the lower end of Far Wood. This is sadder

and darker than the Volaterras end because

of an old marlpit full of black water, where

weepy, hairy moss hangs round the stumps of

the willows and alders. But the birds come

to perch on the dead branches, and Hobden

says that the bitter willow-water is a sort of

medicine for sick animals.

They sat down on a felled oak-trunk in

the shadows of the beech undergrowth, and

were looping the wires Hobden had given

them, when they saw 1'arnesius.

" How quietly you came !" said Una,

moving up to make room. " Where's Puck ? "

"The Faun and I have disputed whether

it is better that I should tell you all my tale,

or leave it untold," he replied.

" I only said that if he told it as it

happened you wouldn't understand it," said

Puck, jumping up like a squirrel from behind

the log.

" I don't understand all of it," said Una,

"but I like hearing about the Picts."

"What/can't understand," said Dan, "is

how Maximus knew all about the Picts when

he was in Gaul."

"He who makes himself Emperor any-

where must know everything, everywhere,"

said Parnesius. " We had this much from

Maximus's mouth after the games."

" Games ? What games ? " said Dan.

Parnesius stretched his arm out stiff,

thumb pointed to the ground. "Gladiators !

That sort of game," he said. " There were

two days' games in his honour when he

landed all unexpected at Segedunum on the

East end of the Wall. Yes, the day after we

had met him we held two days' games ;

but I think the greatest risk was run, not

by the poor wretches on the sand, but by

Maximus. In the old days the Legions kept

silence before their Emperor. So did not

we! You could hear the roar run West

along the Wall as his chair was carried

rocking through the crowds. The garrison

beat round him â�� clamouring, clowning,

asking for pay, for change of quarters, for

anything that came into their wild heads.

That chair was like a little boat among

waves, dipping and falling, but always rising

again after one had shut the eyes." Parnesius

shivered.

" Were they angry with him ? " said Dan.

" No more angry than wolves in a cage

when their trainer walks among them. If

he had turned his back an instant, or for

an instant had ceased to hold their eyes,

there would have been another Emperor

made on the Wall that hour. Is it not so,

Faun ? "

" So it is; so it always will be," said

Puck.

" Late in the evening his messenger came

for us, and we followed to the Temple of

Victory, where he lodged with Kutilianus,

the General of the Wall. I had hardly seen

the General before, but he always gave me

leave -when I wished to take Heather. He

was a great glutton, and kept five Asian

cooks, and he came of a family that believed

in oracles. We could smell his good dinner

when we entered, but the tables were empty.

He lay snorting on a couch. Maximus sat

apart among long rolls of accounts. Then

the doors were shut.

" ' These are your men,' said Maximus to

the General, who â�¢ propped his eye-corners

open with his gouty fingers, and stared at us

like a fish.

Vol. :

xii.â��6.
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" HIS CHAIN WAS CAKKIED KOCKING THROUGH THE CKUWIJS.

"' I shall know them again, Caesar,' said

Rutilianus.

" ' Very good,' said Maximus. ' Now

hear! You are not to move man or shield

on the Wall except as these boys shall tell

you. You will do nothing, except eat, with-

out their permission. They are the head and

arms. You are the belly !'

" ' As Caesar pleases,' the old man grunted.

' If my pay and profits are not cut, you may

make my Ancestors' Oracle my master.

Rome has been ! Rome has been !' Then

he turned on his side to sleep.

"' Enough,' said Maximus. ' We will get to

what I need.'

" He unrolled full copies of the number of

men and supplies on the Wallâ��down to the

sick that very day in Hunno Hospital. Oh, but

I groaned when his pen marked off detach

ment after detachment of our bestâ��of our

least worthless men ! He took two towers of

our Scythians, two of our North British

auxiliaries, two Numidian cohorts, the

Dacians all, and half the Belgians. It was

like an eagle pecking a carcass.

"' And now, how many catapults have

you ?' He turned up a new list, but Pertinax

laid his open hand there.

" ' No, Caesar,' said he. ' Do not tempt

the Gods too far. Take men, or engines,

but not both : or we refuse.'"

"Engines?"

said Una.

"The cata-

pults of the Wall

â��huge things

forty feet high to

the headâ��firing

nets of raw stone

or forged bolts.

Nothing can

stand against

them. He left

us our catapults

at last, but he

took a Caesar's

half of our men

without pity. We

were a shell when

he rolled up the

lists.

"'Hail, Cresar!

We, about to die,

salute you !' said

Pertinax, laugh-

ing. 'If any

enemy even leans

against the Wall

it will tumble.'

" ' Give me the three years Allo spoke of,'

he answered, ' and you shall have twenty

thousand men of your own choosing up here.

But now it is a gambleâ��a game played

against the Gods You play on my side?'

" ' We will play, Caesar," I said, for I had

never met a man like this man.

"'Good. To-morrow; said he, 'I pro-

claim you Captains of the Wall before the

camp.'

" So we went into the iTioonlight, where

they were cleaning the ground after the

games. We saw great Roma Dea atop of

the Wall, the frost on her helmet, and her

spear pointed towards the North Star. We

saw the twinkle of night-fires all along the

guard towers, and the line of the black cata-

pults growing smaller and smaller in the dis-

tance. All these things we knew too well;

but that night they seemed very strange to

us, because the next day we knew we were

to be their masters.

" The men took the news well; but when

Maximus went away with half our strength,

and we had to spread ourselves into the

emptied towers, and the townspeople com-

plained that trade would be ruined, and the

Autumn gales blewâ��it was dark days for us

all. Here Pertinax was more than my right

hand. Being born and bred among the great

country-houses in Gaul, he knew the right
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words to give to allâ��from Roman-born to

those dogs of the Thirdâ��the Libyans. And

he spoke to each as though that man were

as high-minded as himself. Now / saw so

strongly what things were needed to be done,

that I forgot things are only accomplished by

means of men.

" I feared nothing from the Picts, at least

for that year, but Allo warned me that the

Winged Hats would come in from the sea at

each end of the Wall to show the Picts how

weak we were. So I made ready in haste,

and none too soon. I shifted our best men

to the ends of the Wall, and set up screened

catapults by the beach. The Winged Hats

would drive in before the snow-squalls

â��ten or twenty boats at a time, at

Segedunum or Ituna, according as

the wind blew.

" Now a ship coming

in to land men must haul ,r.

down her sail. If you '' â�¢

wait till you see her men

gather up the

sail's foot, the

catapults can jerk

a net of loose

stones (bolts go

clean through the

cloth) into the

bag of it. Then

she turns over,

and the sea makes

everything clean

again. A few men

may come ashore,

but very few. . .

It was not hard

work, except the

waiting on the

beach in blowing

sand and snow.

And that was how

we dealt with the

Winged Hats

that winter.

" Early in the

Spring, when the

east winds blow like skinning-

knives, they gathered again

off Segedunum with many

ships. Allo told me they

would never rest till they had taken a tower

in open fight. Certainly they fought in

the open. We dealt with them thoroughly

through a long day ; and when all was finished,

one man dived clear of the wreckage of his

ship, and swam towards shore. I waited,

and a wave tumbled him at my feet.

" As I stooped, I saw he wore such a medal

as I wear." Parnesius raised his hand to his

neck. " Therefore, when he could speak, I

addressed him a certain Question which can

only be answered in a certain manner. He

answered with the necessary Wordâ��the word

that belonged to the Degree of Gryphons in

the science of Mithras my God. I put my

shield over him till he could stand up. You

see I am not short, but he was a head tall' .

than I. He said : ' What now ? ' I said :

' At your pleasure, my brother, to stay or go.'

" He looked out across the surf. There

remained one ship unhurt, beyond range of

our catapults. I checked the catapults and

he waved her in. She came as a

hound comes to a master. When

she was yet a hundred paces from

the beach, he

flung back his

hair, and swam

out. They hauled

him in, and went

away. I knew

that those who

worship Mithras

are many and of

all races, so I did

not think much

more upon it.

"A month later

I saw Allo with

his horses â�� by

the old Temple

of Pan, O Faun

â�� and he gave

me a great neck-

lace of gold

studded with

coral.

"At first I

thought it was a

bribe from some

tradesman in the

townâ��meant for

R u t i 1 i a n u s .

' Nay,' said Allo.

'This is a gift

from Amal, that

W i n g e d Hat

whom you

saved on the

beach. He says you are a man.'

" ' He is a man, too. Tell him I will wear

his gift,' I answered.

" ' Oh, Amal is a young fool, but, speaking

as men, your Emperor is doing such great

things in Gaul that the Winged Hats are

anxious to be his friends, or, better

WAITED, AND A WAVE TUMBLED HIM AT MY FEET.
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friends of his servants. They think you and

Pertinax could lead them to victories.'

" ' Allo,' I said. ' You are the corn between

the two millstones. Be content if they grind

evenly, and don't thrust your hand between

them.'

" ' I ? ' said Allo. ' I hate Rome and the

Winged Hats equally, but if the Winged

Hats thought that some day you and Pertinax

might join them against Maximus, they would

leave you in peace while you considered.

Time is what we needâ��you and I and

Maximus. Let me carry a pleasant message

back to the Winged Hatsâ��something for

them to make a council over. We barbarians

are all alike. We sit up half the night to

discuss anything a Roman says. Eh ? '

" ' We have no men. We must fight with

words,' said Pertinax. ' Leave it to Allo and

me.'

" So Allo carried word back to the Winged

Hats that we would not fight them if they

did not fight us, and they (I think they were

a little tired of losing men in the sea) agreed

to a sort of truce. I believe Allo also told

them we might some day rise against Maximus

as Maximus had risen against Rome.

" Indeed, they permitted the corn-ships

which I sent to the Picts to pass North that

season without harm. Therefore the Picts

were well fed that winter, and since they were

in some sort my children, I was glad of it.

We had only two thousand men on the Wall,

and I wrote many times to Maximus and

beggedâ��prayedâ��him to send me only one

cohort of my old North British auxiliaries.

He could not spare them. He needed them

to win more victories in Gaul.

"Then came news that he had defeated

and slain the Emperor Gratian, and thinking

he was now secure, I wrote again for men.

He answered : ' You will learn that I have

at last settled accounts with the boy Gratian.

There was no need that he should have died,

but he became confused and lost his head,

which is a bad thing to befall any Emperor.

Tell your Father I am content to drive two

mules only; for unless my old General's son

thinks himself destined to destroy me, I shall

rest Emperor of Gaul and Britain, and then

you, my two children, will presently get all the

men you need. Just now I can spare none.'"

" What did he mean by his General's son ? "

said Dan.

" He meant Theodosius Emperor of

Rome, who was son of Theodosius the

General under whom Maximus had fought

in the old Pict War. The two men never

loved each other, and when Gratian made

the younger Theodosius Emperor of the

East (at least, so I've heard), Maximus

carried on the War to the second generation.

It was his fate, and it was his fall. But

Theodosius is a good man, as I know.

"I wrote back to Maximus that, though

we had peace, I should be happier with a

few more men and some new catapults. He

answered: ' You must live a little longer

under the shadow of my victories, till I can

sec what Theodosius intends. He may

welcome me as a brother Emperor, or he

may be preparing an army. In either case

I cannot spare men just now.'"

"But he was always saying that,"said Dan.

" It was true. He did not make excuses,

but thanks, as he said, to the news of his

victories, we had no trouble on the Wall for

a long, long time. The Picts grew fat as

their own sheep among the heather, and as

many of my men as lived were well exercised

in their weapons. Yes, the Wall looked

strong. For myself, I knew how weak we

were. I knew that if even a false rumour of

any defeat to Maximus broke loose among

the Winged Hats, they might come down in

earnest, and thenâ��the Wall would go !

For the Picts I never cared, but in those

years I learned something of the strength of

the Winged Hats. They increased their

strength every day, but I could not increase

my men. Maximus had emptied Britain

behind us, and I felt myself to be a man

with a rotten stick standing before a broken

fence to turn bulls.

" Thus, my friends, we lived on the Wall,

waiting, waiting, waiting for the men that

Maximus never sent!

" Presently he wrote that he was preparing

an army against Theodosius. He wrote, and

Pertinax read it over my shoulder in our

quarters : ' Tell your Father that my destiny

orders me to drive three mules or be torn in

pieces by them. I hope within a year to

finish with Theodosius, son of Theodosius,

once and for all. Then you shall have

Britain to rule, and Pertinax, if he chooses,

Gaul. To-day I wish strongly you were with

me to beat my auxiliaries into shape. Do not,

I pray you, believe any rumour of my sick-

ness. I have a little evil in my old body which

I shall cure by riding swiftly into Rome.'

" Said Pertinax : ' It is finished with

Maximus. He writes as a man without

hope. I, a man without hope, can see this.

What does he add at the bottom of the roll ?

" Tell Pertinax I have met his Uncle, the

Duumvir of Divio, and that he has accounted

to me quite truthfully for all his Mother's
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moneys. I have sent her with a fitting escort,

for she is the mother of a hero, to Nicasa,

where the climate is warm."

"'That is proof,' said Pertinax. 'Nicaea

is not far by sea from Rome. A woman

there could take ship and fly to Rome in

time of war. Yes, Maximus foresees his

death, and is fulfilling his promises one by

one. But I am glad my Uncle met him.'

" ' You think blackly to-day ? ' I asked.

" ' I think truth. The 'Gods weary of

the play we have

played against

them. Theodo-

sius will destroy

Maximus. It is

finished !'

"'Will you

write him that?'

I said.

" ' See what I

shall write,' he

answered, and he

took pen and

wrote a letter

cheerful as the

light of day, ten-

der as a woman's

and full of jests.

Even I, reading

over his shoul-

der, took comfort

from it till â�� I

saw his face!

'"And now,'

he said, sealing it,

' we be two dead

men, my brother.

Let us go to the

Temple.'

" We prayed

awhile to Mith-

ras, where we

had many times

prayed before.

After that, we

lived day by day

winter came again

We raced before the driving snow to Hunno,

thinking perhaps Allo might be there. We

found him already at our stables, and he saw

by our faces what we had heard.

" ' It was at a place called Aquileia,' he

stammered. ' He was beheaded by Theo-

dosius. He sent a letter to you, written

while he waited to be slain. The Winged

Hats met the ship and took it. The news

is running through the heather like fire.

Blame me not! I cannot hold

young men

back my

any

more.

"'I

'WE RACKD BEFORE THE DRIVING SNOW TO HUNNO.

among evil rumours till

" It happened one morning that we rode

to Segedunum, and found on the beach a

fair-haired man, half frozen, bound to some

broken planks. Turning him over, we saw

by his belt-buckle that he was a Goth of an

Eastern Legion. Suddenly he opened his

eyes and cried loudly. 'He is dead! The

letters were with me, but the Winged Hats

sunk the ship.' So saying, he died between

our hands.

" We asked not who was dead. We knew.

would we

could sayasmuch

for our men,' said

Pertinax, laugh-

ing. ' But, Gods

be praised, they

cannot run away.'

" ' What do you

do ?' said Allo.

' I bring an order

â��a message from

the Winged Hats

that you join

them this day with

your men, and

march South to

plunder Britain.'

"'It grieves

me,' said Perti-

nax, ' but we are

stationed here to

stop that thing.'

'"If I carry

that answer they

will kill me,' said

Allo. ' I always

promised the

Winged Hats

that you would

rise when Maxi-

mus fell. Iâ��I

did not think he

could fall.'

" ' Alas ! my poor barbarian,' said Pertinax,

still laughing. ' Well, you have sold us too

many good ponies to be thrown back to

your friends. We will make you a prisoner,

although you are an ambassador.'

" ' Yes, that will be best,' said Allo, hold-

ing out a halter. We bound him lightly, for

he was an old man.

" ' Presently the Winged Hats may come to

look for you, and that will give us more time.

See how the habit of playing for time sticks

to a man !' said Pertinax, as he tied the rope.

" ' Nay,' I said. ' Time may help. If
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Maximus wrote us letters while he was a

prisoner, Theodosius must have dispatched

the ship. If Theodosius can send ships, he

can send men.'

" ' How will that save us ? ' said Pertinax.

' We served Maximus, not Theodosius. Even

if by some miracle of the Gods Theodosius

down South sent and saved the Wall, we

could not expect more than the death

Maximus died.'

" ' It concerns us to defend the Wall, no

matter what Emperor dies, or makes die,' I

said.

"' That is worthy of your brother the

philosopher,' said Pertinax. ' Myself I am

without hope, so I do not say solemn and

stupid things ! Rouse the Wall!'

" We armed the Wall from end to end ;

we told the centurions that there was a

rumour of Maximus's death which might bring

down the Winged Hats, but

we were well sure even if it

were true that Theodosius,

for the sake of Britain,

would send us help. There-

fore, we must stand fast. My

friends, it is above all things

strange to see how men

bear ill news ! Often the

strongest till then become

the weakest, while the

weakest, as it were, reach

up and steal strength from

the Gods. So it was with

us. Yet my Pertinax by his

jests and his labours had

put heart and training into

our poor numbers during

the past yearsâ��more than

I should have thought pos-

sible. Even our Libyan

cohortâ��the Thirdsâ��stood

up in their padded cuirasses

and did not whimper.

" In three days came

seven chiefs and elders of

the Winged Hats. Among

them was the young man,

Amal, whom I had met on

the beach, and he smiled

when he saw my necklace.

We made them welcome,

for they were ambassadors.

We showed them Allo, alive

but bound. They thought

we had killed him, and I

saw it would not have vexed

them if we had. Allo saw

it too, and it vexed him.

Then in our quarters at Hunno we came to

Council. They said that Rome was falling,

and that we must join them. They offered

me all South Britain to govern after they

had taken a tribute out of it.

" I answered, ' Patience. This Wall is

not weighed off like plunder. Give me proof

that my General is dead.'

" ' Nay,' said one elder, ' prove to us that he

lives ' ; and another said, cunningly, ' What

will you give us if we read you his last words?'

" ' We are not merchants to bargain,' cried

Amal. ' Moreover, I owe this man my life.

He shall have his proof.' He threw across

to me a letter (well I knew the seal) from

Maximus.

" ' We took this out of the ship we sunk,'

he cried. ' I cannot read, but I know one

sign, at least, which makes me believe.' He

showed me a dark stain on the outer roll

HE SHOWED Mh A DARK .--IAIN ON THE OUTER KOLL."
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that my heavy heart perceived was the valiant

blood of Maximus.

"'Read!' said Amal. 'Read, and let

us hear whose servant you are !'

"Said Pertinax, very softly, after he had

broken seal and looked through it: 'I will

read it all. Listen, barbarians !' He read

from that which I have carried next my heart

ever since."

Parnesius drew from his neck a folded and

spotted piece of parchment, and began in a

hushed voice :â��

" ' To Parnesius and Pertinax, the not un-

worthy Captains of the Wall, from Maximus,

once Emperor of Gaul and Britain, now

priso?ter waiting death by the sea in the camp

of Theodosiusâ��Greeting and Good-bye. ! ' "

"'Enough,' said young Amal; 'there is

your proof! You must join us now !'

"Pertinax looked long and silently at him,

till that fair man blushed like a girl. Then

read Pertinax:â��

"' I have joyfully done much evil in my

life to those who have wished me evil, but if

ever I did any evil to you two 1 repent, and

I ask your forgiveness. The three mules

which 1 strove to drive have torn me in

pieces as your Father prophesied. The

naked swords wait at the tent door to give

me the death I gave to Gratian. Therefore

I, your General and your Emperor, send you

free and honourable dismissal from my ser-

vice, which you entered, not for money or

office, but, as it makes me warm to believe,

because you loved me !'

" ' By the Light of the Sun,' Amal broke

in. 'This is in some sort a man ! We may

have been mistaken in his servants !'

" And Pertinax read on: ' You gave me

the time for which I asked. If I have failed

to use it, do not lament. We have gambled

very splendidly against the Gods, but they

hold weighted dice, and I must pay my

stakes. Remember, I have been, but Rome

is, and Rome will be! Tell Pertinax his

Mother is in safety at Nicrea, and her moneys

are in charge of the Prefect at Antipolis.

Make my remembrances to your Father and

to your Mother, whose friendship was great

gain to me. Give also to my little Picts and

to the Winged Hats such messages as their

thick heads can understand. I would have

sent you three legions this very day if all had

gone aright. Do not forget me. We have

worked together. Farewell ! Farewell !

Farewell !'

" Now, that was my Emperor's last letter.

(The children heard the parchment crackle

as Parnesius returned it to its place.)

"' I was mistaken,' said Amal. ' The

servants of such a man will sell nothing

except over the sword. I am glad of it.' He

held out his hand to me.

" ' But Maximus has given you your dis-

missal,' said an elder. ' You are certainly

free to serveâ��or to ruleâ��whom you please.

Joinâ��do not followâ��join us !'

" ' We thank you,' said Pertinax. ' But

Maximus tells us to give you such messages

asâ��pardon me, but I use his wordsâ��your

thick heads can understand.' He pointed

through the door to the foot of a catapult

wound up.

"'We understand,' said an elder. 'The

Wall must be won at a price.'

" ' It grieves me,' said Pertinax, laughing,

' but so it must be won,' and he gave them of

our best Southern wine.

" They drank, and wiped their yellow beards

in silence till they rose to go.

" Said Amal, stretching himself (for they

were barbarians), ' We be a goodly company ;

I wonder what the ravens and the dogfish

will make of some of us before the snow

melts.'

"' Think rather what Theodosius may

send,' I answered ; and though they laughed,

I saw that my chance shot troubled them.

" Only old Allo lingered behind a little.

" ' You see,' he said, winking and blinking,

' I am no more than their dog. When I have

shown their men the secret short ways across

the bogs, they will kick me like one.'

" ' Then I should not be in haste to show

them those ways,' said Pertinax, ' till I was

sure that Rome could not save the Wall.'

" ' You think so ? Woe is me !' said the

old man. ' I only wanted peace for my

people,' and he went out stumbling through

the snow behind the tall Winged Hats.

"In this fashion then, slowly, a day at a

time, which is very bad for doubting troops,

the War came upon us. At first the Winged

Hats swept in from the sea as they had done

before, and there we met them as beforeâ��

with the catapults ; and they sickened of it.

Yet for a long time they would not trust their

duck-legs on land, and I think when it came

to revealing the secrets of the tribe, the

little Picts were afraid or ashamed to show

them all the roads across the heather. I had

this from a Pict prisoner. They were as

much our spies as our enemies, for the

Winged Hats oppressed them, and took their

little stores.

" Then the Winged Hats began to roll us

up from each end of the Wall. I sent

runners Southward to see what the news
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might be in Britain, but the wolves were very

bold that winter, among the deserted stations

where the troops had once been, and none

came back. We had trouble too with the

forage for the ponies along the Wall. I kept

ten, and so did Pertinax. We lived and

slept in the saddle, riding east or west, and

we ate our worn-out ponies. The people of

the town also made us some trouble till

I gathered them all in one quarter behind

Hunno. \Ve broke down the Wall on either

side of it to make as it were a citadel. Our

men fought better in close order.

" By the end of the second month we

were deep in the War as a man is deep in a

snowdrift or in a dream. I think we fought

in our sleep. At least I know I have gone

on the Wall and come off again, remember-

ing nothing between, though my throat was

harsh with giving orders, and my sword, I

could see, had been used.

" The Winged Hats fought like wolvesâ��

all in a pack. Where they had suffered most,

there they charged in most hotly. This was

hard for the defender, but it held them from

sweeping on into Britain.

"In those days Pertinax and I

wrote on the plaster of the bricked

archway into Valentia the names of

the towers, and the days on which

they fell one by one.

" The light was always hottest to

left and right of the great statue

of Roma Dea, near to Rutilianus's

house. By the Light of the Sun,

that old fat man, whom we had not

considered at all, grew young again

among the trumpets. I remember

he said his sword was an oracle.

' Let us consult the oracle,' he would

say, and put the handle against his

ear, and shake his head wisely.-

'And this day is allowed Rutilianus

to live,' he would say, and, tucking

up his cloak, he would puff and

pant and light well. Oh, there were

jests in plenty on the Wall to take

the place of food.

" We endured for two months

and seventeen daysâ��always being

pressed from the sides into a

smaller space Three times Allo

sent in word that help was coming.

We did not believe it, but it helped

our men.

" The end came not with shout-

ings of joy, but like the rest as in

a dream. The Winged Hats sud

denly lett us in peace for a night,

and the next day; w hich is too long for

spent men. We slept at first lightly, expect-

ing to be roused, and then like logs, each

where he lay. May you never need such

sleep ! When I waked our towers were full

of strange, armed men, who watched us

snoring. I roused Pertinax, and we leaped

up together.

" ' What ?' said a young man in clean

armour. ' Do you fight against Theodosius ?

Look !'

" North we looked over the red snow.

No Winged Hats were there. South we

looked over the white snow, and behold

there were the Eagles of two strong legions

encamped. East and west we saw flame and

fighting, but by Hunno all was still.

" ' Trouble no more,' said the young man.

' Rome's arm is long. Where are the

Captains of the Wall?'

" We said we were those men.

"' But you are old and grey-haired,' he

cried. ' Maximus said that they were boys.'

â�¢ "' Yes, but that was a year ago,' said

Pertinax. ' What is our fate to be, you fine

and well-fed child ?'
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"'I am called Ambrosius, a secretary of

the Emperor,' he answered. 'Show me a

certain letter Maximus wrote from a tent at

Aquileia, and perhaps I will believe.'

" I took it from my breast, and when he

had read it he

saluted us, say-

ing : ' Your fate

is in your own

hands. If you

choose to serve

'1 heodosius, he

will give you a

Legion. If it

suits you to

go to your

homes, we will

give you a Tri-

umph.'

"' I would

like better a

bath, wine, food,

razors, . soaps,

oils, and scents,'

said Pertinax,

laughing.

"'Oh, I see

you are a boy,'

said Ambrosius.

â�¢And you?'

turning to me.

"'We bear

no ill-will against

Theodosius, but

in \Var ' I

began.

" ' In war it

is as it is -in

love,' said Per-

tinax. ' Whether

she be good or

bad, one gives

one's best once,

to one only. That

given, there re-

mains no second

worth giving or

taking.'

" 'That may be true,' said Ambrosius. ' I

was with Maximus before he died. He

warned Theodosius that you would never

serve him, and frankly I say I am sorry for

my Emperor.'

"' He has Rome to console him,' said

Pertinax. ' I ask you of your kindness to let

' LET US CONSULT TH

HANDL

us go to our homes and get this smell out of

our nostrils.'

" None the less they gave us a Triumph ! "

" It was well earned," said Puck, throwing

some leaves into

the still water of

the marlpit. The

black, oily circles

spread dizzily as

the children

watched them.

" I want to

know, oh, ever so

many things,"

said Dan. " What

happened to old

Allo? Did the

Winged Hats

ever come back ?

And what did

Amal do ? "

"And what

happened to the

fat old General

with the five

cooks?" said

Una. " And what

did your Mother

say when you

came home?"

"She'd say

you're sittin' too

long over this old

pit, so late as 'tis

already," said old

Hobden's voice

behind them.

" H'st!" he whis-

pered.

He stood still,

for not twenty

paces away a

magnificent old

dog fox sat on

his haunches

and looked at

the children as

though he were an old friend of theirs.

"Oh, Mus' Reynolds, Mus' Reynolds!"

said Hobden, under his breath. "-If I

knowed all was inside your head, I'd know

something wuth knowin'. Mus' Dan an'

Miss Una, come along o' me while 1 lock up

my liddle hen-house."

HE WOULD SAY, AND MJT THE

iT HIS EAR."

(To be continued.)

Vol. xxxii.â��7.



HERLOCK HOLMES has

achieved that rarest of all

reputations in literature, for

he has become the symbol of

a vital force in the language,

and has taken his place among

the small band of men who are types of their

calling. For anyone to be described as a

Sherlock Holmes is for all the world to

understand that he is an individual gifted

with an extraordinary sense of logical deduc-

tion, the ability to reason clearly from cause

to effect, or from effect back again to cause,

and to arrange a series of given facts in their

ordered sequence for the elucidation of a

mystery.

Brilliant creation as he was, however,

Sherlock Holmes stands forth as another

example of the famous dictum, "There is

nothing new under the sun." All his

admirers know that the author of his being

derived the idea of his character from a

famous professor of Edinburgh, under whom

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, as a medical student,

studied long before he had any intention of

devoting himself to the service of letters.

Professor Bell, however, took to his lecture-

room and to the out-patient department of

the hospital no new idea, for the process of

drawing deductions from established facts

was as old as the sun, and the application

of the principle to literature had fascinated

writers from the earliest ages. Like much

of our knowledge, it came from the East.

One of its oldest forms is the Eastern fable

which may be familiar to many readers, since

it has been seized upon for translation in

all European languages.

A dervish was journeying alone in the

desert, when he met two merchants. " You

have lost a camel," said he to the merchants.

" It is true, we have," they replied.

"Was he not blind in his right eye and

lame in his left leg ? " inquired the dervish.

" He was," replied the merchants.

" And had he not lost a tooth ? "

" He had," said the merchants.

" And was he not loaded with honey on

one side and wheat on the other ? "

" Most certainly he was," they replied;

"and, as you have evidently just seen him,

we pray you to tell us where to find him."

" My friends," said the dervish, " I have

never seen your camel, nor ever heard of him

except from you."

" A pretty story, truly," said the merchants.

" But where are the jewels which formed part

of his cargo ? "

" I have neither seen your camel nor your

jewels," repeated the dervish.

On this they seized his person and forth-

with hurried him before a justice, where, on

the strictest search, no proof could be found

against him, either of falsehood or of theft.

They were about to proceed against him

as a sorcerer when the dervish, with great

calmness, thus addressed the Court: " I have

been much pleased with your surprise, and

own that there has been some ground for

your suspicions ; but I have lived long and

alone, and I can find ample scope for obser-

vation even in a desert. I knew that I

had crossed the track of a camel that had

strayed from its owner because I saw no mark

of any human footstep on the same route. I

knew that the animal was blind in one eye
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because it had cropped the herbage only on

one side of its path ; and I perceived that it

was lame in one leg from the faint impres-

sion which that particular foot had produced

upon the sand. I concluded that the animal

had lost one tooth because wherever it had

grazed a small tuft of herbage was left un-

injured in the centre of its bite. As to that

which formed the burden of the beast, the

busy ants informed me that it was corn which

had dropped on the one side, and the

clustering flies that it was honey on the

other."

This idea of deduction may be traced in

a Persian book called " Nigaristan," which

may be translated as " The Picture Gallery."

It is a miscellany of stories and poetry on

moral subjects, written by Muin-al-din

Juvaini in 1335. Later on an Italian found

it, and translated it. The Italian work was

used by Gueulette as the basis of his

" Soirees Bretonnes"â��a work on which, it

is believed, Voltaire founded "Zadig," the

hero of a series of incidents in exactly the

same way as Sherlock became the hero of a

series of problems, so that the most famous

character of THE STRAND MAGAZINE can

trace back his an-

cestry to a period

which might make

most of our bluest-

blooded aristocracy

turn green with

envy.

Zadig sought his

happiness in the

study of Nature.

" No one is hap-

pier," he said, "than

the philosopherwho

reads this great

book which God

has placed under

his eyes. The truths

which he discovers

are his own ; he

nourishes and

elevates his soul;

he lives a tranquil

life; he fears no-

thing from man."

"Full of these

ideas," we are told,

" he withdrew

to his house in

the country on

the borders of

the Euphrates.

There he occu-

pied himself solely in calculating how

many inches of water ran under the arches

of a bridge in a second, or if there fell a

cubic inch of rain in the Month of Mice

more than in the Month of Sheep. Il

did not enter his imagination to make silk

of spiders' webs or porcelain with broker

bottles ; but he made a special study of the

properties of animals and plants, and he soor

acquired a sagacity by means of which he

discovered a thousand differences where

other men saw nothing but uniformity."

It was this capacity which distinguished

him, as it was a similar capacity which dis

tinguished Sherlock, though the latter used

his deductive powers only in the elucidation;

of crime.

One day when Zadig was walking near a

little wood he saw the Queen's chief attend-

ants and several officers running towards

him. He noticed that they were in greal

anxiety, for they ran about as if they were

quite bewildered, looking for something oi

great value which they had lost. When the)

came up to him the chief Eunuch said

" Have you seen the Queen's pet dog ? "

Zadig replied, " It is a little female dog."

HAVE YOU SEEN THK QUEEN'S YKT DOG .'
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" You are right," said the Eunuch.

" It is a very small spaniel," added Zadig ;

" she has recently had puppies, she has a

limp of the left forefoot, and she has very

long ears."

" You have seen her, then ? " exclaimed

the Eunuch, joyfully.

" No," replied Zadig, " I have never seen

her. I did not know that the Queen had

such a dog."

Precisely at the same time, by an extra-

ordinary coincidence, the most beautiful horse

in the King's stable had escaped from the

hands of the stable attendants and galloped

out on the plains of Babylon. The Grand

Vizier and all the other officers ran after it

with as much anxiety as the first Eunuch

after the spaniel. The Grand Vizier

addressed himself to Zadig, and asked

him if he had seen the King's horse pass.

Zadig replied, " It is a horse which gallops

to perfection ; it is five feet high, with very

small hoofs. It has a tail three and a half

feet long ; the bit of its bridle is of twenty-

three-carat gold ; its shoes are of silver."

" What road has it taken ? Where is it ? "

demanded the Vizier.

" I have never seen it," replied Zadig,

" and I have never heard it spoken of."

The Grand Vizier and the first Eunuch

had no doubt that Zadig had stolen the

King's horse and the Queen's dog. They

had him conveyed before the Great Dester-

han, who condemned him to the knout and

to pass the rest of his days in Siberia. The

judgment had scarcely been pronounced

when the horse and the dog were found.

The judges were under the sad necessity of

reversing their judgment, but they condemned

Zadig to pay four hundred ounces of gold

for having said that he had never seen what

he had seen. He was first obliged to pay

this fine ; after which he was permitted to

plead his cause before the council of the

Great Desterhan. He spoke in these

terms :â��

" Stars of Justice, Abysses of Science,

Mirrors of Truth which have the weight of

lead, the hardness of iron and the brilliance

of the diamond, and much affinity with gold :

Since I am permitted to speak before this

august assembly I swear to you by Orosmede

that I have never seen the respected dog of

the Queen nor the sacred horse of the King

of Kings. This is what happened to me.

I was walking towards the little wood,

where I lately encountered the venerable

Eunuch and the most illustrious Grand

Vizier. I had seen on the sand the traces of

an animal, and I had easily judged that they

were those of a little dog. The light and

long furrows imprinted on the little eminences

of sand between the traces of the feet

showed me that it was a female that had

lately given birth to pups. Other traces

which appeared to have continually raised

the surface of the sand by the side of the

front feet told me that she had long ears.

As I remarked that the sand was always less

crushed by one foot than by the three others,

I understood that the dog of our august

Queen was, if I may dare to say so, a little

lame.

" With regard to the King's horse, you

must know that while I was walking in the

roads of this wood I perceived the marks of

the hoofs of a horse. They were all at equal

distances. 'Here,' said I, 'is a horse which

gallops perfectly.' The dust of the trees in

a narrow route only seven feet broad was

brushed off here and there, to right and left,

at three and a half feet from the middle of

the road. ' This horse,' I added, ' has a tail

of three and a half feet long, which, by its

movement right and left, has scattered the

dust.' I had seen under the trees, which

formed a canopy five feet high, newly fallen

leaves from the branches, and I knew that

this horse had touched them, and therefore

it was five feet high. As to the bridle, it

must be of twenty-three-carat gold, for it had

rubbed its bit against a stone, and I had

made the assay of it. I judged, finally, by

the marks which its shoes had left on the

pebbles of another kind, that it was shod

with silver of a fineness of twelve deniers."

All the judges admired the profound and

subtle discernment of Zadig. The news of

it reached the King and Queen. Nothing

else was spoken of in the ante-chambers,

the chambers, and the Cabinet ; and though

the Magis were of opinion that he ought

to be burnt for sorcery, the King ordered

that they should give him bark the fine

of four hundred ounces of gold to which

he had been condemned. The officers came

to him in their grand robes bearing the four

hundred ounces; they only retained three

hundred and ninety-eight for the expenses of

justice, while their valets demanded a "tip."

The first application of the idea embodied

in these stories to the detective belongs to

Edgar Allan Poe, who, in the estimation of

many competent judges, still holds pride oi

place, supreme and unassailable, among the

short-story writers of the world. In C.

Auguste Dupin he introduced a detective

whose paternity Sherlock Holmes might be
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proud to claim. Like Sherlock Holmes, he

was interested in the detection of crime, not

as a professional, but as an amateur, to whom

the placing of each insignificant fact in its

proper place was as fascinating as to the

worker in mosaic is the placing of

each tiny tessera in the design.

While thrown prominently into

view in "The Murders in the Rue

Morgue "â��the story which reaches

the high-water mark of its class as

failed, and she had to leave it on the table,

relying on the fact that things which are not

hidden at all are often most free from obser-

vation. This fact, it may be remarked, was

made use of by Sardou in his famous comedy,

"THE OFFICERS CAME TO HIM IN THEIR GRAND ROBES BEARING THE FOUR HUNDRED OUNCES.'

an acknowledged masterpiece among short

stories, unless Poe's own " Gold Bug"

may be regarded as taking its placeâ��

the methods Dupin adopted in " The Pur-

loined Letter " may be taken as most typical

of his method. In that case, as in so many

of Sherlock Holtnes's investigations, the

police were entirely baffled. The Prefect of

the Parisian police went to consult him on

the mystery, to which the only objection

from Dupin's point of view was that there

was no mystery.

Those who have read the story will

remember that a document of supreme impor-

tance had been stolen from the Royal apart-

ments. The thief was known, for he was

seen to take the letter, which was in his pos-

session. He was an exalted personageâ��a

Minister of State. While the lady to whom

the letter was addressed was reading it she

was interrupted by the unexpected arrival of

someone from whom she wished to conceal

it. She tried to put it into a drawer, but

known in its English dress as " The Scrap of

Paper."

As soon as the Minister entered he saw

the paper, recognised the handwriting, and,

having a letter somewhat similar in his

possession, substituted the one for the

other. The lady to whom the letter belonged

saw what he did, but did not dare prevent

him, in consequence of the presence of the

third person. The situation thus developed

became interesting, for, while the Minister

was using the information obtained to his

great advantage, the lad)' robbed was unable

to demand her letter from him. She

therefore put the case into the hands of the

police.

The police searched the Minister's house

while he was away, but found nothing. That

was the position of affairs when the police

called on Dupin, who obtained from them an

exact description of the letter. After a few

weeks the Prefect returned to the amateur

and acknowledged that he had again searched
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the Minister's house without any result. In

despair he offered fifty thousand francs for

the letter. With exquisite simplicity Dupin

replied, " You may as well fill in a cheque for

the amount mentioned; when you have

signed it I will hand you the letter."

To the amazement of the head of the pro-

fession of police Dupm explained his method,

which may be said to be summed up in the

familiar axiom, " Put yourself in his place,"

a method which Sherlock Holmes himself

adopted with conspicuous success on more

than one occasion. The imagination, indeed,

which Sherlock so frequently insisted upon

in his conversations with Dr. Watson, Dupin

applied to the case, and began by putting

himself in the place of the Minister, who,

being a courtier and a bold intriguer, could

not fail to anticipate that the

police would do exactly what they

didâ��waylay him and search his

house. Indeed, he frequently

absented himself from his house

in order to enable them to search

for the letter, and arrive at the

conclusion that it was not on the

premises.

Dupin, how-

ever, concluded

that, as most self-

evident things

pass unnoticed,

the Minister had

not attempted to

hide the letter at

all. Accordingly,

he went to his

house, where he

found the Minis-

ter. In order to

obtain the excuse

of wearing spec-

tacles of smoked

glasses Dupin

complained of

weak eyes, and

so minutely ex-

amined the room

without appearing

to do so. While

he was talking he

noticed a little

card-rack of paste-

board dangling by

a little dirty blue ribbon from a brass knob

beneath the middle of the mantelpiece.

It had three or four compartments, con-

taining five or six visiting-cards and a single

letter, which was soiled, crumpled, and torn

DUl'lN STEPPED TO THE CARD-RACK ANU TOOK 1MK LETTEK.

nearly in two, and had a large black seal

bearing the Minister's cipher very conspicu-

ously. It was addressed in a female hand to

the Minister himself, and looked as if it had

been carelessly thrown into one of the upper

divisions of the rack.

Dupin concluded that it was the letter he

was in search of, for he noticed that the edges

of the paper seemed to be more chafed than

was necessary. He concluded that it had

been turned inside out, redirected, and re-

sealed : for it must be remembered that those

were the days in which envelopes were not

commonly used. Dupin bade the Minister

good day and went away, having taken the

precaution to leave his gold snuff-box on the

table.

Next morning he called for it. In the

middle of a conversa-

tion with the Minister

there was a sudden

report of a pistol

beneath the window,

followed by fearful

screams and loud

shouting, all previously

arranged for by the

amateur detective. The

Minister rushed to the

window, threw it open,

and looked out; where-

upon Dupin, to

use his own words,

" stepped to the

card - rack, took

the letter, and

replaced it by a

facsimile carefully

prepared at my

lodgings." Having

secured the letter,

Dupin bade the

Minister farewell

and left.

The firing of

the revolver to

distract the at-

tention of the

Minister is closely

akin to the alarm

of fire which

Sherlock caused

his accomplice to

raise at the house

of the I^arrabees when he was investigating

the mystery of the purloined documents,

which formed the subject of the famous play

bearing his name.

Closely allied to Dupin is M. Lecoq, who,



FORERUNNERS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES.

55

thanks to the invention of Emile Gaboriau,

has become the beau-ideal of the detective

in France. Unlike Dupin, however, and

therefore unlike Sherlock Holmes, he was

not an amateur, but a professional member

of the police force, which he entered to

make a career for himself. The originality

of his methods caused his colleagues to

be antagonistic to him, and in this way

the author introduced that hostility to

the deductive philosophy which has always

been characteristic of detective stories.

If one turns to Gaboriau's story, " File

No. 113," the closeness of the methods of

Lecoq, Dupin, and Holmes is seen at a

glance.

A safe has been robbed, and it is of the

utmost importance to discover who robbed

it. In discussing the matter with one of his

subordinates, Lecoq says : " Do you remem-

ber the scratch you discovered on the green

paint of the safe-door ? You were so struck

by it that you broke into an exclamation

directly you saw it. You carefully examined

it, and were convinced that it was a fresh

scratch only a few hours old. Now, with

what was it made ? Evidently with a key.

That being the case, you should have

asked for the keys both of the banker

and the cashier ; one of them would have

had some of the hard green paint sticking

to it."

Might not that little speech, so lucid in

its statement, have been made by

Sherlock himself?

Lecoq had a photograph made of

the safe, which showed the scratch

with great exactness. It ran from top

to bottom, starting from the hole of

the locV, and went from left to right.

Although very deep at the

keyhole, it ended off in a

scarcely perceptible mark.

" Naturally you thought,"

said Lecoq to his subordi-

nate, " the scratch was made

by the person who took the

money. Let us see if you

are right. I have a little

iron box painted with green

varnish like the safe. Here

it is. Take the key and try

to scratch it." The assistant

tried and failed. "It is very

hard, my friend," said Lecoq,

" and yet that on the safe is

still harder and thicker, so

you see the scratch you dis-

covered could not have been

made by the trembling hand of a thief letting

the key slip."

" It certainly required great force to make

that scratch."

" Yes ; but how was that force employed ?

I have been racking my brains for the last

three days, and only yesterday did I come to

a conclusion." Lecoq went to the door of

the room, took the key from the lock, and

called the subordinate over to him. " Now,

suppose," he said, " I want to open this door

and you don't want it opened ; when you

saw me about to insert the key what would

be your first impulse ? "

" To put my hand on your arm and draw

it towards me so as to prevent you intro-

ducing the key."

' " Precisely so. Now let us try it."

The assistant obeyed, and the key, held

by M. Lecoq, pulled aside from the lock,

slipped along the door and traced upon it a

diagonal scratch from top to bottom, the

exact reproduction of the one in the photo-

graph.

" What a man you are ! " said the subordi-

nate. "Two persons were present at the

robbery; one wished to take the money and

THK KEY SLIPPED ALONG THE DOOR AND TRACED UPON. IT A DIAGONAL

SCRATCH FROM TOP TO BOTTOM."
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the other wished to prevent its being

taken."

If one substitutes the names of Sherlock

and of Watson for those of Lecoq and his

subordinate* might not the little dialogue

have been written by the accomplished hand

of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle?

By the way, Lecoq, like Sherlock, always

worked alone. He took a pride in his

solutions, and refused assistance because he

wished to share neither the pleasure of

success nor the pain of defeat.

In the course of one of his cases he had

occasion to examine a letter composed of

printed words cut out and pasted on a sheet

of paperâ��a similar course,, it will be remem-

bered, to that which Sherlock Holmes had to

adopt in elucidating the mystery of "The

Hound of the Baskervilles." From certain

words it contained, which men never use,

Lecoq quickly came to the conclusion that

the letter was composed by a woman. He

approached the window and began to study

the pasted words with the scrupulous atten-

tion which an antiquarian would devote to

an old, half effaced manuscript.

"Small type, very slender and clear; the

paper is thin and glossyâ��consequently these

words have not been cut from a newspaper,

magazine, or even a novel. I have seen

type like this. I recognise it at once."

He stopped, his mouth open and his

eyes fixed, appealing laboriously to his

memory. Suddenly he struck his forehead

exultingly. " Now I have it. Why did I not

see it at once ? These words have been cut

from a prayer-book."

He moistened with his tongue one of the

words pasted on the paper, and, when it was

sufficiently softened, detached it with a pin.

On the other side of this word was printed

the Latin word " Deus." " What became of

the mutilated prayer-book? Could it have

been burnt?" "No," he replied to himself,

" because a heavily-bound book is not usually

burnt! It is thrown into some corner."

And in a comer it was eventually found.

Surely that was Sherlock all over, even to

the fact that the man whose very fate depended

upon the success of his investigations almost

forgot the circumstance in his admiration of

Lecoq's method ; for his energy, his banter-

ing coolness when he wished to discover

anything, the surety of his deductions, the

fertility of his expedients, and the rapidity of

his movements were astonishing.

In "The Moonstone" Wilkie Collins, the

king of constructive novelists, gave us a

detective to whom in some respects Sherlock

bears a by no means slight resemblance.

This is his description :â��

" Sergeant Cuff was a grizzled, elderly man,

so miserably thin that he looked as if he had

not got an ounce of flesh on his bones in

any part of him. His face was as sharp as

a hatchet, and the skin of it was as yellow

and dry and withered as an autumn leaf.

His eyes, of a steely light grey, had a discon-

certing trick whenever they encountered your

eyes of looking as if they expected some-

thing more from you than you were aware of

yourself. His walk was soft, his voice was

melancholy, his long, lanky fingers were

hooked like claws. He might have been a

parson or an undertaker, or anything else you

like, except what he really was."

Sergeant Cuff formulated into words the

theory which Sherlock put into action. He

was investigating a smear on a newly-painted

door when he was called in to unravel the

mystery of the disappearance of the moon-

stone. He was told by the superintendent

who had the case in hand that it was made

by the petticoats of the women-servants as

they crowded into the room for the inquiry.

" Did you ascertain which petticoat ? " he

asked.

" I cannot charge myself with such trifles,"

said the superintendent. Cuff's rejoinder

might have been made by Sherlock.

" I made a private inquiry last week ; at

one end of the inquiry there was a murder,

and at the other end there was a spot of ink

which could not be accounted for. In all

my experience along the dirtiest ways of this

dirty little world 1 have never met such a

thing as a trifle yet. We must see the petti-

coat that made the smear, and we must know

for certain that the paint was wet."

Not very long ago a writer in one of the

weekly papers declared that the detective in

literature is passing to decay. It may be

doubted, however, whether, so long as

deduction exercises its fascination, he will

ever disappear from the pages of fiction.

The processes on which he works are, as we

have seen, of the most remote antiquity, and

they have not lost their fascination yet.



The House of Waiting.

BY C. C. ANDREWS.

HE sudden squall which had

whipped the placid water into

fury had passed like the wing-

swoop of some colossal bird.

Severance, struggling up from

the bottom of the boat, dizzy

from the blow on the head dealt him by the

fallen mast as it was swept overboard, was

conscious that the tiny craft was rocking like

a see-saw in the subsiding swell. He stared

about him bewilderedly. The mast, snapped

off like a carrot, had bodily carried away

the sail and one of his oars. Behind him,

" HE STARED ABOUT HIM BEWILDEREDLY.

rugged, bare, monotonous, unutterably dreary,

the desolate hills of the Shetland mainland

rose between sky and sea. To the right,

other hills marked the island of Yell.

He was not learned in the topography of

the Shetlands, but he did know that some

of the smaller islands were quite uninhabited,

and this might possibly be one of them ; the

prospect of passing the night, pretty well

soaked to the skin, without shelter, and with

no better provisions than such as remained

in his lunch-basket and spirit-flask, was not

alluring. A few minutes were enough to tell

him that there was every chance of the pro-

spect being realizedâ��slowly and inexorably

the boat was drifting towards the shore-line,

which grew each moment nearer. The

Vol. xxxii.â��a

island might be inhabited. And, whether

or no, he could do nothing. But he was

moved to heartily curse the freak which had

made him embark upon this solitary fishing

excursion. It was worthy of the initial freak

which had brought him to Lerwick for a

holiday. But he was, he had chosen to con-

sider, sick of all ordinary resorts, at home

or abroad. The prospect of solitude had

appealed to him. Also, incidentally, there

was a woman whom he desired to forget.

He was bitterly sore at her treatment of

him, and morbidly anxious to a"void even a

chance of hearing

her name until she

should have mar-

ried the man in

whose favour she

had jilted him. On

this particular day

his thoughts had

been more gloom-

ily occupied with

her than usual.

They were gloomily

occupied with her

still, when presently

the boat grounded

upon a stretch of

flat, shingly beach,

and he stepped

ashore as utterly

lost, he told him-

self, as though he

had been dropped

down from the sky.

He hauled in the

boat, mooring her

to a boulder which lay well beyond the tide-

mark, and looked about him. Right and

left the stony shore stretched desolate and

bare and absolutely empty of any sign of life.

He looked inland. From the beach the

ground rose slowly to a sort of plateau

clothed in coarse grass, and flanked upon its

farther side by the low, melancholy hills.

Between two, the opening just facing him,

there wound a path, or something like a path.

Rough as it was, the merest stone-strewn

track, it was enoughâ��the island was in-

habited, or, at least, men came there ;

looking more keenly, he saw that its course

was marked by posts set up at irregular in-

tervalsâ��plainly that must be his way. It

was early evening ; there would be hours of
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light before the falling of the short Shetland

night, but his search for shelter might be

long, and he was already beginning to shiver

in his drenched clothing. He mounted the

slope, crossed the plateau, and ascended the

path. It rose and dipped, rose again, and

he saw figures moving in the valley. In a

few minutes he was near enough for his

voice to carry in a shout. As they stopped

in response to it and he drew nearer he made

them out to be a shambling man with a

Scotch cap covering a shock of red hair,

leading a sturdy, pot-bellied, pannier-bur-

dened Shetland pony, and a woman wearing

a white mutch, her shoulders rounded under

a laden creel, her knitting fingers busy.

Both stared as he came up, stared as he

explained his predicament, and seemed dis-

posed to do little else. At the end of five

minutes he stood possessed of the information

that the island was Unst, that there was no

inn or approach to an inn, or, indeed, any

habitations of any sort beyond a few crofters'

cottages scattered among the hills, except the

" lady's House/'

Severance repeated, questioningly, "The

I-ady's House ? "

The man, whose contribution to the con-

versation had so far consisted of grunts,

muttered something; beyond that it was

certainly Gaelic, it conveyed to the hearer

nothing whatever. The woman, in fair English,

mercifully translated it into intelligible speech.

" It means the House of Waiting, sir."

"The House of Waiting?"

" Yes, sir. The Lady built it herself nigh

on fifty years ago. She was a young woman

then, I've heard, but not a girlâ��she must be

full eighty now. If you follow the path

round the hill there"â��she pointedâ��"you'll

come to it. It won't be more than a mile."

She seemed to consider the question settled.

Severance stopped her as she turned away.

" But could I possibly intrude on a stranger ?

This house is not an inn " he began.

The woman, gruntingly confirmed by her

husband, explained that the House of Waiting

possessed a guest-chamber, which would, as

a matter of course, be at the disposal of any

such stranded unfortunate as himself. The

Lady's hospitality was always extended to any-

one in his predicamentâ��the fact that such

visitors were few and far between making no

difference. He might be sure of both wel-

come and entertainment upon making his

case known. Thanking her, he asked a

question. "The name is ?"

" Miss Cleveland, sir."

The woman, her husband, and the pony

went one way and he went the other, along

the indicated track round the shoulder of the

hill. In perhaps a quarter of an hour it

brought him to a point from which, looking

downward a little, he saw the House of

Waiting. Lying in a sort of hollow between

that hill and the next, the ground sloping

down to the little cove which it directly-

faced, it 'was square, heavy, solid, and larger

than he had expected to see. The garden

that surrounded it was marked off from the

hillside by a breast-high stone wall ; behind

it lay a few rough outbuildings and a stack of

peats as large as a cottage. All this his eyes

took in as he hurried down the steep path

towards a gate in the wall. Passing through

it he saw a flutter of skirts in the doorway of

one of the outbuildings, and turned that way.

In a moment a woman appeared, her woollen

gown kilted high above her stout shoes,

balancing a pan of milk upon her hip.

He advanced.

" I beg your pardon," he began. " I "

He stopped. The woman, placidly watch-

ing his approach, uttered a sudden sup-

pressed scream. As for an instant she

stood motionless, staring at him, he saw

her high-coloured, hard-featured face abso-

lutely grey with some inexplicable terror :

the next she had flung up her hands with

a gesture of wild avoidance and repug-

nance, darting away, and the milk from the

shattered pan was trickling over the flags at

his feet. Severance was, and knew that he

was, a handsome man. Certainly within bis

experience no woman had ever given him

such a look or rushed from him in such a

manner. Amazed, half angry, he laughed.

" What on earth is the matter ? Dare say

I look fairly demoralized, but why the deuce

should the woman squeal and bolt like a

rabbit ? This looks well for my promised

welcomej Let's try the house."

A path conducted him down the garden

_and round the house to a side door which

stood open. Seeing neither knocker nor

bell, he rapped with his knuckles. In a

moment a figure appeared in the passage-

wayâ��that of an old man. Observant of the

bowed back and shuffling gait, the sparse

fringe of white hair round the bald head, the

venous hand lifted to shield the blinking

eyes, Severance decided that if not ninety he

looked as much. He raised his voice a little.

" I beg your pardon," he began as before ;

" I hope I am not wrong in asking for Miss

Cleveland's kind hospitality. I was unlucky

enough to be driven ashore, having been

caught by the squall, and-â��
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The retainers of. the House of Waiting

were, it seemed, a singular crew. The

woman had shrieked and rushed away as

though he were plague-stricken; the man,

suddenly clutching at his breast, peering

eagerly into his face, uttered a sound that

was like a feeble, incredulous scream of

joy. Severance was never afterwards sure

that his hand, caught in those

shaking old hands, was not

also kissed. Yielding to their

tremulous seizure of his

arm, he was drawn inside

before he could speak

again.

" Yes, yes ; yes,

yes!" the old man

quavered. " The

squall â�� yes â�� I

understand. No

matter how you

came â�� no, no !

The r o o m i s

ready, sirâ��quite

read yâ��al 1 i s

ready." He laid

his hand upon

the young man's

sleeve again.

"You are wet

and cold and

hungry tooâ��yes,

yes! You must

rest and eat be-

fore you see the

mistress. She is

sleeping. This

wayâ��this way ! "

He hurried

along to the end

of the passage

and up a flight of

stairs, still mutter-

ing eagerly. In a

minute Sever-

ance, alone in

the room in which he had been ushered, stood

and looked about him in perplexity. Was the

guest-chamber of the House of Waiting kept

always in this state of preparation for its

chance occupants ? And was it taken for

granted that any such occupant would be

a man ? Or had he been mistaken in con-

cluding that beyond its servants the house

had no inhabitant but its aged mistress,

since this was so clearly a man's room ? A

pair of elaborately-worked slippers were on

the rug before the fire; a dressing-gown of

a flaring shawl pattern was thrown across an

easy-chair; other articles of dress were laid out

precisely upon the quilt of the ancient four-

poster ; shaving materials were upon the wash-

stand. He glanced from it to the dressing-

table and uttered an exclamationâ��over the

mirror a black

curtain hung,

shrouding the

glass. Drawing it

back â�� the im-

pulse to do so

was somehow

irresistibleâ��he

exclaimed a

second time. The

backs of the

brushes and

hand - glass lying

there bore in old-

fashioned silver

lettering his own

initialsâ��G.S. ;

upon the big.

frilled cushion,

across its plump

pink top, elabor-

ately traced in

coloured pins,

were the same

letters. Feeling

his heart quicken

with an odd sensi-

of the uncann;

he turned to-

wards the bed.

" By Jove ! " he

cried.

The clothes

that lay there, if

not quite unworn,

were obviously

nearly so; but it

was not this

THE MAN, SUDDENLY CLUTCHING AT HIS BREAST, PEERING EAGERLY INTO which, aS he

turned them

over, caused his

ejaculation. In cut, style, material, finish,

they were more than out of dateâ��they were

obsolete. Examining them, he decided that

their fashion was that of nearly sixty years

back. Was he supposed to put them on ?

It seemed so. The old man, as he closed

the door, had said that he would find all he

needed. Should he do so ? The fact that he

was shivering miserably in his own drenched

garments effectually answered the question.

If he wished to avoid an attack of illness

there was no choice. Effecting the change

as quickly as might be, his inspection of the

HIS FACE, UTTERED A SOUND THAT WAS I.IKE A FEEBLE, INCREDULOUS

SCREAM OK JOY,"

I
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;ult in the mirror was another surprise,

id the things been made for him they could

t have fitted better. Severance laughed.

" Rather recalls a Thackeray sketch of

ndennis," he criticised, "but highly suc-

>sful on the whole. Would be improved

an inch or so more hair, perhaps. Does

5 other G.S. go about in this unholy rig,

wonder ? If not, it is to be hoped that

r hostess's sense of humour isn't over-

veloped. Now for something to eat before

;o down. I shall feel more equal to the

counter."

A knock and a jingle of glass and china

tside the door had announced the arrival

a tray a few minutes beforeâ��he brought it

Had he been far less hungry than he

s he must needs have pronounced its con-

its excellent, and the accompanying bottle

wine perfect. The mistress of the House

Waiting promised to be, in more ways

in one, a remarkable person. Making an

d of his meal and leaving the room, he

sitated for a moment between the flight of

irs by which he had come up and another

ectly facing him. Choosing the latter, he

nt down, to find himself in what was

idently the hall. Of good size, its stone

or covered here and there by rugs, warmed

a heaped fire of peats upon a raised

arth, and lighted by a large, deeply-sunken

ndow of tiny panes fronting west, the only

narkable thing about it was upon the

posite wallâ��a long mirror, shrouded, as

; one in his room had been, by a dark

rtain. About to advance to itâ��surely it

s a mirror ?â��he stopped, checked by the

jnd of a quick footstep outside ; the door

ndle was smartly turned, and a girl came

She pulled off the long brown cloak she

â�¢re, standing for a moment outlined against

: light, and her strangeness and her beauty

uck him together like a blow.

She advanced slowly, as though the haste

iich had winged her feet were suddenly

er. Standing in the shadow by the fire-

tee, knowing himself unseen, he had

sure to take in the details of her appear-

ce. She was tall, slight, lithe. She wore

)lue dress, cut square at the neck, quaintly

1-fashioned, close-falling, picture-like. Her

Iden hair hung in a thick braided plait to

r waist like a child's, though she was

>bably not less than three-and-twenty.

;r complexion, delicately browned by sun

d wind, ran into milky whiteness at throat

d forehead ; her straight, clear-cut features

re almost faultless. Who was this ideal

ling Shetland princess ? he wondered,

admiring her. He made a movement; she

turned her head, and astonished him by

advancing at once with no show of surprise.

" Ah ! " she exclaimed, quickly, and thenâ��

" I hoped you would be here, but I did not

know. I met Alison Murrayâ��she told me

she had sent youâ��but you might not have

been able to find the house. 1 suppose you

saw Peter ? Did he give you all you needed ?

I hope so."

"I have no doubt I saw Peter. I have

been more than well treated and am most

grateful," said Severance, " If I may venture

to say so, Peter seemed glad to see me," he

added, smiling.

" Did he ? I am glad of that. He is not

always pleasant to strangers, perhaps because

he sees so few. No "â��rather to his dismay

she seemed to divine what was in his

thoughtsâ��" he is not foolish, really. But he

is very oldâ��almost ninety." She paused.

" It was fortunate that you met Alison, for

otherwise you would not have known where

to go."

" Most fortunate." The contrast between

the womanliness of her beauty and the

nai've, childlike simplicity of her speech and

manner was delightfully piquant, he decided.

Absolutely free from either self-consciousness

or shyness, there was yet a curious hesitancy

in them, the mark, it seemed, not of timidity,

but of a certain want of use. A nun long

immured in her convent might have shown

the same, he thought. " So far from knowing

where to go, I was not even sure that the

island was inhabited. My knowledge of the

Shetlands ends with the mainland and Yell.

At present I am staying at Lerwick for the

fishing."

"Alison told me, and that you had lost

your sail and one oar. The squall caught

you, of course ? "

" I suppose so. It was something equally

sudden and unpleasant. You knew there

had been a squall ? "

"Yes. I saw it coming. One learns to

know all sorts of weather signs when one

lives in the Shetlands."

" No doubt." The words came out before

he had time either to check or consider them.

" But you do not live here, surely ? "

" I have lived here for nearly six yearsâ��

since I was seventeen," said the girl, simply.

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Severance.

The ejaculation came as involuntarily as the

question had done. Lived here, in the barren,

desolate solitude of this forsaken corner of the

world ! Was it possible that Fate had so

entombed such a creature for six of her young
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years ? He hastily tried to cover it with

something else. " I know my hostess's

name," he said, "though I have not yet

had the honour of seeing her. May I

ask

" Mine ? Rosamond Cleveland. The lady,

Miss Cleveland, is my aunt â�� my great-

aunt. My father was her nephew." She

hesitated. "The peopleâ��the croftersâ��

generally call her the Lady."

" Of the House of Waiting ? "

" Sometimes. But generally they call it the

Lady's House. I

did not know you

knew the Gaelic

name."

"The Gaelic

nameâ��in Gaelic

â��would be quite

beyond me. It

is quaint in Eng-

lish."

" She â�¢â�� chose

it." She glanced

towards the win-

dow. "Some-

times I think the

House of Watch-

ing would be as

good a name.

You see, it com-

mands the whole

of the bay. We

can see the smoke

of the Lerwick

steamer from here

sooner than from

anywhere else on

the island."

" The steamer

comes from Ler-

wick ? "

" To bring our

p r o vi si o nsâ��

everything that

the garden does

not supply. We

have our own

poultry and milk, of course, and the fisher-

men bring us more fish than we can use. It

comes once a fortnight. But for that I think

I should forget that there was a world."

Her voice dropped over the last sentence

as though it were spoken to herself. Sever-

ance had moved to the window. In a

moment she spoke again behind him. " Ali-

son said you were carried ashore on Long

Beaches. It is fortunate that you were

driven in that direction rather than swept

YOUâ��YOU ARE GODKKKY SEVERANCE ! SHE GASPED.

out there. Your one oar would have been

worse than useless then."

She pointed obliquely seaward. Upon the

otherwise placid surface of the water a ring

of frothy white showed wickedly. " A whirl-

pool ? " Severance questioned.

" Yes. They call it the Witch's Cauldron."

" Is it dangerous ? "

" For small boats. It has sucked down

larger ones than yours would be. Last year

â��ah!"

Severance had turned his head ; the light,

still bright in the western

sky, was full upon his face.

As he did so the girl, close

behind him, recoiled with

a scream. If the woman

by the outhouse

had grown grey,

she grew death-

white as, with her

blue eyes wildly

dilated, she

stretched out her

handsasif to keep

him off. " Youâ��

you are Godfrey

Severance!" she

gasped.

She fell against

the table, staring

â�¢â�¢at him. In blank

astonishment

Severance stared

back at her.

" I am certainly

Godfrey Sever-

ance, though I

don't know how

you guess it. I

have not been

asked my name

and have not

mentioned it.

What do you

mean ? "

" Mean ? Do

you pretend that

you came here by chance ? "

"Chance? Hereâ��to Unst ? Completely

by chance. You must know it. I don't

understand you."

" You don't understand me ? "

" Not in the least. I never knew of the

existence of this house until to-night, or

heard your name. Certainly I did not

imagine that you had ever heard mine."

"Ohâ��had ever heard yours ! Ever heard

it! " The amazement and reproachâ��surely
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it was reproach ?â��were dying out of her

face; its bewilderment remained; she put

out her hand with an appealing gesture, like

a child pleading for pardon. " Oh, I am

foolish," she said, piteously. " Iâ��forget. But

I have lived here so long, and it has been so

lonely ! I have been afraid sometimes that I

should get infectedâ��that I should come to

believe it too. But, of course, I do not, and,

of course, you are speaking the truth. You

â��you are youngâ��it is I who am absurd."

She stopped. " V'ou are not angry ? "

The tone was as childlike as the gesture

with which she had given him her hand.

" My dear childâ��angry ! " tie said, soothingly.

" You might have been angryâ��I almost

said you were lyingâ��I believed you were for

a moment. I was startledâ��and in that

dress " She broke off. "Oh, I can't

explain, but please, please go away before

you have done any harm, beforeâ��ah ! Yes,

yes, Aunt Theodora, I am coming ! "

She stopped with a frightened face ; her

backward movement dragged away her hand ;

a door across the hall had opened ; she ran

to the figure that appeared there. Severance,

looking, knew that this must be the Lady of

the House of Waiting.

He had thought to see a strange figure, but

not so strange a one as the figure before his

eyes : he had known it would be that of an

old woman, but he had never seen an old

woman such as this. The girl Rosamond

was tall; Miss Cleveland, her stately height

unbowed by her eighty years, was taller ; the

girl Rosamond was beautiful; Miss Cleveland

in her youth must have been still more

lovely. Her straight-chiselled features had

kept their regularity; her delicate skin

was covered with a network of wrinkles so

fine that at a little distance it appeared

smooth, and retained a faint bloom like

a withered rose; her hair, dressed in a

coronet of plaits at the back of her head,

and drooping in long ringlets beside her

cheeks, had still a tint of the girl's gold. The

style of her dress matched the style of her

hairâ��the full-flowing double skirt, the tight,

low bodice, with the short, puffed sleeves

and berthe of lace, belonged as much to

the early fifties. But the long, gaunt arms

and shrunken neck which it left bare were

piteous; she seemed not like a woman who

had grown old, but as though she had been

struck with age in her youth, as a tree in its

green spring may be blasted by lightning.

As he hesitated, perplexed, doubtful what to

do, she turned her head and saw him.

" Godfrey ! Godfrey ! Godfrey ! " Her thin,

quavering voice, rising higher with each

repetition of the word, shrilled into a tone-

less, cackling laugh. Bewildered, amazed,

dismayed, the young man felt that she would

have thrown herself at his feet, but that he

caught her hands.

" Youâ��you expected me ? " he stammered.

He hardly knew what he said. She laughed

again and turned to the girl, standing by

helpless and white.

" Expected you I Do you hear him, child ?

That is like a man! That is how one will

treat you when you are a woman, my dear '

Ah, they pretend to wonder at it, but if they

were away for ten years they would in their

hearts expect to find us waiting. And it has

not been so long as that, Godfrey, not nearly

so long, though there have been summer and

winter and winter and summer again since

we said good-bye. How long is that ? I

have not counted, because it would have

made it longer." She turned to the girl

again. " This is Rosamond, my nieceâ��see,

she is almost grown upâ��would you think I

could have one so old ? Ix>ok ! her eyes

are the colour of mine, and her hairâ��she is

blue and golden like meâ��another Theodora.

Perhaps you would not know the difference

if I were not the taller. But she may grow

as tall. She has been with me a long timeâ��

months, I think. It was lonely before she

cameâ��a little lonely. She has helped me

watch for the steamer in the bay. Rosa-

mond, why did we not watch to-day, the day

that he has come ? "

She had laughed little hysterical, giggling

laughs between the sentences â�� a pitiful

travesty of how she might have laughed, a

girl, sixty years ago ; her dry, chalk-white,

trembling fingers still held Severance's hand.

Rosamond answered, her voice shaking.

"It is not the day for the steamer. It

was a little boat," she said, faintly.

" A little boat ? Ah, that was because he

could not wait. Of course he could not

wait!" She dropped the young man's hand

to lay her own on his shoulders ; her sunken

eyes, still with some trace of their young

blue, searched his face eagerly. " You are

browner, dearâ��is that India ?â��and older

and graver, but only a little, a very little. I

like you better soâ��oh, much better ! " She

glanced down at his dress. " So Rosamond

took you to your room. Good child ; but

it should have been I who did that." Her

eyes strayed to herself; she gave a cry of

dismay. " Ah, this ugly gown, and a colour

you hate ! Wait a little whileâ��only a little

while, and you shall see. Jean ! Jean ! Jean !"
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SHE DROPPED THE YOUNG MAN'S HAND TO LAY HER OWN ON

HIS SHOUUJRKS."

She ran across to the stairs; her shrill,

tremulous cry of the name was repeated as

she hurried up them, disappearing into the

shadows. Severance swung round upon the

girl.

" In the name of wonder, what does it

mean ?" he demanded, and, as he asked the

question, answered it. " She is mad ! "

" No, noâ��not really ! Only in one wayâ��

that one dreadful, cruel way. Oh, I can't tell

youâ��perhaps you won't believe me, I must

show youâ��I must! Come here,"

Severance never knew into what kind of

room he followed her ; he retained afterwards

no impression of it; his eyes went at once to

the object towards which she pointedâ��a.

picture upon an easel. " Good heavens !"

he cried.

" You see," she said, hoarsely.

" See !" He stared at the face, which

might have been his own face; at the

figure dressed to the smallest detail as he was

now dressed, and back at her bewilderedly.

" It might be myself ! How came it here ? "

" It has been here for fifty years."

" Fifty years ! Who is it ? "

" It is Godfrey Severance."

" Godfrey Severance ? "

"Yes." She hesitated, doubtfully.

" Yourâ��your father ? "

" My father's name was Charles ;

my grandfather was Godfrey. I have

been told that I resemble him. I

suppose it is true; I don't know.

He died before I was born."

" Died ? "

"Forty years agoâ��more. And this

is his portraitâ��it must be. Is it

possible that sheâ��that she

" She takes you for him. She was

engaged to marry him," said the girl.

" To marry him ? And he deserted

her?"

"Yes. It is nearly sixty years ago.

She was younger than I amâ��twenty-

two He went to India." She

paused. "You know that?"

" Yes. He married thereâ��a rich

woman. Well ? "

" He was to be gone four or five

years, then to come back, and they

were to marry. His letters came

regularly for a year or two ; then,

without warningâ��oh, it was cruel!â��-

he wrote and broke with her. The

shock nearly killed her. For a long

time she was out of her mind. When

she recovered she had forgotten."

" Forgotten ? "

" That he had broken with her. She

believed that she had only to wait for him

to come back. Then she built this placeâ��

the House of Waiting. Oh, poor Aunt

Theodora !"

She covered her eyes and sobbed. " Why

here ? " asked Severance, gently, presently.

" I am not sure. But I know they had

met first somewhere in the Shetland*. I

have a fancy that it was perhaps here that he

asked her to marry him. Or there may have

been no real reason for her belief that he

would come here to find her. She was sane

enough otherwise, but the doctors said that

if she were thwarted she might go quite mad

again. She was independent; her people

were obliged to let her have her own way.

She brought Peterâ��he had always been

devoted to herâ��but she would have no one

else until I came." She faltered. " I have
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fancied sometimes, been afraid, that since he

grew so very feeble and old he has begun to

think as she thinks and believe as she believes."

Severance recalled the old man's welcome,

the exuberant senile joy that had puzzled

him, and understoodâ��he, like his mistress,

believed that the forty-years-dead Godfrey

Severance had in truth come back. A glance

at the picture explained the woman's terror.

" Any day, ever)' day, she has expected

him," Rosamond went on. " His room has

been always readyâ��you have seen it. It

was when she had lived here about a year

that her mind seemed toâ��stop."

" To stop ? "

" I don't know how to express it better.

Sheâ��went back to her girlhood again. She

thinks she is a girl now. She covered the

mirrors; it did not matter how she looked

until he came back, she said. She has not

looked at herself for almost fifty years."

" Good heavens !" Severance ejaculated.

He was gripped by the ghastly, farcical

pathos of the thing. He looked from the

face that was like the reflection of his own

to the girl's bowed golden head. " Do you

mean, child, she believes, poor soul, that she

is young, beautifulâ��like you?"

" Nearly alwaysâ��I'm sure nearly always.

But now and then she stops, as it were, and

stares at me as if she were wonderingâ��won-

dering ! I have seen her look at her hands

and arms and shudder, and once or twice

stand before the great mirror in the hall as

though she tried to pull the curtain away, and

dared notâ��dared not! It seems as if in

her heart of hearts she knew and was afraid.

But she has never asked me whether she is

changed and does not know that I have been

with her for six years. She thinks it is a few

monthsâ��you heard what she said." She

turned upon him with a sudden vehemence.

" You are not to laugh at her!" she cried.

" You shall not dare to laugh !"

" Laugh ! Do I seem so great a brute ?

Could any man be cad enough to laugh at

such a tragedy? I should do it less than

any, remembering who was the cause. What

shall I do?"

" Do ? " she echoed, questioningly.

" How shall I best atone for the misfortune

of having come here ? But for my doing

so she might have kept her delusion to the

last. I will do whatever you please and

think best. If I go away now, is it likely

that to-morrow she will forget having seen

me?" He hesitated. " I supposeâ��forgive

meâ��she believes that I have come back to

marry her ? "

" Yes," she answered, hopelessly.

" Then what shall I do ? How best

undeceive her? Dare we venture to tell

her-

He broke off. The door was flung open,

and an elderly woman-servant rushed in.

" Miss Rosamond, Miss Rosamond, come

to the mistress, for pity's sake !" She turned

on Severance fiercely. " Eh, man, whoever

you are, you did a cruel piece of work in

coming here! My dear, my dear, I don't

know what to be at. She's putting on her

wedding-gown !"

" Her wedding-gown ? "

" Ayeâ��her wedding-gown that's fifty years

old. It's lain by in lavender the thirty years

that I've been here, as my own mother

packed it away twenty years before me,

She bade me tell Diarmid to have the boat

ready against daylight to take her over to

Lerwick to be married. Mr. Severance

would not wait, she said, and when he went

away she had promised that she would be

ready when he came back. What shall we do?"

" She is coming ! " Rosamond gasped.

She ran out into the hall and Severance

followed her. Miss Cleveland was descend-

ing the stairs. As the white bridal-dress she

wore must have fitted her in her slender

youth, so it fitted her in her shrunken age ;

more than ever she looked like a creature

miraculously smitten old. The wide bell-

skirt was flounced to the waist with cascades

of yellowing lace ; the lace veil that covered

her head was crowned with a wreath of

orange blossoms; jewels glittered round her

withered throat and in her faded hair; she

was a figure terrible, piteous, grotesque. The

one last possible touch was given in the little

foolish, girlish laugh with which, spreading

out the rustling satin in a sweeping curtsy,

she ran across to the two.

" Is not this better, Godfreyâ��more like

the Theodora you left ? I wore white when

we said good-bye. Do you recollect ? But

not a gown like this. Child, why do you

look at me so? Are you jealous of my

wedding-dress? Dear, you shall wear one

tooâ��when you are a woman. But you must

find your lover first, and he shall not go away

like Godfreyâ��no, no ! You might fret, you

might not be sure that he would come back,

you might grow old in waiting. Is my veil

right ? Jean would not help meâ��she cried

out and ran away. I don't think she likes

me to be married. I told her to bring me a

looking-glass, and she did notâ��I wanted to

see myself again. Ahâ��I was forgettingâ��

this is better."
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" IS THIS NOT UETTER, GODFREYâ��MOKK LIKE THE

THEODORA YOU LEFT? '

Neither Severance nor Rosamond had

moved; each had watched, listened, help-

lessly. Now, as she stretched out her hand

to the curtain enshrouding the mirror, the

girl threw herself in the way.

" Aunt Theodora, no, no ! " she implored.

Miss Cleveland stood suddenly rigid. Her

arm dropped to her side.

" Aunt Theodora, not now ! " She flung

her arms round the stiffly erect figure.

" Don't look! Wait a little while. Wait

until the morning."

" Why ? "

"Theâ��the light will be brighterâ��you will

see better. Do, do wait until then."

There was a moment's dead silence. The

woman Jean broke it by bursting into

wailing sobs. Miss Cleveland slowly lifted

her hands and drew herself free. She looked

round her blindly, bewilderedly, looked from

the man to the girl and back again, lifted a

fold of her veil and looked at that, and with

the indescribable change that came upon

her face uttered a single moan. When she

spoke, looking at Severance, her voice was a

thin whisper, sounding far off.

" You are Godfrey Severance," she said,

slowly. " Godfrey Severance as he bade me

good-bye. Tell meâ��are you my lover?"

" Dear madam, no," he answered, gently.

" No." She repeated the word like an

Vol. xxxii.-9.

echo. "No. You

have his voice,

his eyes, his hair,

his hands, you

wear his dress.

Who then are

you-â��if not my

Godfrey?"

He helplessly

answered with

the truth again.

"I am his grand-

son."

" His grandson

â��his grandson !

Godfrey's grand-

son !" For an

instant she

swayed and

caught at Rosa-

mond's arm.

Then she pointed

a finger at the

mirror. " How

long," she asked,

slowly, " has that

been hidden

SO.''

Dear,

" Oh, Aunt Theodora, don't ask !

dearest, don't ask ! " sobbed the girl.

" How long," she repeated, in a hollow

voiceâ��" how long is 'it since I saw my

face ? "

As helplessly as Severance has spoken it

the girl sobbed the truth. " Fifty years."

" Fifty years ! " Her repetition of the

words rose into a quavering shriek ; in an

instant she tore the curtain aside and looked.

She staredâ��an awful stareâ��a withered ghost

in the wedding finery of her youth â�� her

whole body seemed to shrink, dwindle,

shorten, and she fell as though lightning had

smitten her indeed.

The old man Peter tottered out from where

he had stood watching, and crouched moaning

over her.

Severance's first conscious thought as he

awoke was one of surprise that he should

have slept. When he threw himself down

upon the couch of the guest-chamber of the

House of Waiting it had been with no thought

of sleep. But the hours of the short Shetland

night were over ; the eastern sky fronting the

unshuttered window was red ; he saw it

through a blurring mist in which the shapes

of the furniture loomed ghostly and unreal.

He lay looking at it. Had he dreamed of a

choked call outside, of a sound like a stumb
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ling fall ? The mist seemed to curl and

waverâ��it was growing thickerâ��it he

sprang to his feet. Good heavens ! the room

was full of smoke !

He tore open the door; it rolled in, dense

and acrid ; with it came a loud, snapping

crackle of burning wood. He shouted and

ran out, treading upon something which

seemed to twist

and coil as though

it were alive. With

a horrible pre-

monition of what

it was he stooped

to find himself

rightâ��his foot

was upon the

wrist - thick braid

of Rosamond's

hair ; her uncon-

scious body lay

across the passage.

He caught her up

as though she

were a child, and,

shouting again,

groped his way to

the stairs and

down into the hall.

Here the snioke

was less dense, for

the door stood

wide open ; stag-

gering and half-

stifled, he made

his way to it and

sut into the air.

As he laid the in-

sensible girl down

upon the rough

grass of the slope

ind darted back

lo the house the woman Jean, half dressed,

came rushing out. Severance caught her arm.

" Your mistress, where is she? Which is

her room ? Quick ! "

" I don't know, I can't find her," cried

the woman, distractedly. " She's gone ! "

" Gone ? "

" Yes, yes. She seemed asleep and I left

her. When I smelt the smoke and went back

her room was empty. Miss Rosamondâ��

" She is here, safe. I found the door

open," said Severance, rapidly. " Can Miss

Cleveland have gone out ? Who else is in

the house ? Where is the old man ? "

" Peter ? It's he who fired the place, sir ;

I'm sure of it. I heard him go shuffling and

chuckling past my door before I smelt the

HE CAUGHT HER VV AS THOl'GH

A CHILD."

fire. And his bed's empty, too." A man

came stumbling and gasping out of the

smoke. " Here's my husband. Can you

find aught of the mistress, Diarmid ? "

The man speechlessly shook his head.

Rosamond was slowly staggering to her feet.

As Severance turned towards the house

again she caught his arm.

" No, no ! " she

gasped. "Aunt

Theodora is gone."

"Gone ? You are

sure?"

" Yes, yes. Peter

said so. It was he

who set fire to the

houseâ��he was there

when I ran out at the

smoke. There should

be an end of the

House of Waiting,

he screamed. *nd

an end of you who

had killed her. He

is quite mad. He

dragged himself

away from me â��

the door was open

â��I tried to get

to your room to

rouse you, but the

smokeâ�� Ah,

look, look ! " she

shrieked.

She pointed sea-

ward. Upon the

water a boat was

moving. In the

stern, erect and

stately in her wed-

ding - gown and

veil, sat the Lady

of the House of Waiting ; opposite her

an ancient figure, which might have been

that of Charon's self, bent to the oars. The

girl screamed again, and caught at the man's

shoulder.

" The Witch's Cauldronâ��he is rowing

straight for it! They will be sucked down.

Quickâ��quick !" she cried.

Severance rushed down upon the beach. A

second boat, its sail furled, its oars ready, lay

there. It was only as he pushed off that he

realized the presence of the girl. Her oar

was in the rowlocks as quickly as his;

without a word they rowed as surely man

and woman never rowed yet. Once he

glanced at the sail, but she shook her headâ��

the wind was against them. From the boat
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"THE TALL WHITE FIGURE ROSE ERECT, GHOSTLIKE IN THE I-ALE MORNING LIGHT.'

they were pursuing it bore presently a

cackling, triumphant peal of crazy laughter

and a high, thin, quavering voiceâ��the Lady

of the House of Waiting went singing to her

death. As the whirlpool's current caught

them, and the tall white figure rose erect,

ghostlike in the pale morning light, Severance

dropped the oars he dared use no longer

and threw his arms round the girl, pressing

her head to his breast that she might not

see, and hiding his own eyes against it.

When he looked up the wicked mouth of the

Witch's Cauldron, foaming whitely on the

placid surface, showed no signs of its

filling.

Rosamond had not fainted. When

presently she moved and he released her

she was quite calm. The light brightened

over the dimpling water; he kept the boat

stationary, feeling that he did not dare to

break the silence. Many minutes went by

before she spoke.

" We could do nothing," she said. " I

knew that. But I could

not have stood ..to. see

her drown." She stopped.

" Even if we could have

got near enough to call

to her it would have been

useless â�� she would not

have come back. She meant

â�� to die. Perhaps it is

better that her waiting

should end so."

" Try to think so, dear

child," Severance answered,

gently.

"Yes, I will try." She

looked at him suddenly as

he took the oars. " Don't

go back," she said. " Take

me away."

"Away?" He paused,

amazed.

" Anywhere. Wherever

you are going. I have no

home nowâ��nothing â�� no

one belonging to me in all

the world. And 1 know you

are kind. Let me go with

you. Oh, I am frightened

â�¢â��I am frightened ! I can't

â��I daren't go back ! "

He took her into his

arms again as she burst

into tears. He knew that

she had made the request

as innocently as a child.

He thought of his sister and

best friend, fine of heart and head, who would

welcome, befriend, protect her. He had no

thought of what was to be the truthâ��that he

held love, wife, home, happiness, his whole

future in his arms. But it came upon him

that the figure of the woman whom he had

been striving to forget had become suddenly

shadowy and remote. He gently put her

from him.

"You shall not go back," he said. "I

will take you with me."

A faint smile shone at him from her wet

blue eyes. He busied himself unfurling the

sail. Some impulse beyond that of mere

pity and tenderness prompted him to stoop

as he took his seat again and kiss her

hand. " You shall be quite safe, dear," he

said, gently. " You shall be absolutely safe."

The sail lifted, swelled, filled, as he bent

to the oars. Behind them a great spear of

flame sprang upward from the House of

Waiting and burst into a huge flower of fire

against the sky.
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W MR. JUSTICE BIGHAM

THK HON. SIR JOHN

CHARI.KS BIGHAM, Jus-

tice of the High Courts,

Chief Commissioner to

the Railway and Canal

Commission, and the

Chief Judge in Bank-

ruptcy, was born in

1840 at Rodney Street,

Liverpool, next door

to the house in which

the late Right Hon.

\V. E. Gladstone first

saw the light. The

son of John Bigham,

a Liverpool merchant.

Circuit, and thirteen

years later received his

silk gown, when he im-

mediately became the

opponent of Mr.

Charles Russell, whose

pupil he had been in

former years. In the

seventies the Northern

Circuit enjoyed the

distinction of having

in its ranks many of

the most able mem-

bers of the Bar, and

he received his first education at the Royal

Institution, Liverpool, and afterwards took

his degree at the Sorbonne, in Paris.

Called to the Bar at the age of thirty, at

the Middle Temple, he joined the Northern

From a J'hola. bf EltiM Â£ fry.
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amongst Sir John Bigham's contem-

poraries were such shining judicial

lights as Sir John Holker, Attorney-

General, and afterwards Lord Justice

of Appeal; Sir Farrer

Herschell, afterwards

Lord Chancellor; Sir

Charles Russell, after-

wards Lord Chief Jus-

tice ; and William

Court Gully, now Lord

Selby, and late Speaker

of the House of Com-

mons. Before leaving

the Northern Circuit

Mr. John Bigham,

Q.C., became its ac-

knowledged leader, but

owing to a large and

lucrative practice in

London he was com- â�¢

pelled toadopt a special

retaining fee, for, in

addition to a very large

practice in commercial

business, his services

were in great demand in almost

every other branch of the law.

In 1892 he unsuccessfully fought

the Exchange Division of Liverpool in

the Unionist interest, and three years later

he again contested the seat, this time with

success. Thus, for the first time in its

history, the Exchange Division returned a

Conservative member to Westmin-

ster. He continued to sit for this

constituency of his native city until

October, 1897, when he accepted a

judgeship and a knight-

hood. Since being

made a judge Mr. Jus-

tice Bigham has pre-

sided over many cele-

brated t'rials, perhaps

the best known being

the sensational Liver-

pool Bank robbery case

and the famous Whit-

aker Wright trial, which

ended in such dramatic

fashion in the suicide

of the great financier a

lew minutes after he had

been sentenced to five

years' penal servitude.

In 1902 Sir John

Bigham went to South

Africa as a member of

the Royal Commission

on Martial Law, in com-

pany with his colleague,

Lord Alverstone.

A well-known mem-

ber of the Athenajum

Club, a life-long friend of the judge, describes

Mr. Justice Bigham in private life as "the

most kind-hearted man in the world, and

ever ready to help a lame dog over a stile."
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NGLISHMEN, it is said, are

born with a special privilege

â�� a special propensity to

grumble. Upon no point do

the grumblers agree with such

unanimity as the weather.

From time immemorial has the English

climate been objurgated, anathematized,

vilified, and lampooned, until it would seem

that no shred of decent reputation should

continue to cling to it. Foreigners at the

very mention of our bleak little island in the

North Sea have been wont to exclaim, in the

language Shakespeare puts into the mouth of

the French King:â��

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull,

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale,

Killing their fruit with frowns ?

He would be a bold man who should

come forward with the declaration that, so

far from England's climate being an object of

scorn and contumely, it is in reality the very

finest climate in the world. Yet, wholly

defying foolish prejudices and predilections,

that is precisely what a number of eminent

and widely-travelled persons have now done.

It is too much to hope that the opinion of

persons, however exalted and however well-

informed, can possibly suffice to lay the

British climate bogy. \Ve shall probably

still continue to be told, in the words of

Walter Savage Landor, that the British climate

is a " perennial jest at which no Briton

laughs," and to listen to such scathing

observations as this of Heine :â��

" How human beings are reared in such a

climateâ��scarcely suited to the propagation

of any but a low order of slugsâ��is one of

Nature's inscrutable mysteries."

Caricaturists from the time of Hogarth

have found a fruitful field of satire in the

weather. Sydney Smith argued there must be

some mystic strain in the English character

that could induce thirty millions of human

beings to remain cooped up in a damp,

unwholesome island from which escape was

comparatively so easy. "True," he said,

" in the southern counties the English raise

peaches, and it is said these make excellent

pickles."

Against these critics of the national weather

let us set the supposed paradox of Charles II.,
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" who never said a foolish thing." His

Majesty found in the English climate its

chief attraction. " There is," he declared,

" no country where a man can be abroad so

many months of the year or so many hours

of the day as in Kngland."

To this encomium we are gratified to be

able to add that of his present Majesty King

lid ward VII. Conversing two years ago with

a high diplomatic personage in Homburg,

His Majesty, in the course of the conversa-

tion, smilingly declared that the Continental

conception of the English climate was not

altogether just. "I do not leave England,"

observed His Majesty, "to escape from the

weather, but for quite other reasons. Taken

as a whole, the English climate is the best in

the world. That it is certainly healthful,

the general physique of our English people

shows."

On being informed of this statement on

high authority the present writer wrote to

His Majesty for permission to quote it, and

received from Buckingham Palace a gracious

authentication and permission.

From another quarter it was pointed out

that H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, in the

course of a speech in India, had made a

similar remark. " I think," observed the

Prince, " that the English climate has been

unjustly maligned. So far from being

' abominable,' I think it is one of the best,

if not the best all-round climate in the

world."

To the question whether the constant

depreciation of the climate in this country

is altogether justified a number of travellers

replied. Lord Brassey's is brief, but to the

point:â��

Lord Brassey begs to say that he shares the view

expressed by Charles II. as to the English climate.

Sir Harry Johnston, the well-known explorer

and author of many works dealing with the

African question, writes :â��

I am glad of the opening that you give me to

defend, if not the climate of Great Britain, at any

rate the climate of the southern half of England

from, let us say, the latitude of Leicester southwards,

including also ihe greater part of Wales. I think it

has Iwen most unjustly and ridiculously attacked, and

faceliie on the subject are as wearisome and as out of

date as jests against a mother-in-law.

All things considered, the average climate of the

southern half of Kngland is the best and healthiest in

the world. Snow is rare in winter (over the

southern half). The summer heats are rarely

oppressive â�� at any rate, for more than three

days out of the three hundred and sixty-live ;

the rainfall is sufficient to maintain a universal and

beautiful vegetation, and yet never reaches the

violence or volume of the Tropics. Tornadoes are

unknown. Our most violent winds, occurring, per-

haps, once in the whole year, would be the average

daily wind in Newfoundland or in temperate South

America for nine months out of the twelve. A

serious drought is unknown in our annals. Rain is

evenly distributed throughout the whole year, and a

glance at statistics will show the liberal amount of

sunshine which blesses, at any rate, the southern half

of England in every month of the year.

And then there is a delightful absence of monotony,

an exquisite unexpectedness alxmt our weather. I

have walked down 1'ortlaiul Place steeped in rosy

sunshine in mid January : I have warmed my hands

over the glowing embers with comfort in mid-

August. With the exception, perhaps, of some parts

of Canada, I believe that Great Britain and Ireland

possess the healthiest climate in the world, as is

evidenced by the general vigour of the people and

the statistics of death-rate and longevity.

Sir Gilbert Parker, M.P., the eminent

author, who has travelled extensively in all

five Continents, writes as follows:â��

Mine is an unpopular view, but I think that there

is no country in the world whose climate, take it day

by day all the year round, is as healthy as that

of England. There are climates of other countries

which for certain months of the year are pleasanterâ��

for instance, that of Egypt, Algeria, France, and

Italyâ��but there are months every year in these

countries when the climate is less endurable than that

of any month in England. There are portions of the

United States where; perhaps, the climate is better all

the year round than that of England as a whole ; but,

while there is a good deal of discomfort attached

to the English climate, it is undoubtedly even and

temperate, one which may, indeed, be called health-

promoting. The air of South Africa is, of course,

wonderful, but it has its extreme of heal, and it has

seasons of great discomfort which discount its general

merit. On the whole we should be content with the

English climate. We may go farther and fare much

worse sooner or later.

Sir William des Voeux, an ex-Colonial

Governor and High Commissioner, writes : â��

I am asked whether the English climate is, as oAen

asserted, the worst in the world, or is, as Charles II.

declared, one of the best, "as in no other country are

there so many days on which one can comfortably

take one's walks abroad." To this question I reply

without hesitation that the depreciation referred to is

not justified, and that the English climate, so far from

being the worst, is, if not the best, at least one of

the best in the world ; in fact, on this point, if on no

other, I am much inclined to agree entirely with the

opinion of Charles II.

The depreciatory view is probably that of people

who have experienced only the best seasons of other

countries and ignored the weather of the rest of the

year. My contrary view is based on experience of

all seasons in the following countries and islands :

Canada and the Northern United States east of the

Rocky Mountains, Newfoundland, British Guiana,

St. Lucia, Trinidad, Fiji, and Hong-Kong ; and of

summer and winter in New South Wales and

Victoria. To California, British Columbia, Bermuda,

Japan, Central China, Hawaii, New Zealand, New

Caledonia, Egypt, the Riviera, Basses - Pyrenees,

Bavaria, the Engadine and other parts of Switzerland,

I have made only short visits, mostly at the best
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seasons, which, if regarded alone, would mislead the

judgment. My estimate of their climates is, there-

fore, derived chiefly from what I have read or have

learned from others.

In no case where I am able to speak of the whole

year from personal experience am I able to regard

the climate otherwise than as distinctly inferior to that

of England. In North America, east of the Rocky

Mountains, the extremes of heat and cold are far

greater than in England. I have seen the ther-

mometer (Fahr.) at minus thirty-six degrees at

Montreal in winter, and the shade temperature at

Quebec and New York in summer up to ninety-five

degrees and over. Even in Toronto, where the

neighbourhood of the great lakes moderates the

extremes, eighty-five degrees in the shade in

summer and minus fifteen degrees in winter are not

uncommon. Moreover, the suddenness of great

coast of which alone I have cognizance) I should

certainly not prefer to England in this respect, owing

to the dampness of its great heat and its prolonged

periods of rainlessness.

Victoria has a lower average and a drier tem-

perature ; but the heat even there is at times very

great. After a January day at Flemington Races,

Government House, Melbourne (the doors and

windows having been closed from early morning),

gave a chill like that felt in an ice-house, 'and yet the

thermometer was at ninety-two degrees ! What must

have been the midday heat in the sun may be

imagined. This exceptional heat is, however, on

account of the dryness, far more bearable than far

lower temperatures in tropical islands; and as it

rarely lasts for many days together it may be held to

be counterbalanced by our English fogs ; so that, as

regards human sensation, but not in other respects.

!

GEORGE CRU1KSHANK S [>EI.IN RATION OF AN ENGLISH JULV.

changes, of which Englishmen are apt to complain, is

far surpassed in Canada and the United States. In

London, Ontario, I once experienced a change from

minus eighteen degrees to seventy-five degrees in the

sunâ��a rise of ninety-three degreesâ��within thirty-six

hours.

In Newfoundland the extremes of temperature are

not nearly so great as on the neighbouring continent,

but the climate, though a healthy one, cannot be held

as equal to ours, as the neighbourhood of icebergs

and the cold Arctic current so lower the average heat

of summer that wheat and some other cereals fail to

ripen.

Tropical countries most Englishmen will probably

agree with me in considering altogether out of court.

At all times of the year within ten degrees of the

Equator, and except for a few weeks in the outer

Tropics, the climate is enervating, nor in any of the

places so situated are "walks abroad" or any form

of exercise particularly agreeable during six to eight

hours of the day.

New South Wales and Victoria (Australia) have

healthy climates, judging by the physique of our

countrymen there. But the former (as regards the

Vol. xxxii. â��1O.

the Victoria climate may perhaps be regarded as the

equal of ours.

The Japanese climate, though on my short visits I

found it very enjoyable, is, I imagine, enervating to

all but Far Eastern races, if one may judge from the

extreme pallor of most of the European residents.

New Zealand and Vancouver's Island may, from

what I have heard, possess climates equal, or even

superior, to ours, though my short sojourns in each

do not enable me to speak from personal experience.

But with these possible exceptions, when general

regard is had for all that is affected by weather

â��health, comfort, capacity for work, the require-

ments of agriculture, etc.â��I consider the English

climate to be on the whole superior to all others.

There are various countries which have periods of

weather which are even more agreeable than any

of which we can boast. For instance, the Indian

summer of North America, which I enjoyed again

last year, is, I consider, in this respect unequalled.

But there are very few, if any, other countries which,

taking the year round, have climates with as few

drawbacks as that which we enjoy. We are some-

times tempted to strong language about the east winds
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of our spring, hut we should lose heavily by exchang-

ing them for the droughts of Australia or the blizzards

and tornadoes of North America. In spite of its fogs,

Ixindon is the healthiest of the great cities of the

world ; and though the crowding into towns may

have deteriorated the average physique of our race,

there are, judging from Iheir rosy cheeks, no healthier

people in the world than the country folks of these

islands or than most of the town people who live in

healthy conditions.

Lord Montagu of Beaulieu, who has

travelled in America, Japan, China, India,

Egypt, and South Africa, writes :â��

In my opinion, our climate, taken as a whole, is

the most pleasant in the world. Although we have

certain long periods of storm, the climate taken

altogether, and the variety of contrasts which it pro-

duces, is, I believe, one of the reasons which has

tended towards rearing one of the finest races in the

world. My only regret is that, with the ever-increas-

ing town population and consequent diminution of

country population, the climate does not have so

much effect on the race as it otherwise would have.

Mr. Harry de Windt, the famous explorer,

writes :â��

In answer to your question, I should say that the

English climate now compares favourably with that

of any other European country, although this was not

always the case.

Americans may jeer at our climate (and they can

certainly boast of a winter paradise in Southern

California), but when a New Yorker begins to talk

about our "samples of weather" I simply remind

him that London is far preferable at any season of

the year to his own capital, which, with its blizzards,

heat waves, gales, and dust, is about the most com-

fortless city (climatically speaking) in the world.

There is little doubt, however, that seasons have

changed with the times, and that the weather con-

ditions over the Continent of Europe have altered for

the worse during the past twenty years, while those

of Great Britain remain practically unchanged. For

instance, only a decade ago it was a common occur-

rence to leave England on a winter's day, embark at

Dover in a dense, chilly mist, and land at Calais in

blazing sunshine ; whereas now it is often vice-vers<\!

Or, again, lake the French and Italian Rivieras, with

their grey skies and cutting east winds, which were

once the exception, but have now become the rule.

Some time ago I was rash enough to purchase a villa

at San Kemo, and gladly sold it, at considerable loss,

after a winter of incessant cold and rain, unrelieved

by a solitary ray of sunshine ! Moreover, 1'aris used

to lie my borne, until the atrocious weather which

has now become prevalent there compelled me to

Isive the gloomy " Yille Lumiere," and live in brighter

London !

All things considered, therefore, I have no grievance

whatever against the English climate, and have

generally found that the bitterest growlers at home

are those who have never suffered the climatic trials

which await them abroad.

We are presented with a different view in

the following. Major-General Baden-Powell

writes :â��

Whether a climate is good or bad depends entirely

on the temperament of the individual who is expe-

riencing it. What is one man's meat is another

man's poison. Hut the temperament of the individual

depends on the condition of his liver. So no definite

description of the climate of England, such as would

be accepted by everyone, seems to me possible.

As regards Charles II., his statement may be read

in two ways. You infer that he considered the

English climate the best in the world ; but is it not

just possible that he meant to say " in no other

country would you so often wish yourself abroad to

take your walk comfortably"? In either case, was

he ever in any other country to judge of its climate,

and so qualified to make comparisons ?

â�¢ Another famous soldier, Major-General

R. H. O'Grady-Haly, writes as follows :â��

In the course of nearly half a century's service I

have become familiar with a considerable portion of

the earth's surface in Europe, Asia, Africa, and

America, and while I am prepared to admit that it is

just possible there may be some portion of the glol>e

afflicted with a worse climate than that of the United

Kingdom, I doubt it very much.

In these circumstances I must, with profound regret,

dissent from the conclusion arrived at by His late

Majesty King Charles II.

'*â�¢

Lord Carrington, President of the Board

of Agriculture, writes with exquisite cheer-

fulness :â��

I am sixty-three years old and have no fault what-

ever t'o find with Old England or its climate.

Mr. Arthur Lee, M.P., late Civil Lord of

the Admiralty, writes :â��

In my opinion, which is fortified by many years'

residence in various parts of the world and by a con-

siderable amount of travel, the British climate is not

only not the " worst in the world," but is incom-

parably the liest.

The true worth of a climate cannot l>e judged by its

selected stages of supreme excellence, which the man

of leisure and wealth can enjoy and then flit elsewhere,

but by the measure of health and comfort which it

confers upon the vast bulk of the population, which is

practically compelled to live always in one place.

In the United Stales, for example, the millionaire,

who can have his spring and autumn home in New

York, his summer home at Bar Harbour or Newport,

and his winter home in Florida or Southern California,

probably enjoys a succession of the finest climates in

the world ; but the average American citizen, who has

to live and work in any one place all the year round,

has to taste the extremes of being almost baked alive

in midsummer and frozen to death in winterâ��not to

mention such minor discomforts as mosquitoes, torna-

does, and earthquakes.

From most of these troubles the permanent dweller

in England is practically exempt ; and whilst I have

no great opinion of Charles II.'s judgment in any

other matter, I think he very shrewdly hit off the

cardinal virtue of the English climate.

Mr. A. G. Hales, the well-known war

correspondent, writes :â��

The English climate is hard, indeed, to describe.

At its best it is as nearly perfect as anything a mortal

can ever hope to come in contact with. At its worst

it leaves a traveller beggared for phrases in which to
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describe it. I know of nothing more radiant, more

filial, more glowing than an Knglish summer's day.

have experienced nothing more depressing than an

English November afternoon, nor have I ever experi-

enced conditions more tantalizing or exasperating

than a spring day can at times provide, with its weird

mixture of sun and shower, warmth and cold, comfort

and discomfort. I have known days in this country

when it seemed to me that, without shifting from my

window, I have sampled the pleasures and pains of

all climates, ranging from the temperate to the torrid

and from the torrid to the frigid zones. One hour all

aglow, the next all ashake ; one hour listening joy-

ously to the cheerful whistling of the birds, the next

AN EIGHTEENTH-CEN I URV

cowering ruefully before the whistling of the wind.

One hour I feel fit to swear that I am a boy in the

bloom of boyhood, the next old age seems to have

arrived with intent to stay. Frankly, England has

not got a climate of her own, yet she embraces all

others. Climatically she is imperial, inasmuch as

she represents in herself all that is good and bad in

her world-wide possessions.

Yet, when I come to sum it all up, to compare the

English climate with that of other lands, I find as

much can be said for it as for any of the others. If

I am chilled in the morning, warmed in the noon-

day hours, and blown off my feet at sundown here,

well, it is better than being frizzled or frozen all day

and every day for months on end, as often happens

elsewhere.

Mr. John Foster Fraser, the brilliant

journalist, who in 1896 made a complete

tour round the world on a bicycle, writes:â��

When the mnn of America sees an Englishman

walk down Fifth Avenue in New York, or along

State Street in Chicago, and notices the visitor has

his trousers turned up, he usually nudges his com-

panion and observes, "Say, it must be raining in

London ! " The habit of many Englishmen always,

wet or shine, to have their trousers turned up is

ascribed to necessity produced by the vileness of the

British climate.

It is no use arguing with the average Amt'ricr.n

about the weather. You might just as well attempt

to convince the untravelled Englishman that all

Americans do not speak down their nose.

If foreigners find fault with our climate, why should

we grumble ? Are we ourselves not always finding

fault with it ? And don't we always "crack up '' the

climate of other countries ? Indeed, we British

people are the champion fault-finders with ourselves.

As a nation we are always putting out our tongue and

deciding we are not health)-.

REI.LA-CARKV1NG HABIT IN ENGLAND.

Now, the Americans are quite certain they have got

the best climate in the world, despite folks being

killed in blizzards or frizzled in torrid heat. "God's

own country ; finest in the world, sir ! " Why

attempt to put them right ? It is a mere matter of

national temperament.

Besides, if you did put the American right, what an

unkindness you would be doing him ! It is his special

privilege among all men on the earth to be ever

engaged in comparison: to the advantage of the " Land

of the Free" and the disadvantage of "Johnny Bull."

He compares what is best in his land with what is

worst in ours and draws deductions. He compares

four cents a mile trains in America with one cent a

mile trains in England ; the residences of Fifth

Avenue millionaires with the dens of the poor in the

East-end ; the charm of the Indian summer with the

fogs of London, which we have about five times in

five years. But he never tells you about the cheap,

safe, and fast travelling on our lines and the dear,

unsafe, and dawdling travelling in his own land ;

about the happy content of English life and the sweat

shops in Chicago's Little Italy; the beautiful

fragrance of an English summer and the vile rain,

sleet, and snow of an American winter. Why should

he ? If he gets happiness in finding fault with our

weather, why should we make him unhappy by
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reminding him of the sweltering heat of summer in

New York and the icy blasts and disgusting con-

ditions of Chicago's streets in winter ?

I am a mere world wanderer. I've been in thirty-

seven or thirty-eight, or it may be forty, different

countries. On and off I have lived three years in the

United States of America. Excepting for six weeks

in September and October, the climate of America

is the most vile and uncomfortable in the world.

England has the most equable and healthy climate

to be found anywhere. But the American will push

my testimony on one side by denouncing me as a

" gol-darned Britisher." And, for once, he will be

quit? accurate.

Dr. W. Gordon-Stables, R.N., the well-

known novelist, who has not been simply an

excursionist or globe-trotter, but has resided

in the countries he has visited, writes :â��

coast and midlands it is splendid. The shores of

Aberdeen are inhospitable only in winter, Edinburgh

variable, while Ireland is charming. So is Skyeâ��a

summer spent in the winged isle can never be for-

gotten ; but when it rains it rains, and is done with it.

We doctors send patients abroad, but we know that

it is more the change of scene and diet and the

enforced rest than the climate which benefit them.

We are apt to forget that, without leaving our own

gardens, we have constant and most beneficial

changes of climate.

Britain, taken all in all, is a very healthy climate.

Moreover, even its disagreeableness has a charm, and

really to this we owe our hardiness as a nation and

our ability to campaign and fight in any country

whatever. For the same reason the Briton, be he

English, Irish, or Scottish, makes by far and away the

best colonist the world has ever known.

Lieutenant-Colonel N. Newnham-Davis,

author and dramatist, and who has travelled

extensively in all -parts of the world, writes :â��

The English climate, like district visitors and

flannel underwear, may not be pretty, but it is good,

and it suits the Englishman better than any other.

Put him down in any earthly paradise in Asia, Africa,

THE 1'LKASUKES OF AN ENGLISH SPRING, BY GEORGE CKU1KSHANK.

As a traveller I must say, firstly, that I have never

known a model or perfect climate, and, secondly,

that these islands have been very much maligned by

transient trippers, and sometimes grumbled at even

by ourselves, because we seem born to growl.

Foreigners speak o( our climate just as they may find

it, and that is a mere matter of luck. Even should

it prove much better than they were led to expect,

the individual " doing " the country is always tired

and therefore cross, and goes away thinking he has

not had enough for his money. Englishmen have

given the Scottish Highlands a bad name for the

same reasons. If they encounter but one shower

of rain, or if a glen is for one day canopied with

clouds, it is called a wet place. These maligners

will refer you to the rainfall, forgetting that more

inches of rain may often be registered in one day in

the Highlands than in a week or fortnight round

Manchester. Travelling in my pleasure caravan as I

have been doing for seventeen springs, summers, and

autumns, I know this country well. Round London

the climate is often unfavourable. All along the east

or America, and he sighs as he thinks regretfully of

London in a pea-soup fog.

Mr. Thomas Greenwood, author of several

works of travel and natural history dealing

with Europe, America, and Africa, writes as

follows :â��

I have just returned from a quick trip across the

Atlantic. After much travel in various parts of the

world I am more than ever satisfied with the English

climate, and next to the English climate I like that

of Canada, so far as I have had experience in the

Dominion. It seems to me that it is a question of

clothes as much as it is a question of climate. I
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" Why does it always rain, or hail, or snow, upon the day of the Ixjrd Mayor's Show?"

ANOTHER CKUIKSHANK SATIRE.

returned from America during the first ten days in

May. Several of the male passengers were shivering

as we neared the Irish coast, as there was a cold snap.

Two owned that they had made a change that morn-

ing into summer garments. I like the Knglish climate

for the following reasons :â��

1. Its invigorating character and freedom from

trying oppressiveness.

2. Its variety is a relief from the monotonous same-

ness of continuous heat or cold.

3- Its changes are conducive to well-sustained

activity in contradistinction to hustle.

4. It may come in samples, but at all events we are

free from the violent samples which are not uncommon

elsewhere.

5. To dress according to the weather and not

according to the calendar aids in a wholesome

indifference as to the weather.

6. Our climate has made us a hardy people. There

is no need to be afraid of ventilation. A very brief

travel in the United States would show any reader the

contrast in this respect between the two countries, and

this difference in the ventilation of workshops, living,

sleeping, and public rooms, stores, steam and road-

cars, is a vital one.

Mr. Budgett Meakin, the well-known lec-

turer, who has spent several years in travel

and study of social questions in nearly every

country of Europe, Asia, North America, and

North Africa, writes :â��

Those who calmly suggest that the English climate

is the " worst in the world " only display their own

ignorance of the conditions prevailing beyond their

day's work. Some of them may, indeed, have visited

certain other countries at specified seasons, which

experience has shown to be the most pleasant there,

but this does not afford a fair comparison. During

many years of travels amid more climates than I can

enumerate, I have come across so many that had

worse features than our own, and so few that were

better, taking them all the year round, that I do not

hesitate in classing the English climate, with all its

faults, as well above the average.

Some may prefer more warmth, as I do myself; some,

more decided cold : and in this way individual taste,

or even questions of health, may lead to strong per-

sonal condemnation of the wet and variable conditions

under which we live, but such opinions are always

misleading. The only true criterion of a climate is its

effect on the physical development of the race and the

resulting activities. One has only to think of the

inertia produced by an excess of heat or cold as one

approaches the Equator or poles, or the comparative

artistic energy of peoples living on dry plains or amid

humid mountains, to realize how much benefit we

derive from living under average, and yet diversified,

conditions, which prepare us to some extent for any

extremes elsewhere. Probably the British races owe

more to their vexatiously changeful climate than to

any other natural influence.

Mr. Cuthbert Christy, a distinguished

traveller and author of several works on

tropical diseases, writes :â��

I regret that I do not see how I can help you with

the elucidation ol a subject obviously so many-sided.

The attacks from time immemorial which you mention

I should be inclined to look upon as strong evidence

for the prosecution, but it seems to suit Britishers

preltv well. I should confine the inquiry to those

who stay at home and know most about it, and who

so order their daily life as to fit in with the climatic

vagaries. For my part I prefer a warmer one, but

each â�� and I have lived a matter of years in four

Continentsâ��has its disadvantages. The word climate

has a very restricted sense now to what it had fifteen

years ago, when all sorts of fevers and diseases were
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put down to "climate," much in the same way as in

days gone by mysterious occurrences were put down

to the supernaturalâ��a word for which we now have

no use in the language.

Mr. Bennet Burleigh, the well-known war

correspondent, writes :â��â�¢

This surely is a bad year to discuss so tricky a sub-

ject. As the American aforetime remarked: of

climate we have none, of weather a superabundance.

My wife reminds me that but recently there was

within the period of twenty-four hours the round of

the four seasons of the year. Speaking for myself,

as a globe-ranger, I adopt the view of the willy

monarch who never said a foolish thing: In

England, meaning thereby the United Kingdom,

the extremes of temperature are rarely unbearable,

and there are few days, or none, in the year wherein

a healthy person cannot walk and work out of doors.

Where, the world round, can you see such grass and

green fields ? And that testimony of Nature's

beneficent kindness to our homeland is better than

the inscribed opinion of men born to ailments.

Mr. George Griffith, who has travelled six

and a half times round the world, and who

claims to have established a record by having

once accomplished that journey in sixty-four

and a half days, writes :â��

In answer to your question, I have no hesitation in

(jiving a direct negative. The British climate, so far

from being the worst in the world, is, for all work-a-

day purposes, about the best. The one serious charge

that can be properly brought against it is its disgust-

ing changeability, and it is this which leads the hasty

observer from other countries to use strong and ill-

consideied language about it. These people remind

me of the French commercial traveller who went to

Manchester for three days. It rained every day.

Two years afterwards he went back to Manchester

and arrived, as it happened, on a wet day. " Ah,

ma/oi.'"he said, as he put up his umbrella with

a jerk of disgust, "it is raining still!" During

a pretty wide experience I have never found

really travelled men who run down the British

climate, except, perhaps, when they are in England.

After a man has made personal acquaintance with

blizzards, sand-storms, hot winds, suffocating calms,

swamp-reek, every breath of which may carry death,

falls of temperature from more than summer heat to

ten or fifteen degrees of frost inside half an hourâ��

this happens every night on the eastern slope of the

Andes, above seven thousand

five hundred feet â�� to say

nothing of the thousand and

one pests and scourges which are almost entirely due to

climate, he will think twice before he commits himself

to any sweeping condemnation of British weather.

And then it must be remembered that, when it is

in the humour, the much-maligned British climate

can produce days, and nights too, which, as far as I

know, are not to be found anywhere else. When I

was just finishing my race round the world against

time it happened that in the saloon there were about

twenty American passengers who were making their

first trip across. It was a perfect English May

morning. The steamer kept well in shore, and

those American passengers kept on deck. Break-

fast had no charms for them. They were not

going to miss one mile of that marvellous green,

sunlit landscape, and they didn't. It was the green

that caught them and held them. They had plenty

of sunlight and blue sky at home, more than we have

here, but they had no green that is really green. It

is admitted that the unique charm of these islands" is

their greenery. There is no other green like it on

the face of the earth, and without the British climate

you could not have that green ; and, after all, even

its vagaries only make us use, or think, strong

language. They don't keep us thirsting for ten

months in the year and drown us in the other two.

Nor, it we happen to have planted our homestead in

a snug little wooded valley in Kent or Sussex, does

the British climate try to improve on the arrangement

by heaving it in ill-assorted fragments into the middle

of the Essex marshes. We undoubtedly suffer a lot

from atmospheric eccentricities in this country, but at

least we have them fairly well spread over the year.

Mr. ]. Henniker Heaton, M.P., writes :â��

You ask for my opinion of our much-maligned

climate. If anyone is in doubt as to its excellence,

he cannot do better than refer to a book entitled

" In Search of a Climate," which gives the expe-

riences of a young fellow in search of health, who,

after travelling all over the world, was forced to the

conclusion that the English climate was the best after

all. My own opinion, formed after a long and varied

experience of many lands and climes, may be summed

up in the words of the great Duke of Wellington :

" There is no place half !-o good as England for six

months of the year, and I know of no belter for the

other six."

Thus it will be seen that, of the twenty-two

authorities who have given their opinion of

Britain's climatic equalities, there are only one

or two real dissentients from the Royal dictum

that the weather of this island, like the

British Constitution, is

the finest in the world.



That Boimder Bodley.

BY MRS. BAILLIE REYNOLDS.

E is the kind of man that

wears a flower-garden in his

button-hole and thinks the

way to make you his friend

is to lunch you lavishly, with

dry champagne and cigars

that he imports specially. A big, florid

chap, expansive and sentimental, though

cute as they make them when it comes to

finance.

He grew rich suddenly. Of course, for

the last ten years â�� ever since I've known

him, in fact â�� he has done himself well;

driven a motor, and so on. But last year

he made a scoop ; and to-day he must be

worth a really high figure.

I've always held off him a bit Neverthe-

less, it doesn't do to be on bad terms with

him. He's a useful man to know, but he

positively reeks of the Stock Exchange; and

though I'm in the House myselfâ��being that

despicable animal, a younger sonâ��I don't

forget that I'm a Lessingham, and I don't

care to be seen with a chap whose voice is

loud, and who wants to seem intimate. He

has an old middle-class mother, they say, in

a red-brick palace down Streatham way; and

he knows all kinds of impossible people.

The other day he swooped down on me in

the House.

" Look here, Lessingham, you've got to

lunch with me. I've something to tell youâ��

something I must tell you."

" No good," I said, crossly. " I've just

sold a bear of Blue Dip Levels; and I'm

not going out till my book's even."

" Blue Dip Levels? I'm a bull of them,"

he returned, briskly. " Let you have five

hundred at an eighth, to even your book.

That suit ? "

This wasÂ» pretty decent of him, as they

were a rising market. He's kind-hearted

enough. We were out in Lothbury before I

had time to answer; he had hailed a

hansom, and we were off.

" Now !" he said, turning to me with his

most expansive manner. " Now, what d'you

think ? I'm going to be married ! What's

more, I'm going to marry right into your set!

What d'you say to that ? "

" Well, of course, I'm not surprised," I

said ; which was true enough. Our set will

swallow any pill that's well gilt.

"Ah!" he said, dropping his voice, and

speaking all of a sudden as if he were in

church, " I can't believe it yet. The thing

only happened yesterday. I don't know

whether I'm on my head or my heels !

It's little Daisy Delamay, Lord Dacent's

youngest."

I stared at him. " What, Dacent! He

came finally to grief over the St. Legerâ��

declared bankrupt last Mondayâ��eh ? "

He nodded.

" And she accepted youâ��yesterday ? " I

whistled, thoughtfully.

He flushed up furiously. " Look here, do

you mean to insinuate "

" Nothing at all, of course. I was only

thinking you're a chivalrous chap to marry

into a stony-broke lot like that."

He laughed as gaily as a boyâ��he can't be

many years under fortyâ��and passed his hand

first under one side, then the other of his

scrubby moustacheâ��a trick he has. A

diamond ring twinkled on his little finger.

The thought of one of the Delamays and

that outsider!

I said no more.

"Tell you what it is," he remarked,

abruptly, after the cab had put us down at

Angelo's; " I feel like hanging her round

with ropes of diamonds."

" Don't do that," I said, hastily ; " that is,

unless you want to settle your hash."

" Hey ? " he said, anxiously. " I'm obliged

for that hint. You're in her set. I thought

you'd coach me a bit. You know what that

sort of girl would like."

" Of course," I replied, thawing as I yielded

to the benign influence of the excellent lunch

Bodley had ordered. " I'll coach you. But

now tell me about her ; is she a blonde ? "

He looked up sharply. " You've never

met her ? "

" I'm not sure. I met one Miss Delamay,

who's a great golfer, at Mrs. Elphinston's."

" That's Penelope," he said, his voice, as

it were, wallowing in the elder Miss Delamay's

Christian name. " Daisy is very fair as

regards hair and skin, but her eyes "

He paused for a simile, and presently re-

marked in his church voice : " They made

me think of dewdrops on very dark purple

pansies."

I looked at him with a passing spasm of

pity. This girl would use him as a milch

cow. I know the modern girlâ��hard as nails.

Daisy Delamay is a gambler's daughter; she

has been obliged to know from childhood

exactly how many beans make five. She will

take all that this unsophisticated idiot pours
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out at her feetâ��jewels, mansions, gowns,

motors, yachtsâ��all the things that make up

our "champagne standard." What is he

going to get in exchange? A wife who is

the Hon. Mrs. Bodleyâ��a hostess for his

guests. No, not that. She won't allow him

to invite his guests : they will be hers. She

may tolerate his presence in his own house

so long as the supplies are regular, and he

neither gets in the way nor tries to have a

voice in the question as to how she uses his

money or her time. A poor enough bargain,

to all seeming.

But it seemed to content him, and in

matters which he understood this man was

no fool.

" I suppose you know the terms of the

modern marriage ? " I said, casually. " It's

the girl who scores all along the line. You'll

be lucky if she ever allows you to set foot in

her private suite of apartments."

His eye lit up with a queer flash. " You're

right," he said, under his breath, " you're

right. I shall."

Nothing more to be said, obviously, in a

case like this.

" She's a fortunate young woman," I re-

marked, lightly. "Got her picture on you?".

He drew a leather case from his pocket,

looked round to see that no waiters were

near, and opened it with reverence.

I had a revulsion of feeling.

This was the face of an innocent girlâ��

young, fair, appealing. There was thought

in the open brow, refinement in the delicate

mouth, the poise of the head was spirited.

This was a pearl indeed. Was this perfect,

untainted, untamed being to be given over to

that bounder Bodley ?

" Why," I said, fairly jolted out of my

usual manner, " she's lovely, positively

lovely!"

" Ain't she ? " he responded, absorbedly.

He really said "ain't." I fancy he was off

his guard.

" Look here," I stipulated, " if I take you

to Scuderi's and tell you what to buy, you've

got to introduce me to herâ��see ? "

" Like a shot. Are you playing polo at

Ranelagh on Saturday ? "

" Yes, for the Cavendish team."

"All right; she's coming."

" She's in town, then? "

- "The Elphinstons have invited her to

Eaton Square to get her trousseau."

It was a most exquisite June Saturday. I

have never seen Ranelagh more crowded or

more full of pretty gowns. The climbing

roses on the terrace were a mass of bloom,

and when I first saw Daisy Delamay she was

standing on the terrace all in white, with a

white sunshade, patterned with a border of

pink roses, behind her head like a frame.

She had La France roses fastened in her

gown, and she wore as her only ornament the

lovely, quaint jewelled necklace that Bodleyâ��

or rather Iâ��had chosen for her. Bodley was

beside her, introducing her to some terribly

full-blown friends of his, in riotous colours.

She looked like a snow-maiden among them.

Her eyesâ��I could see in a moment what

Bodley meant about the pansiesâ��her eyes

seemed to leap to mine with a kind of recog-

nition. She was

' HE DREW A LEATHER CASE FROM HIS PUCKET."

drowning in a sea

of suburban smiles,

suffocated in the

wild millinery and

aggressive perfume

and dyed hair of

over-demonstrative

creatures, gushing

at her with expen-

sive sets of false

teeth. She caught

at me as at a

vestige of the world

she knew. When

we moved off to

the polo ground,

somehow I found

that Mrs. Elphin-

ston, she, and I

were together, and

Bodley was con-
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voying the noisy

crew behind.

I don't know

how he got rid of

them, but he did,

and came up with

us very soon. He

was marvellously

arrayed ; much too

obviously so. But

I could see that he

was as nervous as

a colt in Miss De-

lamay's company.

When she spoke

to him he seemed

to quiver all over.

I will say that he

appeared at his

worst ; he was

not always such a

juggins: I heartily

pitied the poor

fellow.

" Frederic," said

Daisy, in her low,

clear tones, "I

think we should

be more in the

shade on the other

side of the course."

He started forward eagerly to do her

bidding. " Hear her call me Frederic ? " he

murmured to me, in course of carrying their

chairs across. " Jove, what shall I feel like

when she gets to Freddie ? "

The analysis of his probable emotions in

such a contingency was beyond me.

Before very long I had to go and change

for the match. But afterwards, at tea, I got

a chance to talk to her a bit, and when I

found she knew all about gees, I took her to

the stable to look at my ponies.

I believe that anyhow, in the most ordinary

circumstances, it would have been a case of

love at first sight with me ; but meeting her

as I did, with tragedy looming over her, with

the shadow of that bounder Bodley across

her path, my whole heart went out to her

with a special kind of poignancy.

I felt as if she were Andromeda, Bodley

the sea-monster, and I Perseus. Her people

had handed her over, bound, to the monster ;

only my strong right arm could free her.

But how ? Of course, I am not a catch,

like Bodley. On the other hand, lam not

by any means an ineligible. I could name

severalâ��but this is egotism.

" Bodley's given you a charming necklace,"

Vol. xxx ii.â��11.

SHE LOOKED LIKE A SNOW-MAIDEN AMONG THEM."

I remarked, as we strolled leisurely back

to where poor Bodley was boring Mrs,

Elphinston, who had declined the visit to the

stables.

" Yes," she said, " I like it very much.

And it isn't the kind of thing I should have

expected him to choose. I wonder how he

knew that I like quaint gems ? "

I felt very magnanimous in not then and

there revealing that I had played Cyrano to

Bodley's Chretien.

" When a man's in love he has flashes of

inspiration," I said.

" Does he?" said Daisy.

Bodley was delighted at my praise of his

fiancee. He was also hugely obliged to me

for consenting to make a fourth when he

took her and Mrs. Elphinston out, at which

times it was natural that we should occa-

sionally change partners. It was understood

that we never intruded till after lunch, for

they were busy shopping trousseau all the

morning. But I found it so easy to elicit

from Mrs. Elphinston the fact that Daisy

would be going alone to Conduit Street or

Bond Street next forenoon, that I could not

avoid the surmise that she saw how matters
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stood with me, and was conniving at the plot.

She did not make much secret of her own

distaste for the unhappy Bodley, who grew

more and more nervous and ill-assured as his

marriage drew nearer.

He was the most docile of lovers. His

old mother was to be left in undisputed

possession of the red-brick Streatham palace,

and Daisy was to be installed in a charming

little house in Green Street.

To Mrs. Elphinston fell all the arrange-

ment of the wedding. In fact, as it Was to be

from her house, she had the game largely in

her own hands. She had to settle with

Bodley as to which of his friends she would

allow to be invited. Daisy said she did not

in the least mind what curious people came

to see her married. "It is Frederic's

wedding as much as mine, I suppose ! " she

said, with the quiet, dignified reserve which

she always wore, like a coat of mail.

" My dear, he's paying for most things, but

he's not paying for the wedding, and I

suppose I may select the people who come

to my own house?" said Mrs. Elphinston,

with pardonable warmth.

" Then you must tell him so ; I won't,"

quoth Daisy.

Bodley confessed to me one day, when, to

his bliss, he had succeeded in persuading

Daisy to a whole day's motoring, that he

achieved very little progress towards in-

timacy.

" These high-bred girls are so dashed self-

possessed and calm," he said. " I'm so

nervous of her, I can't speak, not to say what

I mean. I sit there with my heart thumping

and my brain tingling with all I want to tell

her ; and the only things I can get off my

chest are drivel about the motor and the ne.w

house and the weather."

" Doesn't she help you out ?"

He shook his head gloomily. " I think

she's shy, too. You know "â��he paced up

and down my roomâ��"you know, the day

I brought her that necklace, the first one I

gave her, she was so pleased and lifted her

face so exquisitely that Iâ��kissed her."

Overcome with the memory he went to the

mantelpiece and covered his eyes with his

hand.

" Sheâ��I give you my word, I don't think

she minded ; she didn't seem to draw away

at all. I, by Jove â�� I was in the seventh

heaven ! But, if you'll credit me, Lessing-

ham, I've never had the pluck to do it again."

I could easily believe it. Yes, onceâ��â�¢

before she had seen me and before she knew

how to strengthen her defencesâ��he had over-

leaped them. But there would be no recur-

rence of such opportunity. Poor wretch, I

pitied him ; and a kind of anger arose in my

soul against the girl who, however hard pushed,

would take and throw away a feeling which,

uncouth enough, was so manifestly genuine.

No sooner had this feeling arisen, however,

than I perceived the answer.

I have not been to see Bernard Shaw's

plays for nothing. I have realized that there

is no such thing as a fixed code of morals.

Everything depends on personal judgment.

Courage is the virtue of virtues, and if I had

the courage to snatch Daisy from the fate

that awaited her, and to face the conse-

quences, was a conventional standard of

fidelity to a friend to interfere with me?

Bodley wasn't my friend in any true sense

of the word.

No, thank the Fates ! Bodley may be

bourgeois, but I am not. Bodley likes a

good melodrama, and feels his big chest

heave with a responsive thrill when the in-

corruptible hero stammers out, " No ; you

are hisâ��his! Not even for the kisses of

your lips will I betray my friend !"

Such claptrap has no appeal for me.

Right and wrong indeed ! Which is right

in our case, I should like to know ? Which is

wrong ?

Throughout these days Daisy's behaviour

was perfect. She liked meâ��I felt sure of

that ; but her armour of dignity never

deserted her. She greeted me always with

frank pleasure when we met; but she was

not at all an easy girl to be on an intimate

footing with. However, I could make her

talk sometimes about impersonal thingsâ��â�¢

about my philosophy of life and my contempt

for conventional standards.

" Conventional standards are so middle-

class," I said.

" Are they the worse for that ? " asked

Daisy.

" Are you an admirer of mediocrity ? " I

retorted.

" I think you are confusing two ideas," she

replied, quite simply. "To be middle-class

is surely not to be mediocre. I am thinking

of the class that produced Dr. Johnson,

Keats, Goethe, Robert Browningâ��just to

mention one or two that jump into one's

mind at random."

I was a little surprised. " Don't you stick

up for your own class ? " I asked.

" My class ? " She looked squarely at me.

" I suppose you mean the criminal class,"

she said, incisively; " the class that gambles

with money that belongs to other people."
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" Oh, you hurt meâ��you really hurt me !"

I complained. "Are you learning this

inflated nonsense from Bodley? Read

'Widowers' Houses,' and you'll find that

Bodley's millions come from just as tainted

a source, only he's never thought about it.

We are all wrong together. Nobody is right.

The desire to be right is the eternal phari-

saism. One can only do what one dares."

" What one dares ?" said Daisy. She

looked at me with

those deep eyes

kindled, her lovely

little face trans-

figured. " I am

learning," she

said, under her

breathâ��" learning

life so fast; get-

ting in touch with

the meaning of

things "

I was in a whirl.

I hardly knew

what I had said

to move her so,

but I felt that we

had made an

enormous stride

towards intimacy.

It was hard that

just at that psychi-

cal moment we

reached Mrs.

Elphinston's door-

step, and she held

out her hand to

say good-bye.

Reflecting on

what she had said,

I saw that she was

most unusually

intellectualâ��for a woman. She

had thought over things about

which I never should have

credited her with having an

opinion. I was sure that, in consenting to

marry Bodley, she was doing what seemed to

her an act of heroism ; and it flashed upon

me that, if I could only convince her that

she was mistaken, my cause was won.

It so happened that on the following day

Bodley wras intending to run down on his

motor to see a little place he was going to

take for part of his honeymoon, and Daisy

would be alone.

People must do what they dare. I felt

that I must dare that day or never. The

wedding-day drew uncomfortably near. And,

after all, I was extraordinarily uncertain as

to the progress I had made.

Mrs. Elphinston was in the drawing-room,

and smiled enigmatically when I appeared.

We chatted a few minutes, and then, rising

languidly, she opened the boudoir door.

" Daisy, I must write a note," she said.

" Come and amuse this man for a few

minutes." So saying, she went out.

Daisy was visible through the doorway,

seated at a writing-table with her

back to me. A jewel-case and

a letterâ��I recognised Bodley's

neat little commercial scriptâ��

lay beside her. She had

half turned round on her

chair at her friend's sum-

mons, but she kept her

face averted ; and

I saw, with a great

bound of my

heart, that her

handkerchief was

held to her eyes.

There was

something tre-

mendous in my

having come

upon her with her

guard down. It

was almost as

great a shock to

me to see her

crying as it would

have been lo see

a man do it.

For a moment an

instinctive some-

thing made me

inclined to turn

and hurry away

with a heartfelt

apology for intru-

sion. But I re-

membered in time

that I must dare

â��not turn tail. It seemed to me that there

could be but one cause for her tears, and

the notion agitated me profoundly. It was

my moment, doubtless.

" Daisy ! Daisy ! " I burst forth.

She sprang to her feet, faced round, and

her society smile came out.

" Ohâ��is it you ? " She caught her breath.

Her eyes were heavy and bore the unmis-

takable, swimming look of tears recently

shed.

I put down my hat, went to her, and firmly

took both her hands in mine. When I felt

SHE HELD OUT HER HAND TO SAY GOOD-BYE.
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her mute resistance, I inly vowed to conquer

with a high hand. I made her sit down on

a little Chesterfield that stood near the

writing-table, and I seated myself beside her,

still grasping her two slight hands.

" I love you," I said, kissing first one of

them, then the other. " You are not to

marry that bounder : I forbid it. Do you

understand ? I forbid it."

She determinedly drew away her hands

from mine, but she did not flinch ; she looked

more astonished than agitated. " Thatâ��

bounder ?" she repeated, to gain time, I

thought.

" That bounder Bodley ! " I vehemently

cried. " I came just in time to prevent your

being sacrificed ! "

She looked at me in the strangest way.

" Do you know what you are saying, Mr.

Lessingham ?" In my impetuosity I went

down on my knees at her feet.

" Do I know ?" I said, in tones of the

deepest earnestness. " It is the only thing I

feel I have ever known with certainty ; and

you know, too, quite well; don't try to keep

up pretences with me ! From the first time

our eyes met, that day at Ranelagh, I have

known that you are mine, and you have

known it, too, though you dare not admit it

to yourself. I could not tell how to claim

you until, yesterday, Fate put a word in my

mouth. This word : We must do what we

dare."

As she drew herself away from me, I

caught a look of something like terror on her

face. She was going to say and do the usual

thing, not because she herself was artificial,

but because all the old, insincere traditions

so clung to her that she could not shake

them off. " Don't!" I cried, sharply.

" Don't, for pity's sake ! Don't urge your

broken faith to him ; that's the flimsy guile of

the old morality ! Look at the thing clearly.

You know you can never belong to him

in any but the mere physical sense! Even

from the conventional point of view you

break faith with him more completely by

marrying him than by telling the truth ! . . ."

My voice broke off. I caught my breath ;

for Daisy was sitting very still, a strange

smile on her face, looking over my head. I

turned, and got abruptly to my feet; there in

the open doorway stood poor Bodley, just

returned. His hands were full of carnations ;

a flower was in the button-hole of his jaunty,

grey frock-coat. But on his face the most

awful, stricken look I ever saw. For a

moment, when I first saw that look, I

declare I felt like apologizing, so strong are

the chains of old habit. Then, of course, I

realized that this was the best thing that

could possibly have happened It was some-

thing that had to be gone through, and the

sooner the better. All now depended upon

my showing Daisy that I had the courage of

my opinions; I nerved myself for the con-

flict, but as I was opening my mouth Daisy,

who had risen from her seat, quietly spoke

with the utmost composure.

" Come in, Frederic ; I am very glad to

see you. Mr. Lessingham hasâ��has some-

thing to tell you."

Bodley came in. A new, wonderful dignity

was on his face. Its unusual pallor fined

him down, so to speak, and let you see what

a good-looking chap he was.

" It doesn't need any telling," he said,

hoarsely, but quite temperately. " I've got

eyes; I can see."

He stood by the table, on which he laid

the flowers he had brought to propitiate his

victim; something in his bearing checked

me in the act of beginning my apologia ; and

after a minute's pause he said, more shakily,

"Lessingham, I trusted you."

That gave me the fillip I needed and

unloosed my tongue.

" Oh, you must allow me to deprecate your

use of such a meaningless phrase," I said,

hastily. " If Miss Delamay had been yours

in any real sense, could I have succeeded ? "

"That's true," he returned, heavily.

Daisy had withdrawn a little, as if she

would leave the development of the situation

to him and me. She stood by the writing-

table, where lay a lovely bit of enamel he had

sent her, with I know not what foolish words.

She laid her hand over his letter with what I

could have fancied was a caressing gesture ;

and then, as if with a sudden resolution, she

turned to him, very pale.

"Frederic, if I should tell you that I find

I have made a mistakeâ��if I should say

that I want to correct it before it is too late ;

if I say that I am sorry, but that I own

I was wrong and wish to do right now;

that I will still keep my promise to you if

you require it of me now that you knowâ��

what should you say to me ? "

He had been staring miserably down at

the flowers while she got out her faltering

words ; now he raised his eyes and fixed

them on her little pale face. I had never

thought any man's eyes could express such

love and agonyâ��much less that man's.

" You know," he said, with difficulty.

" What could I say? Only that you must

do what will be forâ��your happiness."
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His whole big body was tense with the

strain of saying those few words without

break of voice. He looked towards the half-

open door as if he would rush from this

torture-chamber.

But Daisy let fall a few more faltering

words.

" Should you blame meâ��very much ? "

" Blame you ? " He broke off, struggled

fiercely with emotion, and conquered. " God

forbid ! " he said, almost majestically.

She moved quickly forward on that. I

remember her gown was a wondrous delicate

shade of blue, and it moved with a rustling

like a gentle,

whispering wind,

so that I thought

her like a blue-

bell swaying on

its stem. She

went up close to

Bodley, whose

head was sunk

upon his chest,

and took his

hand between

hers. He made

a violent move-

ment to release

it, but she held

on. I thought

her needlessly

cruel.

"Now, Mr.

Lessingh a m,"

said she, in a

ringing voice as

of triumph, "are

you satisfied that

you were wrong,

and that I am not

going to marry

a bounder'I"

I jumped pretty

well out of my

skin, I was so

astonished.

" Thank God for the middle classes!

Thank God for conventional morality ! " said

Daisy, rapidly, and with a passion I had

never seen in her. " I'm the daughter of a

gambler, a man who broke faith, a dishonest

man ! But this man trusted me, and this

man has won me."

"SHE WENT UP CI.OSK TO BODLEY,

CHEST, AND TOOK HIS

Turning round to her bewildered lover,

she stood a-tiptoe and flung her arms round

his great, powerful neck.

" Freddie ! " she cried, " forgive me ! I

never had any more intention of marrying

Mr. I-essingham than of marrying the man

in the moon ! He took me unawares just

now. When he came inâ��a minute or two

before you didâ��I was crying to myself over

this letter of yours to meâ��crying for joy of

being so lovedâ��I who have had none to

love me all my life â�� wishing something

would give me courage to let you see how

dearly I love you. Why, Freddie, this man

belongs to the

wretched, useless

class that I've

come out ofâ��

that you're going

to free me from

for always and

always. He will

never be with-

out a sordid

sophistry to

cover up his

selfishness. But

you, dear, you

don't argueâ��you

just are I And

when he called

you a bounder

I felt I simply

had to show him

his mistake, even

at the cost of a

few minutes' pain

to you !"

I saw his

arms go round

her. I heard

his voice cry

" Daisy ! " as a

man may cry

"Water!" in

the desert. No-

thing seemed

left for me but to go. I went.

How illogical are human impulses !

But my satisfaction is to believe, with our

great dramatist, that a lifetime of happiness

is impossible; especially when it is based, as

theirs is, on a simply pitiable exhibition of

cheap melodrama.

WHOSE HEAU WAS SUNK UPON HIS

HAND BETXVEEN HERS."
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XIII.

SOMEWHAT untoward inci-

dent happened at the last

meeting of the Strand Club.

Matters threatened at one time

to become rather exciting.

Bolman, like Mrs. Peery-

bingle, began it. He asked Hassall if he

would oblige him with "a polite Indian

colonel tranquilly partaking of a rappee while

riding in a punkah." Hassall inquired if

this was intended to be funny. Bolman

appeared to resent this.

He said that the story he

was about to tell was the

funniest he had ever heard

in his life, but that he

could not possibly relate

it unless the artist first

complied with his request.

Whereupon Hassall drew

a capital but wholly irrele-

vant sketch of Bolman in

a pugaree helmet astride

an ostrich, which evoked

roars of laughter. Bolman

said this completely put

him off his story, but that

he had another one which

he had asked Arthur

Rackham to illustrate, and

which he would relate later

on in the evening.

In the meantime our clever Gallic confrere,

Charles Huard, obliged the company with

the following story, accompanied by a spirited

sketch.

Huard: In one of the cheaper theatres,

during the course of a spectacular play, a

huntsman was supposed to shoot a bear in

the presence of the audience. One even-

ing, after taking careful aim, the hunter

pulled the trigger, but his gun refused to

work. He tried a second and then a third

HOARD'S ILLUSTRATION TO HIS OWN STORY OF THE POISONED BEAR.
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HASSALL S DRAWING TO ILLUSTRATE THE LUNATIC ASYLUM STORY,

time, but to no avail. The situation became

desperateâ��nay, ridiculous. A titter went up

from the stalls. The huntsman was rapidly

losing his head when the actor impersonating

the bear saved the day by falling upon

the stage, crying: " I am dying, dyingâ��

poisoned ! "

Two of the members related similar

instances of presence of mind on the stage,

and then Emberton remarked :â��

" Absence of mind occasionally exhibits

considerable presence of mind."

Emanuel (in the Chair): I don't wish to

appear unduly

critical, but will

you kindly ex-

plain what you

mean by that

remark ?

Emberton:

Certainly. Here

is a case in point.

They were build-

ing a new wing at

the county asy-

lum. One of the

able - bodied in-

mates mingled

with the gang of

workmen, seized

a wheelbarrow,

and commenced

trundling it up

and down. He

continued this

with great regularity, and

the foreman of the gang

spoke to him.

" That is not the

way to wheel that

barrow," he said. "You

have got it upside

down."

"Oh, no," said

the poor fellow.

"This is the right

side up."

"No; I tell

you you've got it

upside down.

You should turn

it up the other

way."

"Oh, no," re-

plied the other,

cheerfully; "this is the

right way. I had it up the

other way yesterday and

they put bricks in it!"

At the Chairman's request Hassall executed

a clever delineation of the incident, which is

herewith reproduced.

Emanuel: Speaking of lunatic asylums,

I know a very bright young artist whose mind

has recently become unhinged owing to a

shocking accident in an exhibition catalogue.

If you will allow me I will make a rough

diagram of how it happened. I may add

.that I am not a bright young artist myself.

(Hear, hear.)

Emanuel, after a protracted interval, during

which the Deputy-Chairman, Lawson Wood,

"SHOCKING ACCIDENT IN AN EXHIBITION CATALOGUE "â��BY WALTER EMANIT
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AND THE UNGALLANT SAILOR.

sang a comic song about a pathetic young

cocoanut which tried to shave itself with a

safety razor, produced the illustration on the

previous page, which is exactly as he drew it.

Hesketh: I think the remarks sailors on

ocean liners have to put up with must be

very trying. I heard of one bluff old salt the

other day who returned rather an ungallant,

but very pertinent, answer to the seventeenth

lady who was pestering him with questions.

She asked him :â��

" Have you ever seen worse weather than

this, Mr. Sailor?"

"Take the tip from an old salt, mum," he

said ; " the weather's

never very bad while

there's any females on

deck a-talking abaht it."

Above is Frank Rey

nolds's delineation

of the marine

incident.

The talk ran on

amateur photo-

graphers, and

Mallard said that

the worst instance

of zeal that he

had ever heard of

occurred last sum-

mer in the Peak district. It seems

that a poor, unfortunate climber

had got himself caught in a most

dangerous position on the side

of a precipice, and was cling-

ing on for dear

life, expecting

every moment

to be his last.

In fact, he felt

he could

hardly have

clung longer

than four or

five minutes

at the outside.

Again and

again his cry

rang out â��

"Help! help!''

wh en a di s-

m o u n ted

cyclist, attrac-

ted by his

cries, looked

up, and, seeing

him in this

predicament,

called out,

" Would you

mind â�� hold-

ing onâ��a few

minutes

longer, please

â�� I want to

run and fetch

my camera!"

Lorrison said

he had Olten HALLAR1)'S DRAWING TO EXPLAIN THI

heard of Simi- STORY or THE TOO ENTHUSIASTIC

lar cases of fHOTocRA,HKK.

heartlessness in the streets of London. Once,

he declared, he overheard a passenger on a

TOM BROWNE'S DELINEATION OF THE 'BUS INCIDENT.
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'bus cry out: " I

say, conductor,

there's an old

gentleman fallen

off the "bus."

"Oh, that's

all right, sir,"

answered the

conductor,

affably ; " he's

paid his fare ! "

To Mr. Tom

Browne, who, by

the bye, was on the

eve of sailing for

America, fell the

task of pictorially

explaining the

scene laconically

described by Lor-

rison. Several

members related

Board-school

stories, some of

them quite amus-

ing. The best was

related by Boyle,

and illustrated by

Lawson Wood,

which, he said, had actually happened a few

days before. One of the teachers, whose

complexion was not her strong point, asked

the class : " What does w-h-i-t-e spell ? " There

was no answer. " Don't any of you know

what w-h-i-t-e spells?" Again the infants

looked puzzled. " Come, now," she con-

tinued, encouragingly, " what is the colour of

LAWSON WOOD'S ILLUSTRATION TO BOYLE'S STORY OF THE SAFKRON

COMfLKXIONEO SCHOOL TEACHER.

my skin?" Where-

upon the class,

in loud chorus,

voc i fe ra ted:

" Yellow, miss ! "

On Muttle re-

marking that he

had lately invested

in a new patent

folding bed, Mc-

Cormick told of an

unfortunate in-

dividual of his

acquaintance who

reached home late

one night and flung

himself down

wearily athwart his

ingenious couch,

when it suddenly

doubled up, and

there he lay

throughout the

watches of the

night. In the moru^

ing the domestic

knocked at the

door and entered

with the breakfast

tray. As the blinds were drawn she did not at

first perceive the position,and asked," Will you

have anything else with your breakfast, sir ? "

"Anything else!" retorted the victim.

" Yes, you can bring me an axe, a couple of

hammers, a saw, a pickaxe, and a crowbar."

This is the narrator's lightning black-board

sketch of his friend's unhappy predicament.

Vol. xxxii.â��12.

MCCORMICK'S NOTION OF THE PATENT FOLDING BED INCIDENT.



LLNESS ? said the night watch-

man, slowly. Yes, sailormen

get ill sometimes, but not

'aving the time for it that other

people have, and there being

no doctors at sea, they soon

pick up agin. Ashore, if a man's ill he

goes to a horsepittle and 'as a nice nurse

to wait on 'im ; at sea the mate comes

down and tells 'im that there is nothing

the matter with 'im, and asks 'im if he

ain't ashamed of 'imself. The only mate

I ever knew that showed any feeling was one

who ;ad been a doctor and 'ad gone to sea

to better 'imself. He didn't believe in

medicine ; his idea was to cut things out,

and he was so kind and tender, and so

fond of 'is box of knives and saws, that you

wouldn't ha' thought anybody could 'ave had

the 'art to say " no " to him. But they did.

I remember 'im getting up at four o'clock

one morning to cut a man's leg off, and at

ha'-past three the chap was sitting up aloft

with four pairs o' trousers on and a belaying-

pin in his 'and.

One chap I knew, Joe Summers by name,

got so sick o' work one v'y'ge that he went

mad. Not dangerous mad, mind you. Just

silly. One thing he did was to pretend that

Copyright, 1906, by W. W. Jaco

the skipper was 'is little boy, and foller 'im

up unbeknown and pat his 'ed. At last, to

pacify him, the old man pretended that he

was 'is little boy, and a precious handful of

a boy he was too, I can tell you. Fust of

all he showed 'is father 'ow they wrestled at

school, and arter that he showed 'im 'ow he

â�¢arf killed another boy in fifteen rounds.

Leastways he was going to, but arter seven

rounds loe's madness left 'im all of a sudden

and he was as right as ever he was.

Sailormen are more frequent ill ashore than

at sea ; they've got more time for it, I s'pose.

Old Sam Small, a man you may remember by

name as a pal o' mine, got ill once, and, like

most 'ealthy men who get a little something

the matter with 'em, he made sure 'e was

dying. He was sharing a bedroom with

Ginger Dick and Peter Russet at the time,

and early one morning he woke up groaning

with a chill or something which he couldn't

account for, but which Ginger thought might

ha' been partly caused through 'im sleeping

in the fireplace.

" Is that you, Sam ? " ses Ginger, waking

up with the noise and rubbing his eyes.

"Wot's the matter?"

" I'm dying," ses Sam, with another awful

groan. " Good-bye, Ginger."

<bs, in the United States of America.
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" Goo' bye,'' ses Ginger, turning over and

falling fast asleep agin.

Old Sam picked 'imself up arter two .or

three tries, and then he staggered over' to

Peter Russet's bed and sat on the foot of it,

groaning, until Peter woke up very cross and

tried to push 'im off with his feet.

" I'm dying, Peter," ses Sam, and 'e rolled

over and buried his face in the bed-clo'es

and kicked. Peter Russet, who was a bit

scared, sat up in bed and called for Ginger,

and arter he 'ad called pretty near a dozen

times Ginger 'arf woke up and asked 'im wot

was the matter.

" Poor old Sam's dying," ses Peter.

" I know," ses Ginger, laying down and

cuddling into the piller agin. " He told me

just now. I've bid 'im good-bye."

Peter Russet asked 'im where his 'art was,

but Ginger was asleep agin. Then Peter sat

up in bed and tried to comfort Sam, and

listened while 'e told 'im wot it felt like to

die. How 'e was 'ot and cold all over,

burning and shivering, with pains in his

inside that he couldn't describe if 'e tried.

" It'll soon be over, Sam," ses Peter,

kindly, "and all your troubles will be at an

end. While me and Ginger are knocking

about at sea trying to earn a crust o'. bread to

keep ourselves alive, you'll be quief at peace."

Sam groaned. " I don't like being too

quiet," he ses. " I was always one for a bit

o' funâ��innercent fun."

Peter coughed.

" You and Ginger 'ave been good pals,"

ses Sam ; " it's hard to go and leave you."

" We've all got to go some time, Sam," ses

Peter, soothing-like. " It's a wonder to me,

with your 'abits, that you've lasted as long as

you 'ave;"

" My 'abits ? " ses Sam, sitting up all of a

sudden. " Why, you monkey-faced son of a

sea-cook, for two pins I'd chuck you out of

the winder."

" Don't talk like that on your death-bed,"

ses Peter, very shocked.

Sam was going to answer 'im sharp agin,

but just then 'e got a pain which made 'im

roll about on the bed and groan to such an

extent that Ginger woke up agin and got out

o' bed.

" Pore old Sam ! " he ses, walking across

the room and looking at 'im. " 'Ave you got

any pain anywhere ? "

u Paittl" ses Sam. "Pain? I'm a mask

o pains all over."

Sam and Peter looked at 'im and shook

their 'eds, and then they went a little way off

and talked about 'im in whispers.

" He looks 'arf dead now," ses Peter,

coming back and staring at 'im. " Let's take

'is clothes off, Ginger ; it's more decent to

die with 'em off.". . '"

" I think I'll 'ave a doctor," ses Sam, in a

faint voice.

" Vou're past doctors, Sam," ses Ginger, in

a kind voice.

" Better 'ave your last moments in peace,"

ses Peter, "and keep your money in your

trouser-pockets."

" You go and fetch a doctor, you mur-

derers," ses Sam, groaning, as Peter started to

undress 'im. "Go on, else I'll haunt you

with my ghost."

Ginger tried to talk to 'im about the sin o'

wasting money, but it was no good, and,

arter telling Peter wot to do in case Sam died

afore he come back, he went off. He was

gone about 'arf an hour, and then he come

back with a sandy-'aired young man with red

eyelids and a black bag.

" Am I dying, sir ?" ses Sam, arter the

doctor 'ad listened to his lungs and his 'art

and prodded 'im all over.

â�¢ " We're aH dying," ses the doctor, " only

some of us'll go sooner than others."

" Will he last the day, sir? " ses Ginger.

The doctor looked at Sam agin, and Sam

held 'is breath while 'e waited for him to

answer. " Yes," ses the doctor at last, " if

he does just wot I tell him and takes the

medicine I send "im."

He wasn't in the room 'arf an hour

altogether, and he charged pore Sam a

shilling ; but wot 'urt Sam even more than

that was to hear 'im go off downstairs

whistling as cheerful as if there wasn't a

dying man within a 'undred miles.

Peter and Ginger Dick took turns to be

with Sam that morning, but in the arternoon

the landlady's mother, an old lady who was

almost as fat as Sam 'imself, came up to look

arter 'im a bit. She sat on a chair by the

side of 'is bed and tried to amuse 'im by

telling'im of all the death-beds she'd been at,

and partikler of one man, the living image

of Sam, who passed away in his sleep. It

was past ten o'clock when Peter and Ginger

came 'ome, but pore Sam was still awake

and sitting up in bed holding 'is eyes open

with his lingers.

Sam had another shilling's-worth the next

day, and 'is medicine was changed for the

worse. If anything he seemed a trifle better,

but the landlady's mother, wot came up to

nurse 'im agin, said it was a bad sign, and

that people often brightened up just afore

the end. She asked 'im whether 'e'd got a
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fancy for any partikler spot to be buried in,

and, talking about wot a lot o' people 'ad been

buried alive, said she'd ask the doctor to cut

Sam's 'ed off to prevent mistakes. She got

ASKED JM WHETHER K D COT A PANCV FOR ANV PARTIKLER SPOT TO

BE BURIED IN."

quite annoyed with Sam for saying, supposing

there was a mistake and he came round in

the middle of it, how'd he feel ? and said

there was no satisfying some people, do wot

you would.

At the end o' six days Sam was still alive

and losing a shilling a day, to say nothing

of buying 'is own beef-tea and such-like.

Ginger said it was fair highway robbery, and

tried to persuade Sam to go to a horsepittle,

where he'd 'ave lovely nurses to wait on 'im

hand and foot, and wouldn't keep 'is best

friends awake of a night making 'orrible

noises.

Sam didn't take kindly to the idea at fust,

but as the doctor forbid 'im to get up,

although he felt much better, and his money

was wasting away, .he gave way at last, and at

seven o'clock one evening he sent Ginger off

to fetch a cab to take 'im to the London

Horsepittle. Sam said something about

putting 'is clothes on, but Peter Russet said

the horsepittle would be more likely to take

him in if he went in the blanket and counter-

pane, and at last Sam give way. Ginger and

Peter helped 'im downstairs, and the cabman

laid hold o' one end o' the blanket as thev

got to the street-door, under the idea that he

was helping, and very near gave Sam another

chill.

" Keep your hair on," he ses, as Sam

started on 'im. " It'll be three-and-six

for the fare, and I'll take the money now."

"You'll 'ave it when you get there," ses

Ginger.

" I'll 'ave it now," ses the cab-

man. " I 'ad a fare die on the way

once afore."

Gingerâ��who was mind-

ing Sam's money for 'im

because there wasn't a

pocket in the counterpane

â��paid 'im, and the cab

started. It jolted and

rattled over the stones,

but Sam said the air was

doing 'im good. He kept

'is pluck up until they got

close to the horsepittle,

and then 'e got nervous.

And 'e got more nervous

when the cabman got down

off 'is box and put his 'ed

in at the winder and spoke

to 'im.

" 'Ave you got any par-

tikler fancy for the London

Horsepittle ? " he ses.

"No," ses Sam. "Why?"

" Well, I s'pose it don't matter, if wot your

mate ses is trueâ��that you're dying," ses the

cabman.

" Wot d'ye mean ? " says Sam.

" Nothing," ses the cabman ; " only, fust

and last, I s'pose I've driven five 'undred

people to that horsepittle, and only one ever

came out aginâ��and he was smuggled out in

a bread-basket."

Sam's flesh began to creep all over.

" It's a pity they don't 'ave the same rules

as Charing Cross Horsepittle," ses the cab-

man. " The doctors 'ave five pounds

apiece for every patient that gets well there,

and the consequence is they ain't 'ad the

blinds down for over five months."

" Drive me there," ses Sam.

" It's a long way," ses the cabman, shaking

his 'ed, " and it 'ud cost you another 'arf-

dollar. S'pose you give the London a try ? "

" You drive to Charing Cross," ses Sam,

telling Ginger to give 'im the 'arf-dollar.

" And look sharp ; these things ain't as warm

as they might be."

The cabman turned his 'orse round and

set off agin, singing. It stopped once or

twice for a little while, and then it stopped
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for quite a long time, and the cabman

climbed down off 'is box and came to the

winder agin.

" I'm sorry, mate," he ses, " but did you

see me speak to that party just now ? "

" The one you flicked with your whip ? "

ses Ginger.

" No ; he was speaking to me," ses the

cabman. " The last one, I mean."

" Wot about it ? " ses Peter.

" He's the under-porter at the horsepittle,"

ses the cabman, spitting ; " and he tells me

that every bed is bung full, and two patients

apiece in some of "em."

" I don't mind sleeping two in a bed," ses

Sam, who was very tired and cold.

" No," ses the cabman, looking at 'im;

" but wot about the other one ? "

" Well, wot's to be done ? " ses Peter.

" You might go to Guy's," ses the cabman;

" that's as good as Charing Cross."

" I b'lieve you're telling a pack o' lies,"

ses Ginger.

" Come out o' my cab," ses the cabman,

very fierce. " Come on, all of you. Out

you get."

Ginger and Peter was for getting out, but

Sam wouldn't 'ear of it. It was bad enough

being wrapped up in a blanket in a cab,

without being turned out in 'is bare feet on

the pavement, and at last Ginger apologized

to the cabman by saying 'e supposed if he

was a liar he couldn't 'elp it. The cabman

collected three shillings more to go to Guy's

horsepittle, and, arter a few words with Ginger,

climbed up on 'is box and drove off agin.

They were all rather tired of the cab by

this time, and, going over Waterloo Bridge,

Ginger began to feel uncommon thirsty, and,

leaning out of the winder, he told the cab-

man to pull up for a drink. He was so long

about it that Ginger began to think he was

bearing malice, but just as he was going to

tell 'im agin the cab pulled up in a quiet

little street opposite a small pub. Ginger

Dick and Peter went in and 'ad some-

thing and brought one out for Sam. They

'ad another arter that, and Ginger, getting 'is

good temper back agin, asked the cabman

to 'ave one.

" Look lively about it, Ginger," ses Sam,

very sharp. " You forget 'ow ill I am."

Ginger said they wouldn't be two seconds,

and, the cabman calling a boy to mind his

'orse, they went inside. It was a quiet little

place, but very cosy, and Sam, peeping out of

the winder, could see all three of 'em leaning

against the bar and making themselves com-

fortable. Twice he made the boy go in to

hurry them up, and all the notice they took

was to go on at the boy for leaving the horse.

Pore old Sam sat there hugging 'imself in

the bed-clo'es, and getting wilder and wilder.

He couldn't get out of the cab, and 'e couldn't

call to them for fear of people coming up and

staring at 'im. Ginger, smiling all over with

'appiness, 'ad got a big cigar on and was pre-

tending to pinch the barmaid's flowers, and

Peter and the cabman was talking to some

other chaps there. The only change Sam 'ad

was when the boy walked the 'orse up and

down the road.

He sat there for an hour and then 'e sent

the boy in agin. This time the cabman

lost 'is temper, and, arter chasing the boy up

the road, gave a young feller twopence to

take 'is place and promised 'im another two-

pence when he came out. Sam tried to get

a word with 'im as 'e passed, but he wouldn't

listen, and it was pretty near 'arf an hour

later afore they all came out, talking and

laughing.

" Now for the 'orsepittle," ses Ginger,

opening the door. " Come on. Peter; don't

keep pore old Sam waiting all night."

'"Arfa tic," ses the cabman, "'arf a tic ;

there's five shillings for waiting, fust."

" Wot 1 " ses Ginger, staring at 'im.

" Arter giving you all them drinks ? "

" Five shillings," ses the cabman ; " two

hours' waiting at half a crown an hour.

That's the proper charge."

Ginger thought 'e was joking at fust, and

when he found 'e wasn't he called 'im all the

names he could think of, while Peter Russet

stood by smiling and trying to think where

'e was and wot it was all about.

" Pay 'im the five bob, Ginger, and 'ave

done with it," ses pore Sam, at last. "I shall

never get to the horsepittle at this rate."

"Cert'inly not," ses Ginger, "not if we stay

'ere all night."

" Pay 'im the five bob," ses Sam, raising

'is voice; " it's my money."

" You keep quiet," ses Ginger, "and speak

when you're spoken to. Get inside, Peter."

Peter, wot was standing by blinking and

smiling, misunderstood 'im, and went back

inside the pub. Ginger went arter 'im to

fetch 'im back, and hearing a noise turned

round and saw the cabman pulling Sam out

o' the cab. He was just in lime to shove 'im

back agin, and for the next two or three

minutes 'im and the cabman was 'ard at it.

Sam was too busy holding 'is clothes on to do

much, and twice the cabman got 'im 'arf out,

and twice Ginger got him back agin and

bumped 'im back in 'is seat and shut the
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door. Then they both stopped and took

breath.

" We'll see which gets tired fust," ses

Ginger. " Hold the door inside, Sam."

The cabman looked at 'im, and then 'e

climbed up on to 'is seat and, just as Ginger

ran back for Peter Russet; drove off full

speed.

Pore Sam leaned back in 'is seat panting

and trying to wrap 'imself up better in the

counterpane, which 'ad got torn in the

struggle. They went through street arter

street, and 'e was just thinking of a nice warm

bed and a kind nurse listening to all 'is

troubles when 'e found they was going over

London Bridge.

" You've passed it," he ses, putting his 'ed

out of the winder.

The caLman took no notice, and afore

Sam could think wot to make of it they was

in the Whitechapel Road, and arter that,

although Sam kept putting his 'ed out of the

v;inder and asking 'im questions, they kept

going through a lot o' little back streets until

'e began to think the cabman 'ad lost 'is way.

They stopped at last in a dark little road, in

front of a brick wall, and then the cabman

got down and opened a door and led his

"orse and cab into a yard.

" Do you call this Guy's Horsepittle ?"

ses Sam.

"Hullo!" ses the cabman. "Why, I

thought I put you out o' my cab once."

" ' ALL RIGHT,' SES THE CABMAN, TAKING HIS 'ORSE OUT AND

LEADING IT INTO A STABLE. ' MIND YOU DON'T CATCH COLD.'"

" I'll gis'e you five minutes to drive me to

the horsepittle," ses Sam. " Arter that I

shall go for the police."

" All right," ses the cabman, taking his

'orse out and leading it into a stable. " Mind

you don't catch cold."

He lighted a lantern and began to look

arter the 'orse, and pore Sam sat there getting

colder and colder and wondering wot 'e was

going to do.

" I shall give you in charge for kidnapping

me," he calls out very loud.

" Kidnapping? " ses the cabman. " Who

do you think wants to kidnap you ? The

gate's open, and you can go as soon as you

like."

Sam climbed out of the cab, and holding

up the counterpane walked across the yard

in 'is bare feet to the stable. " Well, will

you drive me 'ome ? " he ses.

" Cert'inly not," ses the cabman ; " I'm

going 'ome myself now. It's time you went,

'cos I'm going to lock up."

" 'Ow can I go like this ? " ses Sam, bursting

with passion. " Ain't you got any sense ? "

" Well, wot are you going to do ? " ses the

cabman, picking 'is teeth with a bit o' straw.

" \Vot would you do if you was me ? " ses

Sam, calming down a bit and trying to speak

civil.

" Well, if I was you," said the cabman,

speaking very slow, " I should be more

perlite to begin with ; you accused me just

now â�� me, a 'ard-

working man â�� o'

kidnapping you."

" It was only my

fun," ses Sam, very

quick.

" I ain't kidnap-

ping you, am I ?"

ses the cabman.

" Cert'inly not,"

ses Sam.

" Well, then," ses

the cabman, " if I

was you I should

pay 'arf a crown for

a night's lodging in

this nice warm

stable, and in the

morning I should

ask the man it be-

longs toâ��that's me

â��to go up to my lodging with a letter,

asking for a suit o' clothes and eleven-and-

six."

" Eleven-and-six ? " ses Sam, staring.

" Five bob for two hours' wait," ses the



A CIRCULAR TOUR.

95

cabman, "four shillings for the drive here,

and 'arf a crown for the stable. That's fair,

ain't it ? "

Sam said it wasâ��as soon as he was able

to speakâ��and then the cabman gave 'im a

truss of straw to lay on and a rug to cover

'im up with. And then, calling 'imself a fool

for being so tender-'earted, he left Sam

the lantern, and locked the stable-door and

went off.

It seemed like a 'orrid dream to Sam, and

the only thing that comforted 'im was the

fact that 'e felt much better. His illness

seemed to 'ave gone, and arter hunting round

the stable to see whether

'e could find anything to

eat, 'e pulled the rug over

'im and went to sleep.

He was woke up at six

o'clock in the morning by

the cabman opening the

door. There was a lovely

smell o' hot tea from a

tin he 'ad in one 'and,

and a lovelier smell still

from a plate o' bread and

butter and bloaters in the

other. Sam sniffed so 'ard

that at last the cabman

noticed it, and asked 'im

whither he 'ad got a cold.

When Sam explained he

seemed to think a minute

or two, and then 'e said

that it was 'is breakfast,

but Sam could 'ave it if

'e liked to make up the

money to a pound.

"Take it or leave it,"

he ses, as Sam began to

grumble.

Poor Sam was so 'ungry

he took it, and it done

'im good. By the time

he 'ad eaten it he felt as

right as ninepence, and

'e took such a dislike to the cabman 'e

could hardly be civil to 'im. And when the

cabman spoke about the letter to Ginger

Dick he spoke up and tried to bate 'im down

to seven-and-six.

" You write that letter for a pound," ses

the cabman, looking at 'im very fierce, " or

else you can walk 'ome in your counterpane,

with 'arf the boys in London follering you

and trying to pull it off."

Sam rose 'im to seventeen-and-six, but

it was all no good, and at last 'e wrote

a letter to Ginger Dick, telling 'im to

give the cabman a suit of clothes and a

pound.

" And look sharp about it," he ses. " I

shall expect 'em in 'arf an hour."

" You'll 'ave 'em, if you're lucky, when I

come back to change 'orses at four o'clock,"

ses the cabman. " D'ye think I've got

nothing to do but fuss about arter you ? "

" Why not drive me back in the cab ? "

ses Sam.

" 'Cos I wasn't born yesterday," ses the

cabman.

He winked at Sam, and then, whistling

very cheerful, took his 'orse out and put it

HE WAS WOKE UP AT SIX O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING KV THE CABMAN OPENING

THE DOOR."

in the cab. He was so good-tempered that

'e got quite playful, and Sam 'ad to tell 'im

that when 'e wanted to 'ave his legs tickled

with a straw rte'd'let 'im know.

Some people can't take a 'int, "and, as the

cabman wouldn't be'ave 'imself, Sam walked

into a shed that was handy and pulled the

door to, and he stayed there until he 'card

'im go back to the stable for 'is rug. It was

only a yard or two from the shed to the cab,

and, 'ardly thinking wot he was doing, Sam

nipped out and got into it and sat huddled

up on the floor.
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He sat there holding 'is breath and not

daring to move until the cabman 'ad shut

the gate and was driving off up the road, and

then 'e got up on the seat and lolled back

out of sight. The shops were just opening,

the sun was shining, and Sam felt so well

that 'e was thankful that 'e hadn't got to the

horsepittle arter all.

The cab was going very slow, and two or

three times the cabman 'arf pulled up and

waved his whip at people wot he thought

wanted a cab, but at last an old lady and

gentleman, standing on the edge of the kerb

with a big bag, held up their 'ands to 'im.

The cab pulled in to the kerb, and the old

gentleman 'ad just got hold of the door and

was trying to open it when he caught sight

of Sam.

" Why, you've got a fare," he ses.

" No, sir," ses the cabman.

" But I say you 'ave," ses the old gentle-

man.

The cabman climbed down off 'is box

and looked in

at the winder,

and for over two

minutes he

couldn't speak a

word. He just

stood there look-

ing at Sam and

getting purpler and

purpler about the

face.

"Drive on,

cabby," ses Sam.

"Wot are you stop-

ping for ? "

The cabman

tried to tell 'im,

but just then a

policeman came

walking up to see

wot was the mat-

ter, and 'e got on

the box agin and

drove off. Cab-

men love police-

men just about as

much as cats love

dogs, and he drove

down two streets

afore he stopped

and got down

agin to finish 'is

remarks.

" Not so much talk, cabman," ses Sam,

who was beginning to enjoy 'imself, " else I

shall call the police."

"Are you coming out o' my cab?" ses the

cabman, " or 'ave I got to put you out ? "

" You put me out !" ses Sam, who 'ad tied

'is clothes up with string while 'e was in the

stable, and 'ad got his arms free.

The cabman looked at 'im 'elpless for

a moment, and then he got up and drove

off agin. At fust Sam thought 'e was going

to drive back to the stable, and he clenched

'is teeth and made up 'is mind to 'ave a fight

for it. Then he saw that 'e was really being

driven 'ome, and at last the cab pulled up in

the next, street to 'is lodgings, and the cab

man, asking a man to give an eye to his 'orse,

walked on with the letter. He was back

agin in a few minutes, and Sam could see by

'is face that something had 'appened.

" They ain't been 'ome all night," he ses,

sulky-like.

" Well, I shall 'ave to send the money on

to you," ses Sam,

in a off-hand way.

" Unless you like

to call for it."

"I'll call for

it," ses the cab-

man, with a kind

smile, as he took

'old of his 'orse

and led it up to

Sam's lodgings.

" I know I can

trust you, but

it'll save you

trouble. But s'pose

he's been on the

drink and lost the

money ? "

Sam got out

and made a dash

for the door, which

'appened to be

open. " It won't

make no differ-

ence," he ses.

"No difference?"

ses the cabman,

staring.

" Not to you, I

mean," ses Sam,

shutting the door

very slow. " So

long."

" SO I.OKG. '
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"PELORUS JACK," THE MYSTERIOUS NEW ZEALAND FISH.

BY T. HKMFIKLD.

VIEW KROM PORT HILL, NELSON, LOOKING TOWARDS THE WATKRS IN WHICH "PELORUS JACK" HAS HIS HOME.

From a P

(HERE is only one fish in the

world known as " the fish."

His home is in the distant

Antipodes, near the mouth of

the beautiful Pelorus Sound,

in the far north of the middle

island of New Zealand. There the big white

fish, from twelve to sixteen feet long, leads a

solitary life. He has, apparently to vary the

monotony of his existence, made friends with

the steamers that navigate the narrow waters

of the French Pass.

When he hears, often several times a day,

the pulsating engines of a passing steamer he

rises to the surface and, with sportive leaps,

rushes towards his huge playmate, fearlessly

gambolling and leaping around her bows

untilâ��and here comes one of the mysteries

connected with this remarkable fishâ��he

nears what appears to be the limit of his

domains, when he bids her farewell. Some-

times when he is playing with one steamer

another comes opportunely from the opposite

direction, and as they pass the fish transfers

his attentions to the new-comer and accom-

panies her home.

He is said to have his likes and dislikes ;

he pays no attention to sailing-vessels or oil-

launches ; and one steamer from which a

ruffian threw a harpoon at him years ago he

avoids with uncanny intelligence. On the

other hand, the ss. Il'ainui is his especial

favourite. It is also said that the ss. Penguin

VoL xxxii.â��13

bumped roughly against him lately, inflicting

a severe gash. Pelorus Jack disappeared

for a week or two, and when he resumed his

duties he left the Penguin severely alone.

The seafaring community, who claim an

acquaintance with this fish extending back

for the last thirty years, have familiarly

named him " Pelorus Jack." He is a recog-

nised institution on the run from Nelson to

Wellington, and has become such a curiosity

that the New Zealand Government have pro-

tected him by an Order in Council. His

home is in sheltered waters, and it is an

interesting sight to see the passengers armed

with cameras crowd the steamers' forecastles

eagerly waiting for his appearance.

The story of Pelorus Jack is so remarkable

that many Colonists even will not credit it;

in fact, the tale is told of one officer who for

the first few trips on this run pretended

he had seen the fish, and kept up what he

thought was a joke until one day, to his

unbounded surprise, he accidentally did see

the fish.

As I journeyed round the world I heard

strange stories from time to time about this

wonderful fish ; amongst other details I was

informed that he escorted steamers through

a dangerous passage, piloting them by judi-

cious wags of his tail, much to the disgust of

an association that exists in New Zealand for

the purpose of seeing that pilots are ade-

quately remunerated. This fish becan?'*
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of our stock jokes, and later on, when we

met a man who hnd the temerity to assert

that he had actually seen him, we looked

upon the individual as a Baron Munchausen.

At Wellington I booked a passage to

Nelson expressly to test the truth of the

story. " I want to see the fish," I said to the

leisurely clerk behind the counter ; " must

make a daylight trip, I suppose ? "

" He looks very fine at nightâ��see him at

night going over, and by daylight coming

back."

At half-past eleven that night I stood on

the steamer's forecastle and looked around.

There was a broad smudge of coast-line on

the port bow, an isolated smudge or two to

starboard, and an inky darkness ahead,

except here and there, where a wavelet broke

into a handful of

phosph orescent

stars. Not a light

was visible on the

ship, every glim-

mer being shut-

tered off so that

the officers on the

bridge might

have nothing to

distract their

vision.

As I waited

there in solitude

I had time to

realize the absur-

dity â�� a globe-

trotter who

should have

known better,

standing there at

midnight, look-

ing for a myth.

I fancied the

officers on the bridge were chuckling over

my credulity. Then a shadowy figure

approached, slowly picking its way over the

impedimenta of a crowded forecastle.

" Looking for the fish ? "

" Yes," I admitted, shamefacedly, expect-

ing a burst of ribald laughter. He lit a

cigarette, and remarked in a matter-of-fact

tone, " We're a little early for him yet. I've

never seen him come out yet this side of the

Chetwodes," pointing to the isolated smudges

on our starboard bow.

" Where are we now ?" I asked, relieved.

"Just opening up the entrance to the

Pelorus Sound."

"Hoes he always come out?" I ask,

anxiously.

1PELOKUS JACK

" I've seen him every trip I've made except

one, and I think we missed him that time by

not looking soon enoughâ��he doesn't always

come out at the same place."

The Chetwode Islands, shadowy masses

of gloom, come abreast us and slowly pass

astern. I have come up without an overcoat,

and the balmy summer breeze strikes chill

at midnight. I button my coat and, placing

my hand on the pulsating stem, lean over

and watch the inky darkness part into two

rolls of foam scintillating like diamonds as

they rush astern. Then a school of fish

leap from under our forefoot in long spokes

of glittering light.

" Like a rocket," observes my companion.

The wind freshens as we reach Point

Akaterwa, and the sea-horses cover the

surface with

flashes of phos-

phorescent light.

The distant light-

house on Ste-

phens Island

flashes twice and

disappears be-

hind an island.

"That is the

point he usually

comes off," says

my companion,

pointing to a

darker loom on

our port bow.

Then, as a larger

wave breaks near

us, he cries ex-

citedly, " There

he is !"

A blaze of light

like a fiery tor-

pedo shoots

towards us, whirls round and keeps pace with

us, darting from side to side of our bows

with marvellous rapidity. As we lean over

and look down we see a shadowy, luminous

shape surrounded by streaks of greenish light

broadening into a wide, luminous trail as it

darts ahead and leaps out of the water with

a resounding splash.

" Looks like a ghost, doesn't he ? "

Then he swam steadily beside us for a few

seconds, his back fin cleaving the surface

and scattering showers of brilliant spray.

" See him rubbing himself against our

bow."

I leaned over and watched him carefully.

He appeared to me to pivot himself on his

tail, which seemed elose to our stem, while

AS SEEN FROM THE STEAMERS FOKtCASTLE.

From a Pktito. by Mr. Roebel.
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his head and body, almost upright in the

water, darted from side to side of our rushing

cutwater. Then he dived under our keel,

then shot ahead again, and, turning a com-

plete somersault, treated us to what I can

only describe as a display of marine hurdle-

racing, with a circus exhibition thrown in.

" How long does he stay ?" I ask, at

length. As though he heard the question,

" the fish " shoots round, his tail points to

our bows, and he dives under us, disappear-

ing in a whirl of green light.

" He's gone !" I cry. " Will he come

back ? "

" No, he never comes back ; he's done

with us for to-night. We may as well turn

in. It's 'about half an hour to the French

Pass," adds my companion, as we go below.

We reached Nelson next morning. I pro-

vided myself with

a hand camera for

the return trip, and

I chose a steamer

that would go

through the French

Pass in daylight.

After about three

hours' steaming we

come to the pass,

between the main-

land and D'Urville

Island.

I am told by one

who has known

" the fish': for the

last eighteen years,

and who has made

careful inquiries,

that Pelorus Jack

never appears out-

side a limit of five

miles from the

Chetwodes, and

that latterly he has met the steamers more on

the French Pass side of this limit. The Chet-

wode Islands are about fourteen miles east of

the French Pass. Others confirm this, and

some go so far as to say that he never follows

a steamer out of this limit; but this is not so

well authenticated. Occasionally, when in a

particularly friendly mood, he follows a

steamer for a considerable distance, some-

times for half an hour : at other times, pos-

sibly when he has pressing business on hand,

he only stays a few minutes.

I have chosen the Wainui, but to my

disgust a larger and faster Union Company's

steamer, which sailed after us, overtook us

just before we reached the Pass, and we are

PELORUS JACK ?

From a]

SPI-ASH, WHICH

SUCCKKO IN O

afraid she will monopolize Pelorus Jack's

attention. I join a crowd of passengers on

the forecastle, and, choosing a spot, extend

myself at full length on the deck and practise

aiming and manipulating my camera.

" There he is !"

We can see with our glasses a fish leaping

over the water towards the other steamer

some two miles ahead. But we are pleasantly

disappointed, for after about ten minutes the

fish turns his tail on the other steamer and

hurries towards us.

" How could he tell we were behind ? He

couldn't possibly hear us with the other

steamer near him."

" Instinct or keen eyesight," suggests

someone.

I am a novice in photographing the fish,

so I try to catch him as he leaps from the

water. I learn

afterwards, and

can prove the

truth of it, that

this is an excellent

way of getting a

photo, of his

splash. I find it is

useless trying to

get him in the little

finding mirror, as

he darts about too

vigorously ; so I

aim my camera as

best I may and

snap at him as he

leaps from the

water. I notice

that Pelorus Jack

is of a dirty white

colour and has

tracings of mark-

ings ; once he

bumped against

our steamer, and we could feel the bump

distinctly on the forecastle.

Next morning I hand my plates to a

photographer to be developed, and anxiously

await the result. One negative has the fish's

head, eight his splash, and the balance

nothing whatever. I managed to obtain a

photograph or two in Nelson, so that I have

something to show when I talk about Pelorus

Jack on my homeward voyage. One day on

a P. and O. liner, when the story was received

with more than the usual incredulity, I called

upon an American friend who had seen the

fish twice.

" I never talk about Pelorus Jack," he

drawled. " My nationality is against me."

IS ALL THAT MOST PHOTOGRAPHERS

AINING.
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LEGENDS OF THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA.

BY CHARLES E. LORRIMER.

Frvmal

THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA,

THE history of the Great Wall of China is

wrapped about with myth and legend. Even

such tangible facts as its situation and its

length have been discussed and disputed

about again and again. A recent newspaper

article went so far as to declare its very

existence impossibleâ��a laughable error, as

the accompanying photographs, perhaps the

best ever taken of this great work, are

sufficient to prove.

In many places the Great Wall has fallen

into decay; often enough it becomes little

more than a heap of stones and rubbish ;

but near Ku Pei Kou it is seen in its original

glory, fifteen feet in \vidth and twenty feet in

height, with quadrilateral towers built of

granite at regular intervals. A few of these

towers are in perfect condition, but others

have fallen into ruin, and brambles and wild

vines scramble among the loose bricks, whose

interstices make cosy homes for stiff ferns

and nodding bluebells. The country is wild

and fascinating apart from the attraction of

the wall itself. Range upon range of hills

roll away into distant Mongolia, piled one on

top of another, jutting out in rocky spurs,

towering in inaccessible needles, and wrapt

in purple haze\

How the Grea^t, Wall was built of brick and

granite in a region entirely destitute of clay

to make the former and bare of the latter, and

whence were collected the army of labourers

necessary for such a gigantic work, are cer-

tainly mysterious problems. It was planned

and built by the illustrious Emperor Chin

Ize Wang, the same Sovereign who ordered

the famous burning of the books. Thus he

made his name notorious by two important

works: one of construction, the other of

destruction.

The building of one thousand two hundred

and fifty miles of wall up hill and down dale

was a record achievement which could only

have been carried into effect through the

genius of such a man as Chin Ize Wang. He

brought to the Herculean labour a mind so

full of energetic schemes that it compelled

activity about it.

His kingdom having suffered considerably

from the border raiders, he scoured his

boundaries, subdued the people, and levied

an indemnity upon themâ��an indemnity not

in hard cash but in manual work, to build in

the shortest time possible his wall, at once

a barrier and a testimony of his might and

power to the hostile tribes living along the

Yesuho ("continually flowing") River. From

each of the tribal leaders without and
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within the Wanlichangchen (literally, "The

thousand-mile-long wall") he exacted fifty

thousand men, who were divided into three

gangs, each gang working eight hours per

diem. It was small wonder that with such

an army the building made rapid progress.

When it was well begun, Chin Ize Wang,

who had not only energy but original ideas

as well, determined that if he could bury

deep under his foundation one million men

his Great Wall would not only last a million

years, but the spirits of his million sacrifices

would keep everlasting watch and ward against

his enemies and prevent them breaking

through to his dominions.

China was already decimated by his great

wars, and to depopulate it further would

render his kingdom weak. However, he

found a way out of this perplexing problem

by adopting one of those clever, cheating

schemes which suggest themselves so readily

and successfully to the Chinese mind. He

sought out a man the characters of whose

name signified "A million spirits," thinking

thus to hood-

wink the gods

and secure, in

burying this un-

fortunate, the

guardianship of

the million

spirits for his

work.

The search dis-

covered one

called Wan Tsei-

liang, who ful-

filled all the re-

quirements. In

addition, he was

betrothed to a

Chinese maiden

called M u n -

Chiang-nen,

whom he in-

tended shortly to

make his bride.

But the latter

personal detail

was quite over-

looked, and

when he had

been buried

alive near Shan-

hai - kuan, which is close by the sea, the

work of completing the wall continued

rapidly. In the meantime the unfortunate

Mun-Chiang-nen waited for her lover until,

her patience exhausted, she went in search

From a]

ON THE TOP OK THE GREAT WALL.

of him. For many days this faithful and

beautiful girl wandered hither and thither,

following a flock of geese which she believed

were conducting her to the Great Wall.

The birds wandered there to collect the

scraps of food thrown aside by the builders,

and to her troubled mind their cries seemed

the wailing of the million spirits over her

sorrow.

Her beauty attracted many rich and

noble lovers. Even the Emperor himself

fell a victim to her charms, but her steadfast

answer to them all was a question about

her lost lover Wan. The Emperor, finally

becoming exasperated at her sorrovv and

weary of her refusals to come to him, took

her and pointed out the place where her

lover lay buried, whereupon she wept. But

gradually her tears ceased to flow, and she

agreed to marry the Sovereign if he would

fulfil two conditions. The first was that

he should put up a bridge at Shan-hai-

kuan; the second that he should build a

temple to the memory of her lost love,

thus propitiating

the gods and in-

suring their

future happiness.

Her wedding-day

she agreed

should be the

day when she saw

the works com-

pleted.

Accordingly,

when, three

years later, all

was done, the

Emperor him-

self took her

hand and led

her on to the

bridge. When

he released her

fingers to point

out the beauties

of the completed

temple she seized

the long - sought

opportunity.

With a plaintive

cry to her lost

lover she leapt

into the sea.

The temple is still to be seen perched on

a small island. The sea has gradually made

a channel between it and the mainland, from

which it takes the name of Shan-hai-kuan,

or Mountain Sea Pass.

[Photograph.
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"FREAK AMUSEMENTS."

BY HARTLEY DAVIS.

START OF THE "ANIMAL RACK" â�� THF. KACF.KS, WHO STARTED AT THE SOUND OF THE SODA-WATER SIPHON, INCLUDED

Fiom a] GEESE, A LAMB, A HEN, A LION-CUB, AND SOME PIGS.

GYMKHANA races came to the United

States from India by way of England, and

originally meant feats of skill and daring on

horseback. These were evolved by British

officers stationed in India, who were depen-

dent upon their own resources for amusement.

But society in general does not care for tent-

pegging, or sabre-slashing at imaginary heads.

It demands something more original and

laughter - provoking, and hence have been

evolved such freak amusements as those

represented herewith.

Our first illustration depicts an "animal

race" held last summer. Under the rules

any animal that would not devour another

was eligible, which did not debar a baby lion,

it being held that the infantile king of beasts

was too young to be dangerous. The other

entries included a white turkey, three white

and two grey geese, two black pigs and one

white one, a tandem of white pigs, a Plymouth

Rock rooster, a sheep, two goats, a yearling

colt, and a dachshund, each to be driven by

the woman making the entry. It was the

privilege of the contestants to run, jump, fly,

or roll. The spectators rocked with laughter

at the frantic efforts of the feminine jockeys

to persuade their entries to travel in the

direction they should go, shaking the reins of

ribbon, shoo-ing, clucking, poking, shouting

A GROUP OF DUMMIES, CONSTRUCTED UY LADIES, READY FOR THK RACE
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THE DOLL RACEâ��THE LADI

From a]

THE "WEEK-END" RACE â�� THE COMPETITORS AKE DONNING

NIGHTGOWNS AND PACKING THEIR COATS IN SUIT-CASES.

From a

with the enthusiasm of contest. It was in

keeping with the eternal fitness of things that

a goose should

have won the

race.

Plainly the

"dummy race "

is a survival of

the age of chi-

valry, when

doughtyknights

rescued beauty

in distress.

The modern

utilitarian touch

is given to. this

contest by offer-

ing a prize to

the lady con-

structing the most grotesque dummy.

These lay figures, some of which

are shown in one of our illustra-

tions, weigh at least fifty pounds.

Each competitor is compelled to

race to where the dummies are wait-

ing for the gallant rescuer, who dis-

mounts, throws the figure across his

saddle, and urges his horse at top

speed back to the winning-post.

Nor is the education of man neg-

lected, as the " Friday-to-Monday "

race shows. It is fine training for

a week-end visit, when one is not

supposed to be accompanied by his

valet. At the starting signal each

contestant, with a dress-suit case in

his hand, stands beside his horse,

which he must mount without assist-

ance. He rides as fast as he can to

a designated point, where he dis-

mounts, opens the suit-case, and

exchanges the nightgown in it for

his coat. He remounts, rides to

another point, resumes his coat, replacing

the nightgown in the suit-case, and then, still

canning the case, speeds to the starting-line.

Many of the gymkhana contests require

nerve and strength and skill. There is a

good, old-fashioned game of " Babes in the

Wood " that has been vastly improved upon.

Men on fleet polo ponies gallop pell-mell to

a stgne wall, dismount, and clamber over it.

On the other side of the wall, hidden among

the trees, are dolls, one for each contestant,

and each must find his own. Having secured

it, he foots it to the wall as fast as may

be, scrambles over, and then recaptures his

mount. Once in the saddle again, with the

doll pressed fondly to his bosom, the con-

testant races to a group of young women

attired as nursemaids, each with a doll's

!D AS NURSEMAIDS, HAVE TO TRUNDLE DOLLS IN I'EHAM HULATORS

WITHOUT SPILLING THEM.

THE NEKULE-AND-THKKAD RACKâ��THE MAN IS HANDING THE THKKAD AND

NKKDI.E TO A YOUNG WOMAN, WHO MUST THREAD IT QUICKLY AM) RhTURN

IT TO THE MAN, WHO HACKS BACK WITH IT TO THB STARTING-I'OIN 1*.

1'roiii a rtwtoffraptt.
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THE GOOSE RACEâ��THE CONTFSTANTS ARE HELD BY THK FOOTMEN OF THHIK KAI

DRIVERS, WHO, BY GENTLE PRODDING AND A JUDICIOUS USE OF THK WHIP, BRING THE

/-Vom aj UNRULY BIRDS TO THE I.OAL.

perambulator in front of her.

The doll is placed in one of

the miniature vehicles, and

then the imitation nurse-

maid wheels it to the goal

as fast as Nature and her

skirts will permit, being care-

lul not to upset the peram-

bulator, which would dis-

qualify her.

Anyone can see how the

ancient and honourable art of

needlework, as well as horse-

manship, is stimulated by the

thread-and-needle race, in which a man

receives a needle and thread, gallops to the

other end of the field, where he dismounts,

hands them to a young woman, who threads

the needle, and the man races back to

the starting-point with the needle

ready for use.

'1 he remaining contests may be

described in a very few words ; in-

deed, the pictures almost ex-

plain themselves. First we

see a goose raceâ��a simpler

form of the " animal race "-

with two footmen holding the

birds and the fair drivers ready

for the starter's signal.

The motor-car contest is

an up-to-date modification of

the old glass-of-water foot-

race. The lady has to hold a

glass brim-full of water, while

her companion drives the car

at top speed. The competitors

who arrive at the goal with

the most water in their glass,

having attained a specified

K speed, bear off the prize.

Our final illustration is a

lJLH-AND-liLAS*-OK-\VAl>R RACKâ��THK LADY IN THK MO I OK M UST C A RRV

LASS OK WATKH TO THK END OF THE COURSE AND BACK SI'llLlNt, AS

I.1TTLK AS POSSIBLE.

race among vehicles which may be called the

antithesis of motor-carsâ��carts, wagons, and

other wheeled implements of a farm. The

load of hay seems badly handicapped, but we

understand that it has been known to win.

.
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A STORY FOR CHILDREN.

F a brown bear were to drop

in at Blackbird Farmyard any

fine day he would receive a

very warm welcome. Warm

â��but not in the way that you,

doubtless, are thinking. You

imagine that the bull would rush at him, the

foal would try to kick him, the goat would

butt him, and all the cocks and hens would

fly at him, screeching and pecking. Far

otherwise ! for all the creatures at Blackbird

Farm would be delighted to see a brown

bear, and to greet him in the kindest way.

For one day a brown bear did come to

Blackbird Farmâ��and how he interrupted

the sports, and how he got himself disliked,

and how he was driven away, and how after-

wards all the creatures were very sorry that

they had treated him so badly because of

something he did that certainly saved some

of their livesâ��that is this story and does

not come into it yet.

This story opens on Midsummer Day, in

the middle of the hottest afternoon that any

Vol. xxxii.â�� 14.

of the creatures at Blackbird Farm could

ever remember. All the old creatures could

do nothing but sleep, and so, naturally, all

the young creatures were putting their heads

together and planning mischief.

They were playing on the green forest

glade that stretches away from the very gates

of the farmyard. All round the farm is the

great and beautiful forest. The Brahma hen

saw that they were in need of something to

do. And so, as she always acted as mother

to half the things in the farmyard, she

suggested the sports.

" Cluck, cluck !" she had cried, as she

strutted out from the barnyard with her

family at her heels ; " how would you like a

grand carnival, children, with a cake-walk,

and a tug-of-war, and all kinds of sports ? "

And at this they had all gone wild with

excitement, and the pigs had trodden on the

chickens, and the lambs had struggled with

the kids, and the ducklings had fallen over

one another in their excitement to get near

the Brahma hen and hear full details of the

sports.
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And the Brahma hen had invented a pro-

gramme on the spot. This is how it read :â��

PROGRAMME

of the

BLACKBIRD FARMYARD MIDSUMMER-

DAY SI'OKTS.

Director, Mrs. Brahma.

Starter, Mr. Peacock. Judge, Mr. Turkeycock.

Event I.â��Grand Procession and Cake-Walk.

Event 2.â��Tug-of-VVar.

Event .3.â��Obstacle Race.

Event 4.â��Wrestling Match.

Event 5.â��Pig-a-Back Race.

Event 6.â��Singing Competition.

AT.L COMERS WILL BK WELCOME.

" The sports will begin at once," said Mrs.

Brahma, when she had finished announcing

the programme, " so ring your bells, Mary's

lambs, and summon all the young creatures."

Mary's lambsâ��who were the pets of the

children at the farm and had bells round

their necksâ��rang a loud peal, and all the

young creatures came flocking up from the

farmyard and from out-of-the-way corners of

the glade, the Brahma hen brought up Mr.

Turkeycock and Mr. Peacock, and so the

sports began.

Mrs. Brahma formed up the grand proces-

sion ; Mr. Turkeycock prepared to judge

who walked in the most beautiful style; Mr.

Peacock gave the word " Go !"

First of all went Mr. and Mrs. Bantam,

strutting bravely along, side by side, lifting

their legs very high and crowing with all

their power; they looked very fine, and their

grand appearance rather disheartened the

plover chicks, who strutted behind them,

feeling their legs too long for any really

beautiful marching.

Behind were the ducklings, who wobbled

and rolled like ships in a storm. Next were

the pouter pigeons, who puffed out their

chests and threw their heads back almost to

their tails. Then came two tame rabbits

marching on their hind legs, each holding

the other's paw, followed by the farmyard's

puppy.

The lambs frisked side by side in a very

pretty way, and the little pigs tried their best

to copy them, The kids gambolled about;

the calf sprang up and down with all his

four legs held quite stiffly ; the foal danced

as he went along, as well as he knew how;

while last of all came the donkey, walking

quite slowly and very sedately, holding his

tail straight out behind him, and his neck at

full stretchâ��braying so loudly that the woods

rang !

It was a very grand procession, and the

cake-walking was so beautiful that Mr.

3

.yvÂ¥jÂ«iÂ» /
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HOPE I DON'T IN'TKUDE?"
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Turkeycock would have found it difficult to

say who of all the creatures marched bestâ��

had not something happened that brought

the procession to a dead stop before it had

fairly got under way. For not a minute had

passed after Mr. Peacock had given the word

" Go! " when out from the shade of the

forest into the bright sunlight of the glade

there stole, very softly, very slowly, a little

brown bear.

He stood quite still for a moment, with his

head on one side, when he saw that everyone

had seen himâ��and then a smile seemed to

spread over his face, he tossed his head, and

with a grunt or two, as much as to say,

" Well, here's a jolly party!" he trotted

forward, with a funny, ungainly sort of

shuffle, rolling heavily from side to side;

and so came to where the procession had

stopped.

" How do you do ?" said the brown

bear, approaching Mr. Turkeycock, who had

stepped forward to meet him; " I hope I

don't intrude ? "

" Certainly not, certainly not," said Mr.

Turkeycock; " unless, that is," he added,

anxiously, " you ever make a meal of farm-

yard creatures ? Eh ? No ? Well, then, we

are delighted to see you, I'm sureâ��and may

we inquire where you have come from ? "

All the animals crowded round the brown

bear to hear his answer. As none of them

had ever seen a bear before they were

naturally very curiousâ��and so, of course,

they forgot to be afraid.

" I have just arrived from the other side

of the forest," said the brown bear, " and I

am lost. My good master is an Italian

gentleman, who wanders about the country

playing music and singing songs, to which

I dance. But this morning he fell asleep

in the forest and I wandered away, and I

have not been able to find him. But he

is sure to find me soon."

" You poor little dear lost thing!" said

the Brahma hen. " Pray make yourself at

home with us until your master comes, and

I'm sure we shall all be glad if you will join

our sports."

" Delighted," said the brown bear. " I

have been admiring your cake-walk from a

distance, and it set me all a-tingling to dance

myselfâ��the donkey's music," he went on,

bowing to the donkey, " was so inspiring."

And then he began to dance on his hind legs.

"Capital," said the Brahma hen. "I'll

tell you what : you must join the procession

now about to parade round the glade, and

see if you can't cake-walk better than any of

our young folk. Form up the procession,"

cried the Brahma. " The brown bear will

follow behind the donkey."

And so that is how it came about that the

brown bear joined in the farmyard Mid-

summer-Day sports. Why it was that he got

himself disliked you will very easily under-

stand when I tell you. He won every

competition !

He won the cake-walk to begin with, and

UMR. TURKEVCOCK DECLARED HE HAD NEVER SEEN SUCH PINE DANCING IN HIS LIFE."
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' HE S A PROFESSIONAL DANCER, HE SCREAMED AGAIN, AND FLEW UP TO THE LITTLE BEAR AS THOUliH

HE MEANT TO ATTACK HIM."

Mr. Turkeycock declared that he had never

seen such fine dancing in his life,and this made

all the young creatures jealous of the bear.

" It oughtn't to count!" screamed the

bantam-cock, in a furious temper, for he had

fully expected to win himself, and always

hated to be beaten in anything. " He's a

professional dancer," he screamed again, and

flew up to the little bear as though he meant

to attack him, but thought better of it. And

the kids and the lambs and the ducklings and

all the other creatures who had been beaten

by the bear in the cake-walk competition took

up the cry, " He's a professional dancer, and

it oughtn't to count."

But Mr. Turkeycock, who had no love for

the cheeky little bantam-cock, declared that

it must count.

" It says on the programme," he said,

" ' All are welcome,' and so, of course, the

brown bear may try his luck "; and although

the bear, seeing what a disturbance he had

created, offered to stand out of the next com-

petition, Mr. Turkeycock insisted that he

should enter.

So he said he would pull against all the

other animals in the tug-of-war, to make

things fair ; but though fully twenty young

farmyard creatures tugged against him with

might and main, he pulled them off their

legs with a smile on his face that nearly

drove the bantam-cock wild.

"HE PULLED THEM OFF THEIR LEGS WITH

A SMILE ON HIS FACE."
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And then he won the obstacle race with

the greatest ease; for one of the obstacles

was a big, fallen tree-trunk, along which every

creature had to walk, and the brown bear

was the only one who didn't lose his footing

half-a-dozen times at the difficult places before

the end of the tree was reached. (The fact

is that little brown bears can climb trees

almost as well as squirrels.)

The wrestling match he won because no

one would wrestle with him, though Mr.

Turkeycock tried his hardest to persuade

the bantam to pit his strength against the

bear's strong arms ! But the bantam said he

had hurt his leg, and, as everyone else

Now, it is certain that all the other farm-

yard animals would have refused to play any

more with the brown bearâ��so angry had

they all become by this time at his repeated

winsâ��had not the next competition been

one in which the bear would have no chance

at allâ��for the singing competition was the

last on the programme, and who has ever

heard of a bear singing ?

" I'm sure to win this, at any rate," said

Mr. Bantam to his wife, and, just to show

what he could do, he sent out a crow at the

top of his voice, which was certainly finer

than anything the little bear could produce.

Never had there been such an uproar at

Blackbird Farm as when Mr.

Peacock now gave the word

" Go !" and all the creatures

'THE PIC-A-BACK RACK WAS A MOST EXCITING AFFAIR.''

refused to tackle the little bear, of course he

was declared the champion wrestler.

The pig-a-back race was a most exciting

affair. The bear, the foal, the donkey, and

the calf were the starters, each carrying a pig

on his back ; while all the other creatures

crowded round the winning-post, delighted

to think that this time the bear would surely

be beaten. And beaten he would have been

had not the foal and the calf pranced about

so much in their excitement and had not the

donkey kicked up his heels so often that they

continually upset their ridersâ��whereas the

bear went slowly and steadily along all the

time, and, as his rider never once lost his

seat, he won in a walk.

lifted up their voices and sang ; the bantams

crowing till they were blue in the face, stand-

ing on tiptoe in their excitement to out-crow

everyone ; the donkey braying so loudly that

he could be heard a mile away ; the lambs

and the kids bleating, the puppy howling on

his haunches, the ducklings quacking, whilst

the little brown bear kept up one long,

steady, deep growl, like the bottom note of

a big organ.

The singing was so infectious that Mr.

Turkeycock lifted up his voice too; then

Mr. Peacock joined in, and this made

matters a hundred times worse, for no one

has an uglier voice than the peacock ; and

away in the farmyard the watch-dog started



no

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" ALL THE CREATURES LIFTED UP THEIR VOICES AND SANG."

howling; the old cart-horse neighed, the old

sheep bleated, and the old mother Nanny-

goat began rampaging; and where the sing-

ing competition would have ended, or who

would have been declared winner, no one

can possibly say, if suddenly, as though to

quell the awful disturbance, the rain had not

begun to fall.

There was a flash of lightning, a roar of

thunder, and the rain came down in torrents.

Mrs. Brahma gathered her chickens together

and hastened them off to the chicken-shed;

Mr. Turkeycock and Mr. Peacock raced

away for the shelter of the farmyard ; and

the ducklings waddled off to the pond.

And now all the other creatures saw a fine

opportunity to take their revenge upon the

brown bear for having won all the events.

It was the bantam-cock who gave them the

idea. " Let's leave him out in the rain," he

whispered ; " don't ask him in. We don't

want any bears in the farmyard, do we ?"

And so they all turned their backs on the

brown bear, and left him standing alone and

forlorn in the rain, and began to hurry in to

shelter.

The brown bear watched them a moment,

and then, hurt at their behaviour, sorry that

he had caused offence, he cried out, " Good-

night all, and thank you for your enter-

tainment."

At this the whole party stopped and turned

round. The bantam-cock was the first to

find words. " Go ! " he screamed, in a furious

rage ; " pack off at once, and never let us see

you again." And then they all made a rush

at the poor little friendly bearâ��bantams and

pigs and calf and donkey, and all the other

young creaturesâ��and the bear at this turned

and made off for the forest. He knew he

could have killed them all, but he simply

turned and made off, thinking that everyone

hated him.

He had forgotten the Brahma hen, who, a

minute later, just as he entered the forest,

came out to look for him and to ask him in

to the barnyard.

" You may save yourself the trouble,"

called out the bantam ; " the bear's gone

off, and a good riddance," and all the other

creatures laughed and went to their sleeping-

places. The thunder-clouds made it so dark

they thought night was coming.

In the forest the first creature the brown

bear met was a fox.

The fox had been lying all the afternoon

on the edge of the glade, watching the farm-

yard creatures at play, and working out a

plan for a cunning raid. Doubtless he would

have caught and killed one of the fattest

of the ducklings before now had not the

sight of the brown bear playing with the

others made him think twice about dashing

out from the shade of the trees. He was a

little afraid the bear might go for him.

But when he saw how easily the farmyard

creatures had driven the bear away he picked
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*"GO!' HE SCRKAMED, IN A FURIOUS RAGE J 'PACK OFF AT ONCE AND NEVER LET US SEE YOU AGAIN.1"

up his courage, and when a moment later the

bear came up to him he felt no fear at all.

The conversation that took place between

the fox and the brown bear was short and to

the point.

" Halloa! " said the bear, " what are you

doing here ?"

"To tell the truth," said the fox, "I am

waiting for my dinner. I have my eye on a

couple of the fattest ducklings I have seen

for a long while; but, failing these, there is a

fine hen I have been watching who would

make a good meal. She's rather old," said

the fox, " but she's fat enough," and he

licked his chops and looked slyly at the

bear.

"Tell me," said the bear, sitting down

very closely to the fox and laying one paw

on his shoulder, " do you mean the Brahma

hen ? "

" Yes," answered the fox; " that's the

name of the old lady with the fluffy legs

whom I'm going to have for dinner." And

he licked his chops again.

"Then let me tell you," said the bear,

speaking quite slowly and putting both his

arms around the foxâ��" let me tell you that

Mrs. Brahma is a great friend of mine, and

you are going to do nothing of the kind."

And this was the end of the conversation,

for the brown bear began to squeeze the fox

so hard that he could only gasp for breath.

He squeezed until there was no breath left in

the fox's body. When he stopped squeezing

the fox \vas very nearly dead, and pretended

to be quite dead. The bear left him lying

on the ground, and climbed up into a tree

and curled himself round so that he might

go to sleep and dream that he had found his

master.

The Brahma hen peered at the fox through

the thick bushes at the edge of the glade.

She had come to look for the bear in the

forest; she had heard every word that had

passed between the bear and the fox, and

she had seen what the bear had done for her

sake. She was just trying to make up her

mind as to whether the fox was really dead

or was only shamming, when two men came

swinging, side by side, along the forest path

leading to the farm.

" We will go to Blackbird Farm and see if

anything has been heard of your bear," one

was saying. He bore a sack on his shoulder,

and the Brahma hen knew him at once for a

gamekeeper. The other carried a little organ

in his arms. He had soft brown eyes, and

one glance would have told you he was an

Italian organ-grinder.

The fox lay right in their path. Hi' ~~~"
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moved as he heard them coming, but he was

too weak to rise. He lay quite still.

When the gamekeeper saw him he stopped

dead with surprise. " Well, I never," he

saicl ; " what ails this fox ? "

He stooped to examine him, then " Look

out! " he- cried ; " he's alive ! "

In a twinkling he had swung the sack off

his back, and in another moment he had

bundled the fox into it. He tied a piece of

string round the neck of the sack and swung

it over his shoulder.

" I'll look after him for a while," he re-

marked ; " he must have been mightily scared

by something," and the two men began to

examine the ground to see what could have

frightened the fox. They peered about in

all the bushes, and then they looked up into

the trees above their heads.

And just above their heads, in the fork of

a big beech tree, they saw the brown bear,

fast asleep.

"Ah, my leetle, lettle bear," cried the

Italian; "here I have found you at last!"

and he ran to throw his arms around his

lost child.

The Brahma hen, peering through the

bushes at the edge of the glade, looked on

at the joyful meeting between the bear and

his master. She watched until the two men

turned away and strode off again through

the forestâ��the one with a bad fox in a sack

on his shoulder, the other leading his bear at

the end of a chain. Then she, too, turned

and strutted off back to the farmyard, indig-

nation in every feather.

As soon as she entered the yard she began

to talk. She stood first on one leg and then

on the other, and she talked and talked; up

and down she scolded every young creature

in the farm one by one, and then all together,

and then one by one again, and especially

the bantam-cock.

She told them they ought to be ashamed

of themselves for the way they had treated

the brown bear. He was the best bear in

the world, she declared, and had saved all

their lives by squashing the fox, in spite of

the cruel way in which he had been treated.

'â�¢ Shame on you ! shame on you ! " she

screamed; " you all ought to go and bury

your heads in the dust-bin and never raise

them again!" It was a torrent of wrath,

and every creature, even Mr. Bantam, writhed

beneath it.

" Next time when a bear comes to see us,"

concluded the Brahma hen, at last, " I hope

you will all show how sorry you are for your

bad behaviour this day. And to think that

after all the little brown bear should have

saved my life !" And then she broke down,

and no more could she speak.

All the young creatures of Blackbird Farm

felt very bad.

What happened to the fox I can't sayâ��

only the gamekeeper knows.

" IT WAS A TORRENT OF WRATH, AND EVERY CREATURE,

EVEN MR. BANTAM, WRITHED BENEATH IT."



Totems for Famous Authors.

BY STEPHEN HALLETT.

N devising a crest or coat of

arms the Heralds' College com-

monly makes symbolic allusion

to some principal achievement

in the new armour-bearer's

career. If he has built a rail-

way they give him a steel spike ; if he is a

paper manufacturer they endow him with a

roll of paper. Why should not this excellent

practice prevail in the literary world ? In-

stead of wearing the crest of his ancestors,

would not a " Vanity Fair" booth more

happily symbolize William Makepeace

Thackeray's genius and labours ? Symbols

for Scott and Lytton, Dickens and Ains-

worth, to mention deceased novelists alone,

will quickly occur to all. Why should not

Mr. Kipling have " Soldiers Three " on his

escutcheon ?

But there is a practical side to this matter.

A badge or totem would be a mark of identi-

fication for the public, which is confused by

the presence in the literary world of numerous

Smiths, Browns, and Robinsons, and many

others of the same or similar names. Pick

up any ordinary catalogue, and the reader

will notice books from the pen of J. L. Allenâ��

G. Allen ; A. Barrâ��R. Barr ; E. Castleâ��G.

Castle ; R. N. Careyâ��W. Carey ; F. J. Fraser

â��W. A. Fraserâ��Mrs. Fraser; A. K. Green

â��]. R. Green ; J. Hockingâ��S. Hocking ;

A. Hopeâ��G. Hope; F. Norrisâ��W. E.

Norris; C. Russellâ��

W. Russell â��G. H.

Russell; H. G. Wells

and another Wells.

All this confusion

could easily be obvi-

ated by the simple

expedient of a totem.

As a clever writer re-

cently put it in a paper

before the Society of

Authors: "Even,"

said he, " though a

thousand Smiths,

Browns, and Robin-

sons chose each of

them to court im-

mortality by that most

fallible of methods â�� a

book, one could go to the

bookstall:â��

" ' I want Smith's latest

book, please. Er â�� I'm

afraid I've forgotten the

title.'

GEORGE MEREDITH.

THOMAS HARDY.

Vol. XMU.-15.

" ' Yes, sir ; certainly. Perhaps you can

remember which Smith it is, sir?'

"' Oh, yes ; the Smith who always has a

pair of tongs printed on the covers of his

book.'

" ' Very good, sir.'

" Then to small boy: ' Tom, fetch me

down the last thing of Tongs Smith's."

" And there you are."

So it came about that, at a literary sym-

posium recently, a number of novelists set

about devising totems for themselves and

their friends. The utmost ingenuity was

displayed, and in some cases the results were

very happy. For example, no fewer than six

or seven totems were proposed for Mr.

George Meredith, but the one which com-

manded the greatest number of votes was the

walking-stick and pair of lace ruffles, shown

herewith, as being perfectly characteristic of

the antique charm and polish of Mr.

Meredith's work.

After much deliberation Mr. Thomas

Hardy was endowed with a greenwood

tree, from the title of one of his earliest

novels. The association of Mr. Barrie with

a tobacco pipe is hardly more obvious

than that of the late Henry Harland with a

Cardinal's snuff-box. Of several suggestions

for Mr. Anthony Hope Hawkins, the best

was undoubtedly that

which bears a vivid pic-

torial reference to "The

Dolly Dialogues," which

first made this author

famous.

At first blush it would

seem as if a pair of hand-

cuffs would be the most fit-

ting totem for Sir Arthur

Conan Doyle, if one re-

members only the brilliant

Sherlock Holmes stories;

but Sir Arthur has hopes of

being best remembered in

another and more classic

vein, of which "The White

Company" and "Sir Nigel"

are examples. Certainly

the "Song of the Bow"

is a fine performance.

At first sight the allu-

sion in the totem given

to Mr. Percy White does

not, as the French say,

"leap to the eyes." Never-

theless, it seems to have

J. M. DARRIE.

H. HAHLAND.

ANTHQNY HOPE.
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satisfied the author of

" Mr. Bailey - Martin,"

for he wrote :â��-

" I am quite willing

to accept the symbol.

The querulous, in-

quisitive, restless

bird does seem to

represent some-

thing of my literary

attitude towards

life, but I should

prefer the magpie!

â�� the genus of the

fowl is a little ob-

scure â�� to be depicted

with a mouth open utter-

ing a peevish cry."

Whereupon it was

pointed out that the bird

depicted was a Bailey-

Martin, one of that

species having built its

nest in the eaves of the

Old Kailey.

" If," writes Mr. Rider Hag-

gard, " it amuses anyone to

give me a literary totem, per-

haps they had better extract

the ibis from the Egyptian

cartouche on my paper. It

signifies Thoth, the god of

letters. The initials

H.R.H. must then

come opposite it."

A well-known literary

confrere presented Mr.

Robert Hichens with a

wine-cup, as being, in

his opinion, emblemati-

cal of his work. "What

is in that glass ? " wrote

back the novelist. " If

it's champagne, I dare

not be so conceited as

to say it is a suitable

symbol. If it's small beer

â��well, you know how

vain we authors are ! "

Mrs. Katherine Cecil

Thurston was pleased

to accept a totem of a

somewhat cabalistic

character â�� a delinea-

tion of the "Circle."

Mr. Eden Phillpotts's

totem was more hap-

pily inspired, and, in

order that there should

be no doubt as to the exact

locality of "The River," a

dart was passed through the

initials of the novelist's

<f*

A hall cane seems

almost too obvious a

device for the author

of " The Christian "

and "The Prodigal

Son." There can be

no doubt as to the

propriety of four

feathers in the case

of Mr. A. E. W. Mason,

or of a planet to typify

the work of Mr. II. G.

Wells. Mr. J. K.

[erome's "Three Men

in a Boat" is still well

within the memory of

the reading public, and

a totem based on this

amusing story would be

easy of recognition.

Mr. E. F. Benson has

approved of the Dodo.

" I suppose," he wrote,

" by right of primogeniture the

enclosed is correct, and I can't

deny the legitimacy of my first-

born."

A spur, presumably " splen-

did," has been allotted to Mr.

A. T. Quiller-Couch.

Much animated discussion

accompanied the proposals of

a totem for Mr. Bernard Shaw,

and the one that was finally

adopted and dispatched to

that gentleman was a tri-

bute to his powers of para-

dox. " Mr. Shaw," accord-

ing to the inventor of the

totem, "has succeeded more

than any other man living

in turning society and its

conventions upside down."

The figure of a bargee is

just as appropriate to the

genius of Mr. W. W. Jacobs

as that of Sam Weller to the

genius of Dickens.

There was an

amusing diversion

over the selection

of a totem for Mr.

Cutclifle Hyne, but

the general con-

II. C. WELLS.

J. K. JKKOME.

E. F. BENSON.

QUILLER COUCH.

DKKSAKD SHAW.

fw.w

tl J.

W. W. JACOBS.

CUTCLIFFE HYNE.



TOTEMS FOR FAMOUS AUTHORS.

GILBERT PARKER.

MAX TEMBERTON.

FKANKFORT MOORE,

ARTHUR MORRI-

SON. -

ft

PETT RIDGE.

MHS. HUMPHRY \\Ai.n

sensus of the wits pre-

sent seems to have

pointed towards a kettle

as a token of the pro-

digious captain of that

name. The author of

"Captain Kettle," how-

ever, insisted upon

another device, which he

drew himself. " The en-

closed," he wrote, " which

is intended to represent a

tramp steamer rampant on

a sea agitated, is more my

idea of the trade-mark than

the weapon you sketch."

A difficulty was en-

countered in fitting a

totem to Sir Gilbert

Parker, but the

design we give was

finally adoptedâ��

"The Seats of the

Mighty." Mr. Max

Pemberton expressed himself

pleased with the totem de-

signed for the author of

" Kronstadt "; but Mr. Frank-

fort Moore was a little per-

plexed as to the exact signifi-

cance of the device in which

allusion was made to " A

Gray Eye or So."

" I rather think," he wrote,

" that if the eye were drawn

with a wink on its lid it

would be more suggestive of

my literary attitude, a just

occurs to me that, as my

most popular books are those

dealing with the eighteenth

century, the totem of a Sedan

chair would be more easily

understood by my readers."

The totem we repro-

duce is invented for Mr.

Arthur Morrison, author of

"Tales of Mean Streets."

Of several compiled for Mr.

Zangwill, the tower of a

synagogue is undoubt-

edly the best. It is to

be hoped that Mr. W.

Pett Ridge will accept

in the proper spirit the

pork-pie and sausages,

which are seemingly in

reference to certain

phases of low life which

MOKI.EY ROUEKTS.

this clever author has made

familiar to us all.

The same satirist contri-

buted a totem for the author

of " Robert Elsmere " in

the shape of a curate stand-

ing reading before a stained-

glass window. Mr. H.

A. Vachell, author of

"The Hill," wrote: "I

am delighted with the

totem, and shall adopt

it gratefully." The

association of a me-

dieval knight's helmet

with the work of Mr.

Maurice Hewlett wants

little argument to

make it convincing.

As regards a tramp

steamer for Mr. Morley

Roberts, that author

wrote : â��

"I regret that I

cannot approve it, as only

about one-tenth of my work

deals with the sea. The other

nine - tenths seem to be too

various to be suggested by

anything whatever, unless it

were some conventional sign "ROBINS?"

such as a con-

ventionally - drawn

compass, or some-

thing of that cha-

racter."

Whereupon the

above device was

produced.

An appropriate

emblem is that shown

in the totem of Miss

Elizabeth Robins,

author of "The Mag-

netic North."

Finally, there were

totems for Mr. F. T.

Bullen, Mr. William

Queux, and Mr. C. B.

Fry, author of numerous

books on athletics and

editor of Fry's Magazine,

who wrote:â��

" Might I have, perhaps,

an open book in front

of the bat, as suggested

in my rough amendment ?

It suggests something be-

sides cricket."

F. T. BULLEN.
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lengthways I saw that the head was only my beloved

pussy-cat, taken on the ledge of a wall. â�� Miss M.

Ofrossimoff, Villa Souvenir, Ouchy, Lausanne,

Switzerland.

A NATURAL CANNON-BALL.

'"I"'11 IS is a photograph taken below the cliffs at

J^ one extremity of Anstey's Cove, Torquay,

Devon, on the 25th October, 1903. The cliffs here

are of great height. A fall of a quantity of the cliff

occurred one night, when a piece of limestone about

four feet square bounded across the intervening space

of some three hundred feet like a cannon-ball, bury-

ing itself in the wall of a cottage, remaining half in

and half out.â��Mr. W. Williams, 95, Marlborough

Koad, Wood Green, N.

WHAT IS IT?

HERE is a very funny photograph, sent to me

from Russia, and when I first looked at it I

thought it represented a poor revolutionist's head

stuck on a spear, but when I turned the picture

THK SWANS' DINNKK HKI.L.

I SEND you a post-card taken by myself of the

swans at the Bishop's Palace, Wells. They are

in the habit of daily ringing foi their dinner. A

string is connected with the bell in the tower, and

the birds one after another pull at the string and are

rewarded by having a meal thrown to them through

the window.â��Miss I. B. Riky, Staplegrove, Taunton,

Somerset.

A THUMB-IMPRKSSION SIGNATURE.

THIS is the first lime that I have seen the thumb-impression

put to this peculiar use. As will be seen if the receipt

is examined closely, the thumb-mark takes the place of the

recipient's signature in acknowledgment of a sum of money

received. The receipt comes from Bombay. â�� Mr. R. VV.

Wiling, care of Cory Brothers, Limited, Suez.

Monty Ordar Jfo. /

â�¢pÂ«oi./Ua an t/n> rÂ«v*rM.

<Da.i*

.133
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" BIRTHDAY

APPLES."

HERE is a photo,

of two large

apples, contained in

two ordinary glass

bottles. The question

naturally arises, " How

did they get there?"

When both apples were

very small, scarcely

larger than nuts, they

were placed in the

necks of the bottles.

Both bottles were lied

to the tree and the

apples allowed to grow

in the neck of the

bottles. Naturally, in

time the apples grew,

and grew inside the

bottles. When they

J

were fully developed their stalks were cut, and

we have the apples as seen in the photo. Gin was

then poured in'o the bottles, which were well

corked and sealed. The apple in the larger bottle is

at least fifteen years old, while the other is about

seven years old. We have one in the family which

is over sixty years old. Both apples were put in to

commemorate births in the family.â�� Mr. K. Mann,

The Willows, Earl's Colne, Essex.

AN "ALTAR OF CURSING."

I NNISHMURRAY lies some eight miles off the

coast of Sligo, and contains ruins of great anti-

quarian interest. The photograph shows the " altar

of cursing" inside the cashel, or fort. If a person

wishes to curse a foe he has to go a certain numl>er of

times round the altar (some say three and others nine

times) and mutter the proper prayers and turn a stone

as he passes. One account says it is necessary to go

round the altar on your hands and knees. If the

person cursed is guilty, the curse will fall on him ; if

not, it will return and fall on the person who uttered

it. Tradition also says that no person can count the

cursing stones and get the same number twice. The

cursing stones proper are the round ones on the top

of the altar. I took the photograph on a recent trip

to the island.â��Mr. Cuthbcrt Harrison, Ballincar,

Sligo, Ireland.

"L'ENFANT TF.RRIBLE" AGAIN!

THE amateur photographer is notoriously guilty

of exaggerating the figures and features of his

" subjects," and the lady in the picture l>elow ex-

pressed herself with spirit and conviction when she

found her counterfeit presentment equipped with

more than the normal number of feet. This time,

however, the much-maligned "amateur" was not at

fault. Under pretence of helping to arrange matters,

a younger brother, with malice aforethought, had

seized the opportunity of his seniors' preoccupation to

slip another pair of shoes beneath the edge of the

fair sitter's gown !--Photo. C. Lavell.
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THE LARGEST WHISTLE IN THE WORLD.

THE inhabitants of East St. Louis, which is a

suburban residential quarter of the busy indus-

trial American city of St. Louis, have for many years

been the victims of nerve-racking and discordant

siren blasts proceeding from the manufactories in the

vicinity, summoning the workmen

to their daily tasks. Each factory-

possessed its especial whistle,

actuated in accordance with its

particular clock. Considering the

fact that there arc scarcely two

time-pieces absolutely synchron-

ized, the din produced by the

various sirens, each of which had

a distinctive tone, can be well

imagined, and the noise thus pro-

duced was sufficient to rouse the

heaviest steeper from his bed. In

order to remedy this state of affairs

Mr. L. C Haynes, when he suc-

ceeded to the general managership

of the East St. Louis and Subur-

ban Electric Railroad and became

a resident in the district, resolved

to devise some means of obviating

the discordant din. I le communi-

cated with the various industrial

companies possessing sirens, with

the view of establishing one power-

ful whistle in a central position

which would serve the various

factories. Though the siren was

to give vent to a loud and pene-

trating blast capableof being heard

for a distance of ten miles, yet it

K.

was not to be shrill and objectionable to the residents

in the immediate vicinity of the point at which it was

stationed. The suggestion was adopted, and Mr.

Ilaynes thereupon arranged for the construction of.

what is the largest whistle in the world. The siren

comprises three whistles, the largest being nearly six

feet in height, with the two smaller units placed on

either side. It has l>een set up at the electrical

generating station of the railway system, and is

connected to an electric clock, which is guaranteed

not to vary fiye seconds during the year. The

whistles are blown four times during the day, the

first blast being at seven o'clock in the morning,

summoning the men to work ; the second at twelve,

midday, signifying dinner-time; the third an hour

later, recalling the men to the factories ; and the last

at six in the evening, announcing the end of the

daily tasks. The residents throughout a radius of

ten miles can hear

the blast distinctly.

â�� Mr. K. A. A.

Talbol._

THE STRKNC.TH

OK A CRKKHKR'S

TENDRILS.

1MAUE an ex-

periment re-

cently to show the

ex t raord i nary

holding power of

a single tendril of

the common Vir-

ginian creeper.

The tendril in

(jue.stion had been

dead and entirely

separated fiom the

plant for several

years. Despite this

fact it proved cap-

able of sustaining

a dead weight of

two pounds, as

shown in the photograph. This

illustrates the wonderful provision

made by the young tendril for

anchoring the long arms of the

plant in order that they may

withstand the assaults of rough

winds.â��Mr. Percy Collins, The

Hatherley Rooms, Reading.

A WEIRD FIGURE.

I CAME upon my little boy

arranging this uncanny

creature, and was so struck with

the weirdness of the object that I

got a friend to take a photograph

of it. It merely consists of a

standard lamp clothed in a dress-

ing-gown, a scarf, walking-stick

and gloves, and a mounted black

buck's head. The result is very

comical. â�� Mr. E. Newell, 20,

Upper 1' ilzwilliam Street, Dublin.
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THE POWER OF PLANT

LIFE.

A GROWING shoot of

grass has forced its

way through a root with

which it came into contact.

I have photographed this,

as it illustrates in a striking

manner the wonderful power

and pertinacity of vegetable

growthâ��a subject, by the

\vny, which presents many

mysteries lo the student of

botany.â��Mr. 1'ercy Collins,

The Ilatherley Rooms,

Reading.

A MAN WITH A LEAD

HEAD.

SOME of the plumbing

students at the Tech-

nical College, Darlington,

made a model of a man's

head and hat entirely from

sheet lead. I: was found thai

119

a very fine specimen of the

" landscape stone" in the

Smith Kensington Museum.

â��Mr. 1,. Hamilton, Cardinal

House, Feltham, Middlesex.

of their kind, for each

EXTRAORDINARY

COINCIDENCES.

IN the Tyrol, when a pea-

sant meets- with a fatal

accident, dies suddenly, or

is murdered out of doors,

his or her friends erect a

" marterl," or small wooden

monument, similar to those

in the photograph, decor-

ated at the lop with a

primitive coloured sketch of

the tragic event, on, or

close to, the spot where it

happened. Hut, although

these funny little " memento

mori" abound in that part

of the world, the three here

given are, perhaps, unique

commemorates the death by

. * - uuvunwuca me (icain i>v

drowning, while collecting logs of wood in the rapid

mountain stream which flows close to where they are

the lead head, when finished,

would fit on the head.of one

of the junior students. His

overcoat entirely hides the

rough edge of the lead head.

â��Mr. S. Barlow I'ennett,

Ancoats House, Eaglesclifle,

R.S.O., Co. Durham.

placed, of three workmen, the extraordinary part of it

being that, though the accidents took place in different

years, the days on which they occurred were, in each

case, the 131)1 September.â��A Continental Contributor.

"LANDSCAPE STONE."

HERE is a photograph

taken direct from an

actual piece of stone. The

piece in question was found

m Derbyshire. It is an

ordinary - looking rock,

which, when polished flat,

if a good specimen, pro-

duces a very faithful repre-

sentation of a landscape, with

trees, hedges, etc. There is
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THE SMALLEST GOVERNMENT CHEQUE EVER

DRAWN.

IT is easy enough to believe that some of the biggest

cheques that have been drawn were Government

cheques, but to be told that any nation on the face of

the globe ever got anything done for one cent (a half-

penny) causes a smile of incredulity. Yet, in truth,

this is the amount that Uncle Sam annually pays a

certain Maurice Proctor, of Mineral Point, Wiscon-

sin, as payment in full for carrying the mails from

Mineral Point to Uodgeville, a distance of eight miles.

Mr. Proctor runs a stage line for passengers' and

goods between these two towns, and makes a very

comfortable and honest living out of it. But he

wanted to see the magic legend " U.S. Mail " painted

gaily on his coach, so in good faith and in due form

he offered to undertake the task of transporting

Uncle Sam's epistles. Some twenty other pnities

were eager to secure the same contract, but none of

his compelitois could quite underbid Mr. Proctor's

one-cent proposal. The Post Office officials, having

found Mr. Proctor financially responsibleâ��at least to

the extent of one cent, the amount involved in ihe

transactionâ��awarded him the contract. Twice a

day, fair weather or foul, good crops or bad ciops,

employes of Mr. Proctor carry the mails on this

arrangement. It is to be wondered if, the world

round, any Government job is so well done for so

little. This odd contract was recently renewed for a

period of four years, the four

cents being pavable in four annual

instalments. When Mr. Proctor

received his first cheque from the

Treasury Department he was im-

mediately offered thirty-six dollars

for the curiosity, and he sold it at

this price. He has a standing

offer of twenty-five dollars for the

next one when it arrives. The

only remark Mr. Proctor has been

known to make about his exten-

sive relations with Uncle Sam is

that " he hoped they wouldn't

reduce his salary if the Govern-

ment found it advisable to re-

trench on expenditures." â�� Mr.

Warren Harper, 15, Standish

Street, Newton Highlands, Mass.

A DOG AND AN EAGLE.

' I ''HE small spaniel shown in

_L ihe phoiograph is thehcroine

of a remarkable aerial adventure.

The dog belongs to Wm. Marsh-

man, who has a ranch on Cow

Creek, near Encampment, Wyo-

ming. Marshman happened to

be in the barn while the dog was

running in the pasture

close by. On coming

out of the bam a little

later he saw a large

bald eagle swoop down

upon the spaniel, seize

her with beak and

talons, and ascend

slowly into the air. He

went to the house and

returned with his rifle,

and by this time the

eagle had ascended

about one hundred feet,

but Ihe dog becoming

â��â��* quite lieavy and

struggling continually caused the eagle to gradually

descend until he came within twenty feet from the

ground. A hasty shot from the rifle caused the

eagle to drop the dog and soar away before Marsh-

rnan could get within range for a telling shot. The

dog was considerably lacerated by

the beak and talons of the eagle,

and the bald spot on her head is

one of the scars. â�� Mr. G. Kunu-

man, Encampment, Wyoming.

" A BUSH - RANGER."

THE curiosity in this photo-

graph consists of a bush cut

in what is supposed to be the shape

of a horse with a rider on top of

it. The latter is dressed up as

an ordinary huntsman, with red

coat, velvet hat, riding breeches,

and boots all complete, which

some local sportsman annually

gives. The clothes are taken down

at the end of every season and are

renewed at the beginning of the

next. This custom is said to

have been kept up for over a hun-

dred years, and was first started

by a local gentleman who then

owned the land. At one time

there were toll-gates quite close.

No one seems to know exactly

why it was put up.â��Mr. G. N.

Himnybun, Old Court Hall, God-

manchester, Hunts.





"OVER THEIR BULWARKS HUNG A CLOUD OF MEN LOCKED TOGETHER

IN A DESPERATE STRUGGLE."

(See pa^e 125.)
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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XVII.â��(Continued.)

THE SPANIARDS ON THE SEA.

ING EDWARD had been

lying all day in his great

ship, the Pki/if>/>a, a mile out

from the Camber Sands, wait-

ing for the coming of the

Spaniards. Above the huge

sail which bore the Royal arms flew the red

cross of England. Along the bulwarks were

shown the shields of forty knights, the flower

of English chivalry, and as many pennons

floated from the deck. The high ends of

the ship glittered with the weapons of the

men-at-arms, and the waist was crammed

with the archers. From time to time a crash

of nakirs and blare of trumpets burst from

the Royal ship, and was answered by her

great neighboursâ��the Linn, on which the

Black Prince flew his flag; the Christopher,

' with the Earl of Suffolk ; the Salle du Roi,

of Robert of Namur; and the Grace Marie,

of Sir Thomas Holland. Farther off lay the

White Swan, bearing the arms of Mowbray;

the Palmer, of Deal, flying the black head

of Audley ; and the Kentish Man under the

Lord Beauchamp. The rest lay, anchored

but ready, at the mouth of Winchelsea

Creek.

The King sat upon a keg in the fore part

of his ship, with little John of Richmond,

who was no more than a schoolboy, perched

upon his knee Edward was clad in the

black velvet jacket which was his favourite

garb, and wore a small brown beaver hat

with a white plume at the side. A rich

cloak of fur turned up with miniver drooped

from his shoulders. Behind him were a

score of his knights, brilliant in silks and

sarcenets, some seated on an upturned boat

and some swinging their legs from the

bulwark. In front stood John Chandos in a

parti-coloured jupon, one foot raised upon

the anchor stock, picking at the strings of

his guitar, and singing a song which he had

learned at Marienburg when last he helped

the Teutonic knights against the heathen.

The King, his knights, and even the archers

in the waist below them, laughed at the

merry lilt and joined lustily in the chorus,

while the men of the neighbouring ships

leaned over the side to hearken to the deep

chant rolling over the waters.

But there came a sudden interruption to

the song. A sharp, harsh shout came down

from the look-out stationed in the circular

top at the end of the mast.

" I spy a sailâ��two sails !" he cried.

John Bunce, the King's shipman, shaded

his eyes, and stared at the long fog-bank

which shrouded the northern Channel.

Chandos, with his fingers over the strings of

his guitar, the King, the knights, all ga/.ed in

the same direction. Two small, dark shapes

had burst forth, and then after some minutes

a third.

" Surely they are the Spaniards !" said the

King.

" Nay, sire," the seaman answered ; " the

Spaniards are greater ships, and are painted

red. I know not what these may be."

"But I could hazard a guess!" cried

Chandos. ''Surely they are the three ships

with my own men on their way to Brittany."

" You have hit it, John," said the King.

" But look, I pray you! What, in the name

of the Virgin, is that?"

Four brilliant stars of flashing light had

shone out from different points of the cloud-

bank. The next instant as many tall ships

had swooped forth into the sunshine. A

fierce shout rang from the King's ship,

and was taken up all down the line until the

whole coast from Dungeness to Winchelsea

re-echoed the warlike greeting. The King

sprang up with a joyous face.

" The game is afoot, my friends," said he.

"Busk you, John! Busk you, Walter! Quick,

all of you ! Squires, bring the harness ! Let

each tend to himself, for the time is short."

A strange sight it was to see these forty

nobles tearing off their clothes and littering

the deck with velvets and satins, whilst the

squire of each, as busy as an ostler before a

race, stooped and pulled, and strained and

riveted, fastening the bassinets, the leg-pieces,

Vol. xxxii.â��16.
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the front and the back plates, until the silken

courtier had become the man of steel. When

their work was finished there stood a stern

group of warriors where the light dandies had

sung and jested round Sir John's guitar.

Below, in orderly silence, the archers were

mustering under their officers and taking their

allotted stations.

A dozen had

swarmed up to

their hazardous

post in the little

tower in the tops.

" Bring wine,

Nicholas!" cried

the King.

" Gentlemen, ere

you close your

visors I pray you

to take a last

rouse with me.

You will be dry

enough, I pro-

mise you, before

your lips are free

once more. To

what shall we

drink, John ? "

" To the men

of Spain," said

Chandos, his

sharp face peer-

ing like a gaunt

bird through the

gap in his helmet.

"May their

hearts be stout

and their spirits

high this day ! "

"Well said,

John ! " cried the

King, and the

knights laughed

joyously as they

drank. " Now,

fair sirs, let each

to his post. I am

warden here on

the forecastle.

Do you, John,

take charge of

the after-guard. Walter, James, William,

Fitzallan, Goldesborough, Reginald â�� you

will stay with me. John, you may pick

whom you will, and the others will bide with

the archers. Now bear straight at the centre,

master shipman. Ere yonder sun sets we will

bring a red ship back as a gift to our ladies,

or never look upon a lady's face again.''

"A DOZEN SWARMED UP TO THEIK HAZARDOUS POST."

The art of sailing into a wind had not yet

been invented, nor was there any fore and aft

canvas, save for small headsails with which a

vessel could be turned. Hence the English

fleet had to take a long slant down Channel

to meet their enemies, but as the Spaniards,

coming before the wind, were equally anxious

to engage, there

was the less

delay. With

stately pomp and

dignity the two

great fleets ap-

proached.

It chanced

that one fine car-

rack had out-

stripped its con-

sorts and came

sweeping along,

all red and gold,

with a fringe of

twinkling steel, a

good half mile

before the fleet,

lid ward looked

at her with a

kindling eye, for

indeed she was

a noble sight,

with the blue

water creaming

under her gilded

prow.

"This is a

most worthy and

debonair vessel,

Master Bunce,"

said he to the

shipman beside

him ; " I would

fain have a tilt

with her. 1 pray

you to hold us

straight and stiff,

that we may bear

her down."

"If 1 hold her

straight and stiff

then one or other

must sink, and it

may be both," the seaman answered.

" I doubt not that with the help of Our

Lady we shall do our part," said the King.

" Hold her straight and stiff, master shipman,

as I have told you."

Now the two vessels were within arrow-flight,

and the bolts from the cross-bowmen pattered

upon the English ship. These short, thick
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devil's darts were everywhere, humming like

great wasps through the air, crashing against

the bulwarks, beating upon the deck, ringing

loudly on the armour of the knights, or with

a soft, muffled thud sinking to the socket in

a victim. The bowmen along either side of

the l^hilippa had stood motionless, waiting

for their orders, but now there was a sharp

shout from their leader, and every string

twanged together. The air was full of their

harping, together with the swish of the

arrows, the long-drawn keening of the bow-

men, and the short, deep bark of the under-

officers- -" Steady ! steady ! Loose ! Steady !

Shoot wholly together ! Twelve score

paces ! Ten score ! Now eight! Shoot

wholly together!" Their gruff shouts

broke through the high, shrill cry like the

deep roar of a wave through the howl of

the wind.

As the two great ships hurtled together the

Spaniard turned away a few points, so that

the blow should be a glancing one. None

the less it was terrific. A dozen men in the

tops of the carrack were balancing a huge

stone with the intention of dropping it over

on the English deck. With a scream of

horror they saw the mast cracking beneath

them. Over it went, slowly at first, then

faster, until with a crash it came down on its

side, sending them flying, like stones from a

sling, far out into the sea. A swathe of

crushed bodies lay across the deck where the

mast had fallen. Hut the English ship had

not escaped unscathed. Her mast held, it

is true, but the mighty shock not only

stretched every man flat upon the deck, but

had shaken a score of those who lined her

sides into the sea. One bowman was hurled

from the top and his body fell with a dread-

ful crash at the very side of the prostrate

King upon the forecastle. Many were

thrown down with broken arms and legs from

the high castles at either end into the waist

of the ship. Worst of all, the seams had

been opened by the crash and the water was

gushing in at a do/en places.

But these were men of experience and of

discipline, men who had already fought

together by sea and by land, so that each

knew his place and his duty. Those who

could staggered to their feet and helped up

a score or more of knights who were rolling

and clashing in the scuppers, unable to rise

for the weight of their armour. The bowmen

formed up as before. The seamen ran to the

gaping seams with oakum and with tar. In

ten minutes order had been restored, and the

PhiÂ£ifpat though shaken and weakened, was

ready for battle once more. The King was

glaring round him like a wounded boar.

"Grapple my ship with that!" he cried,

pointing to the crippled Spaniard, "for I

would have possession of her."

But already the breeze had carried them

past it, and a dozen Spanish ships were bear-

ing down full upon them.

" We cannot win back to her, lest we show

our flank to these others," said the shipman.

" Let her go her way," cried the knights.

"You shall have better than her."

" By St. George, you speak the truth,"

said the King, "for she is ours when we have

time to take her. These also seem very

worthy ships which are drawing up to us,

and I pray you, master shipman, that you

will have a tilt with the nearest."

A great carrack was within a bowshot

of them, and crossing their bows. Bunce

looked up at his mast and he saw that

already it was shaken and drooping. Another

blow and it would be over the side, and his

ship a helpless log upon the water. He

jammed his helm round, therefore, and ran

his ship alongside the Spaniard, throwing out

his hooks and iron chains as he did so.

They, no less eager, grappled the Philippa

both fore and aft, and the two vessels, linked

tightly together, surged slowly over the long

blue rollers. Over their bulwarks hung a

cloud of men locked together in a desperate

struggle, sometimes surging forward on to

the deck of the Spaniard, sometimes recoil-

ing back on to the King's ship, reeling this

way and that, with the swords flickering like

silver flames above them, while the long-

drawn cry of rage and agony swelled up like

a wolf's howl to the calm blue heaven above

them.

But now ship after ship of the English

had come up, each throwing its irons over

the nearest Spaniard, and striving to board

her high red sides. Twenty ships were drift-

ing in furious single combat after the manner

of the Philippa, until the whole surface of

the sea was covered with a succession of

these desperate duels. The dismasted

carrack, which the King's ship had left

behind it, had been carried by the Earl of

Suffolk's Christopher, and the water was

dotted with the heads of her crew. An

English ship had been sunk by a huge stone

discharged from an engine, and her men also

were struggling in the waves, none having

leisure to lend them a hand. A second

English ship was caught between two of the

Spanish vessels and overwhelmed by a r

of boarders, so that not a man of her â�¢*"
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alive. On the other hand, Mowbray and

Audley had each taken the carracks which

were opposed to them, and the battle in the

centre, after swaying this way and that, was

turning now in favour of the islanders.

The Black Prince, with the Lion, the

Grace Marie, and four other ships, had

swept round to turn the Spanish flank, but

the movement was seen, and the Spaniards

had ten ships with which to meet it, one of

them their great carrack, the St. logo di

Composte/la. To this ship the Prince had

attached his little cog, and strove desperately

to board her ; but her side was so high and

the defence so desperate that his men could

never get beyond her bulwarks, but were

hurled down again and again with a clang

and clash on to the deck beneath. Her side

bristled with cross bowmen, who shot straight

down on to the packed waist of the Lion, so

that the dead lay there in heaps. But most

dangerous of all was a swarthy, black-bearded

giant in the tops, who crouched so that

none could see him, but rising every now and

then, with a huge lump of iron between his

hands^hurled it down with such force that

nothing would stop it. Again and again

these ponderous bolts crashed through the

deck and hurtled down into the bottom of

the ship, starting the planks and shattering

all that came in their way. The Prince, clad

in that dark armour which gave him his

name, was directing the attack from the poop

when the shipmnn rushed wildly up to him

with fear on his face.

" Sire ! " he cried. " The ship may not

stand against these blows. A few more will

sink her! Already the water floods inboard."

The Prince looked up, and as he did so

the shaggy black beard showed once more

and two brown, brawny arms swept down-

wards. A great slug, whizzing past, beat a

gaping hole in the deck, and fell rending

and riving into the hold below. The master

mariner tore his grizzled hair.

" Another leak !" he cried: " I pray to

St. Leonard to bear us up this day!

Twenty of my shipmen are baling with

buckets, but the water rises on them fast.

The vessel may not float another hour."

The Prince had snatched a cross-bow

from one of his attendants and levelled it

at the Spaniard's tops. At the very instant

when the seaman stood erect, with a fresh bar

in his hands, the bolt took him full in the

face and his body fell forward over the

parapet, hanging there head downwards.

A howl of exultation burst from the English

at the sight, answered by a wild roar of

anger from the Spaniards. A seaman had

run from the Lions hold and whispered in

the ear of the shipman. He turned an

ashen face upon the Prince.

" It is even as I say, sire. The ship is

sinking beneath our feet," he cried.

" The more need that we should gain

another," said he. "Sir Henry Stokes, Sir

Thomas Stourton, William, John of Clifton,

here lies our road! Advance my banner,

Thomas de Mohun ! On, and the day is

ours!"

By a desperate scramble a dozen men, the

Prince at their head, gained a footing on the

edge of the Spaniard's deck. Some slashed

furiously to clear a space, others hung over,

clutching the rail with one hand and pulling

up their comrades from below. Every

instant that they could hold their own their

strength increased, till twenty had become

thirty and thirty forty, when of a sudden the

new-comers, still reaching forth to their

comrades below, saw the deck beneath them

reel and vanish in a swirling sheet of foam.

The Prince's ship had foundered.

A yell went up from the Spaniards as

they turned furiously upon the small band

who had reached their deck. Already the

Prince and his men had carried the poop,

and from that high station they beat back

their swarming enemies. But cross-bow

darts pelted and thudded among their ranks

till a third of their number were stretched

upon the planks. Lined across the deck

they could hardly keep an unbroken front to

the leaping, surging crowd who pressed upon

them. Another rush, or another after that,

must assuredly break them, for these dark

men of Spain, hardened by an endless

struggle with the Moors, were fierce and

stubborn fighters. But hark to this sudden

roar upon the farther side of them ! " St.

George! St. George! A Knolles to the

rescue!" A small craft had run alongside

and sixty men had swarmed on to the deck

of the St. logo. Caught between two fires

the Spaniards wavered and broke. The fight

became a massacre. Down from the poop

sprang the Prince's men. Up from the waist

rushed the new-comers. There were five

dreadful minutes of blows and screams and

prayers, with struggling figures clinging to the

bulwarks and sullen splashes into the water

below. Then it was over, and a crowd of

weary, overstrained men leaned panting upon

their weapons, or lay breathless and exhausted

upon the deck of the captured carrack.

The Prince had pulled up his visor and

lowered his beevor. He smiled proudly as he
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"THE SEW-CO.MEKS, STILL KEACHINC; FORTH TO THEIR COMRADES BELOW, SAW THK DECK HENKATH THEM REEL."

gazed around him and wiped his streaming

face.

" Where is the shipman ?" he asked.

"Let him lead us against another ship."

" Nay, sire, the shipman and all his men

have sunk in the Lion" said Thomas de

Mohun, a young knight of the West country

who carried the standard. " We have lost our

ship and the half of our following. I fear

that we can fight no more."

" It matters the less since the day is already

ours," said the Prince, looking over the sea.

" My noble father's Royal banner flies upon

yonder Spaniard. Mowbray, Audley, Suffolk,

Beauchamp, Namur, Tracey, Stafford, Arundel,

each has his flag over a scarlet carrack even

as mine floats over this. See, yonder squadron

is already far beyond our reach. But surely

we owe thanks to you, who came at so peril-

ous a moment to our aid. Your face I have

seen and your coat-armour also, young sir,

though I cannot lay my tongue to your

name. Let me know, that I may thank you."

He had turned to Nigel, who stood flushed

and joyous at the head of the boarders from

the Basilisk.

" I am but a squire, sire, and can claim no

thanks, for there is nothing that I have done.

Here is our leader."

The Prince's eyes fell upon the shield

charged with the black raven and the stern

young face of him who bore it.

Sir Robert Knolles," said he, " I had

thought you were on your way to Brittany."

" I was so, sire, when I had the fortune to

see this bickering as 1 passed."

The Prince laughed.

" It would indeed be to ask too much,

Robert, that you should keep on your course

when much honour was to be gathered so

close to you. But now I pray you that you

will come back with us to Winchelsea, for

well I know that my father would fain

thank you for what you have done this

day."

But Robert Knolles shook his head.

" I have your father's command, sire, and

without his order I may not go against it.

Our people are hard pressed in Brittany, and

it is not for me to linger on the way. I pray

you, sire, if you must needs mention me to

the King, to crave his pardon that I should

have broken my journey thus."

" You are right, Robert. God speed you

on your way, and I would that I were sailing

under your banner, for I see clearly that

you will take your people where they may

worshipfully win worship. Perchance I also

may be in Brittany before the year is

past."

The Prince turned to the task of gathering

his weary people together, and the Basilisks

passed over the side once more and dropped

down on to their own little ship. They poled

her off from the captured Spaniard, and they

set their sail with their prow for the south.

Far ahead of them were their two consorts,

beating towards them in the hope of giving

help, while down Channel were a score of

Spanish ships with a few of the English

vessels hanging upon their skirts. The â�¢

lay low on the water, and its level '
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glowed upon the scarlet and gold of fourteen

great carracks, each flying the cross of

St. George, and towering high above the

cluster of English ships which, with brave

waving of flags and blaring of music, were

moving slowly towards the Kentish coast.

CHAPTER XVIII.

HOW BLACK SIMON CLAIMED FORFEIT FROM

THE KING OF SARK.

FOR a day and a half the small fleet made

good progress, but on the second morning,

after sighting Cape de la Hague, there came

a brisk land wind which blew them out to

sea. It grew into a squall with rain and fog,

so that they were two more days beating

back. Next morning they found themselves

in a dangerous, rock-studded sea with a small

island upon their starboard quarter. It was

girdled with high granite cliffs of a reddish

hue, with slopes of bright green grassland

above them. A second smaller island lay

beside it. Dennis, the shipman, shook his

head as he looked. â�¢

" That is Brechou,"

said he, " and the larger

one is the Island of

Sark. If ever I be cast

away, I pray the saints

that it may not be upon

yonder coast ! "

Knolles gazed across

at it.

" You say well, master

shipman," said he. " It

does indeed appear to be

a rocky and perilous spot.''

"Nay, it is the rocky

hearts of those who dwell

upon it that I had in

my mind," the old sailor

answered. " We are well

safe in three goodly

vessels, but had we been

here in a small craft I

make no doubt that they

would have already had

their boats out against

us."

"Who, then, are these

people, and how do they

live upon so small and

wind-ssvept an island?"

asked the soldier.

"They do not live from the island, fair sir,

but from what they can gather upon the sea

around it. They are broken folk from

all countries, justice-fliers, prison breakers,

rievers, escaped bondsmen, murtherers, and

staff-strikers who have made their way to this

outland place and hold it against all comers.

There is one here who could tell you of

them and of their ways, for he was long time

prisoner amongst them." The seaman

pointed to Black Simon, the dark man from

Norwich, who was leaning against the side

lost in moody thought, and staring with a

brooding eye at the distant shore.

" How now, fellow ? " asked Knolles.

" What is this I hear ? Is it indeed sooth

that you have been a captive upon this

island ? "

" It is true, fair sir.

have been servant to

call their King. His

and he comes from

under God's sky a man whom I have more

desire to see."

" Has he, then, mishandled you ? "

Black Simon gave a wry smile and

pulled off his jerkin. His lean, sinewy

back was wealed and puckered with

white scars.

" He has left his sign of hand

upon me," said he. " He swore that

he would break me to his will, and

thus he tried to do it. But most I

For eight months I

the man whom they

name is La Muette,

Jersey, nor is there

HE HAS [.EFT HIS SIGN OF HAND Ul'ON ME,' SAID HE."
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desire to see him because he hath lost a

wager to me and I would fain be paid."

" This is a strange saying," said Knolles.

" What is this wager, and why should he

pay you ? "

"it is but a small matter,'' Simon answered,

" but I am a poor man and the payment

would be welcome. Should it have chanced

that we stopped at this island I should have

craved your leave that I go ashore and ask

for that which I have fairly won."

Sir Robert Knolles laughed.

" This business tickleth my fancy," said

he. " As to stopping at the island, this ship-

man tells me that we must needs wait a day

and a night, for that we have strained our

planks. Hut if you should go ashore, how

will you be sure that you will be free to

depart, or that you will see this King of whom

you speak ?"

Black Simon's dark face was shining with

a fierce joy.

" Fair sir, I will ever be your debtor if you

will let me go. Concerning what you ask, I

know this island even as I know the streets

of Norwich, as you may well believe, seeing

that it is but a small place and I upon it for

near a year. Should I land after dark, I

could win my way to the King's house, and if

he be not dead or distraught with drink I

could have speech with htm alone, for I know

his ways and his hours and how he may be

found. I would ask only that Aylward the

archer may go with me, that I may have one

friend at my side if things should chance to

go awry."

Knolles thought awhile.

" It is much that you ask," said he, " for,

by God's truth, I reckon that you and this

friend of yours are two of my men whom I

would be least read)' to lose. I have seen

you both at grips with the Spaniards, and I

know you. But I trust you, and if we must

indeed stop at this accursed place, then you

may do as you will. If you have deceived

me, or if this be a trick by which you design

to leave me, then God be your friend when

next we meet, for man will be of small

avail'"

It proved not only that the seams had to

be caulked, but that the cog T/nnnas was out

of fresh water. The ships moored, therefore,

near the Isle of Brechou, where springs were

to be found. There were no people upon

this little patch, but over on the farther

island many figures could be seen watching

them, and the twinkle of steel from among

them showed that they were armed men.

One boat had ventured forth and taken a

Vol. *xxii.-17.

good look at them, but had hurried back

with the warning that they were too strong to

be touched.

Black Simon found Aylward seated under

the poop, with his back against Bartholomew

the bowyer. He was whistling merrily as he

carved a girl's face upon the horn of his

bow.

" My friend," said Simon, " will you come

ashore to-night, for I have need of your

help?"

Aylward crowed lustily.

" Will I come, Simon ? By my hilt, I

shall be right glad to put my foot on the good

brown earth once more. All my life I have

trod it, and yet I would never have learned

its worth had I not journeyed in these cursed

ships. We will go on shore together, Simon,

and we will seek out the women, if there be

any there, for it seems a long year since I

heard their gentle voices, and my eyes are

weary of such faces as Bartholomew's or

thine."

Simon's grim features relaxed into a smile.

" The only face that you will see ashore,

Samkin, will bring you small comfort," said

he, " and I warn you that this is no easy

errand, but one which may be neither sweet

nor fair, for if these people take us our end

will be a cruel one."

" By my hilt," said Aylward, " I am with

you, gossip, wherever you may go. Say no

more, therefore, for I am weary of living like

a coney in a hole, and I shall be right glad

to stand by you in your venture."

That night, two hours after dark, a small

boat put forth from the tiasi/isk. It contained

Simon, Aylward, and two seamen. The

soldiers carried their swords and Black

Simon bore a brown biscuit-bag over his

shoulder. Under his direction the rowers

skirted the dangerous surf which beat

against the cliffs until they came to a spot

where an outlying reef formed a breakwater.

Within was a belt of calm water and a

shallow cove with a sloping beach. Here

the boat was dragged up and the seamen

were ordered to wait, while Simon and

Aylward started on their errand. With

the assured air of a man who knows

exactly where he is and whither he is

going, the man-at-arms began to clamber up

a narrow, fern-lined cleft among the rocks.

It was no easy ascent in the darkness, but

Simon climbed on like an old dog hot upon

a scent, and the panting Aylward struggled

after as best he might. At last they were at

the summit, and the archer threw himseK

down upon the grass.
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" Nay, Simon, I have not enough breath

to blow out a candle," said he. " Stint your

haste for a minute, since we have a long night

before us. Surely this man is a friend

indeed, if you hasten so to see him."

" Such a friend," Simon answered, " that I

have often dreamed of our next meeting.

Now before that moon has set it will have

come."

" Had it been a wench I could have under-

stood it," said Aylward. " By these ten

finger-bones, if Mary of the Mill or little

Kate of Compton had waited me on the

brow of this cliff I should have come up it

and never known it was there. But surely I

see houses and hear voices over yonder in

the shadow."

" It is their town," whispered Simon.

"There are a hundred as foul-minded

cutthroats as are to be found in Christendom

beneath those roofs. Hark to that! "

A fierce burst of laughter came out of the

darkness, followed by a long cry of pain.

"All-Hallows be with us!" cried Aylward.

" What is that ? "

" As like as not some poor devil has fallen

into their clutches, even as I did. Come

this way, Samkin, for there is a peat cutting

where we may hide. Aye, here it is, but

deeper and broader than of old. Now follow

me close, for if we keep within it we shall find

ourselves a stone-cast off the King's house."

Together they crept along the dark cutting.

Suddenly Simon seized Ayhvard by the

shoulder and pushed him into the shadow

of the bank. Crouching in the darkness,

they heard footsteps and voices upon the

farther side of the trench. Two men

sauntered along it and stopped almost at

the very spot where the comrades were lying.

Aylward could see their dark figures outlined

against the starry sky.

" AYI.WARD COUI.O SEE THEIK DARK FIGURES OUTLINED AGAINST THE STARRY SKY,"
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" Why should you scold, Jacques ? " said

one of them, speaking a strange half-French,

hulf-Knglish lingo. "Le diablc t'emporte for

a grumbling rascal. You won a woman and

I got nothing. What more would you

have?"

" You will have your chance off the next

ship, mon gar9on, but mine is past. A

woman, it is trueâ��an old peasant out of the

fields, with a face as yellow as a kite's claw.

Hut Gaston, who threw a nine against my

eight, got as fair a little Normandy lass as

ever your eyes have seen. Curse the dice, I

say! And as to my woman, I will sell her to

you for a firkin of Gascony."

" I have no wine to spare, but I will give

you a keg of apples," said the other. " I had

it out of the Peter and Paulâ��the Falmouth

boat that struck in Creux Bay."

" Well, well, your apples may be the worse

for keeping, but so is old Marie, and we can

cry quits on that. Come round and drink a

cup over the bargain."

They .shuffled onwards in the darkness.

"Heard you ever such villainy?" cried

Ayhvard, breathing fierce and hard. " Did

you hear them, Simon ? A woman for a keg

of apples ! And my heart's root is sad for

the other oneâ��the girl of Normandy. Surely

we can land to-morrow and burn all these

water-rats out of their nest."

"Nay, Sir Robert will not waste time or

strength ere he reach Brittany."

" Sure I am that if my little master, Squire

Loring, had the handling of it, every woman

on this island would be free ere another day

had passed."

" 1 doubt it not," said Simon. " He is one

who makes an idol of woman, after the

manner of those cra/y knight-errants. But

-Sir Robert is a true soldier, and hath only his

purpose in view."

"Simon," said Aylward, "the light is not

over good and the place is cramped for

sword play, but if you will step out into the

open I will teach you whether my master is a

true soldier or not."

" Tut, man ! You are as foolish yourself,"

said Simon. " Here .we are with our work in

hand, and yet you must needs fall out with

me on our way to it. I say nothing against

your master save that he hath the way of his

fellows who follow dreams and fancies. But

Knolles looks neither to right nor left and

walks forward to his mark. Now let us on,

for the time passes."

" Simon, your words are neither good nor

fair. When we are back on shipboard we

will speak further of this matter. Now lead

on, I pray you, and let us see some more of

this ten-devil island."

For half a mile Simon led the way, until

they came to a large house which stood by

itself. Peering at it from the edge of the

cutting, Aylward could see that it was made

from the wreckage of many vessels, for at

each corner a prow was thrust out. Lights

blazed within, and there came the sound of

a strong voice singing a gay song, which was

taken up by a dozen others in the chorus.

"All is well, lad," whispered Simon in

great delight. "That is the voice of the

King. It is the very song he used to sing,

' Les Deux Filles de Pierre.' 'Fore God, my

back tingles at the very sound of it. Here

we will wait until his company take their

leave."

Hour after hour they crouched in the peat-

cutting, listening to the noisy songs of the

revellers within, some French, some English,

and all growing fouler and less articulate as

the night wore on. Once a quarrel broke

out, and the clamour was like a cageful of

wild beasts at feeding-time. Then a health

was drunk, and there was much stamping and

cheering. Only once was the long vigil

broken. A woman came forth from the

house and walked up and down with her

face sunk upon her breast. She was tall and

slender, but her features could not be seen

for a wimple over her head. Weary sad-

ness could be read in her bowed back and

dragging steps. Once they saw her throw

her two hands up to heaven as one who is

beyond human aid. Then she passed slowly

into the house again. A moment later the

door of the hall was flung open and a shout-

ing, stumbling throng came crowding forth,

with whoop and yell, into the silent night.

Linking arms and striking up a chorus they

marched past the peat-cutting, their voices

dwindling slowly away as they made for

their homes.

" Now, Samkin, now !" cried Simon, and,

jumping out from the hiding-place, he made

for the door. It had not yet been fastened.

The two comrades sprang inside. Then

Simon drew the bolts so that none might

interrupt them.

A long table littered with flagons and

beakers lay before them. It was lit up by a

line of torches which flickered and smoked

in their iron sconces. At the farther end a

solitary man was seated. His head rested

upon his two hands as if he were befuddled

with wine, but at the harsh sound of the

snapping bolts he raised his face and looked

angrily round him. It was a strange, pow



'32

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

' LE D1ABLH NO1R I ' HE CRIED. ' SIMON THE ENGLISHMAN 1 '

ful head, tawny and shaggy like a lion's, with a

tangled beard and a large, harsh face, bloated

and blotched with vice. He laughed as the

new-comers entered, thinking that two of his

boon companions had returned to finish a

flagon. Then he stared hard, and he passed

his hand over his eyes like one who thinks

he may be dreaming.

" Mon Dieu ! " he cried, " who are you,

and whence come you at this hour of the

night ? Is this the way to break into our

Royal presence?"

Simon approached up one side of the table

and Aylward up the other. When they were

'ose to the King, the man-at-arms plucked a

torch from its socket and held it to his own

face. The King staggered back with a cry,

as he gazed at that grim visage.

" Le diable noir ! " he cried. " Simon the

Englishman ! What make you here ?"

Simon put his hand upon his shoulder.

" Sit here ! " said lie, and he forced the

King into his seat. " Do you sit on the

farther side of him, Aylward. We make a

merry group, do we not ? Often have I

served at this table, but never did I hope to

drink at it. Fill your cup, Samkin, and pass

the flagon."

The King looked from one to the other

with terror in his bloodshot eyes.



SIR NIGEL.

" \Vhat would you do?" he asked. "Are

you mad, that you should come here ? One

shout and you are at my mercy."

" Nay, my friend, I have lived too long in

your house not to know the ways of it. No

man-servant ever slept beneath your roof, for

you feared lest your throat would be cut in

the night-time. You may shout and shout

if it so please you. It chanced that I was

passing on my way from England in those

ships which lie off La Brechou, and I thought

I would come in and have speech with

you."

" Indeed, Simon, I am right glad to see

you," said the King, cringing away from the

fierce eyes of the soldier. " We were good

friends in the past, were we not, and I can-

not call to mind that I have ever done you

injury. When you made your way to England

by swimming to the Levantine there was none

more glad in heart than I.''

"If I cared to doff my doublet I could

show you the marks of what your friendship

has done for me in the past," said Simon.

" It is printed on my back as clearly as on

my memory. Why, you foul dog, there are

the very rings upon the wall to which my

hands were fastened, and there the stains

upon the boards on which my. blood has

dripped! Is it not so, you King of

Butchers ? "

The pirate chief turned whiter still.

" It may be that life here was somewhat

rough, Simon, but if I have wronged you in

any way I will surely make amends. What

do you ask ? "

" I ask only one thing, and I have come

hither that I may get it. It is that you pay

me forfeit for that you have lost your wager."

" My wager, Simon ? I call to mind no

wager."

" But I will rail it to your mind, and then

I will take my payment. Often have you

sworn that you would break my courage.

' By my head,' you have cried to me, ' you

will crawl at my feet!' And againâ��' I will

wager my head that I will tame you !' Yes,

yes, a score of times you have said so. In

my heart, as I listened, I have taken up your

gage. And now, dog, you have lost, and I

am here to claim the forfeit."

His long, heavy sword flew from its sheath.

The King, with a howl of despair, flung his

arms round him and they rolled together

under the table. Aylward sat with a ghastly

face, and his toes curled with horror at the

' sight, for he was still new to scenes of

strife, and his blood was too cold for such

â�¢ a deed.

When Simon rose he tossed something

into his bag, and he sheathed his bloody

sword.

" Come, Samkin, our work is well done,"

said he.

" By my hilt, if I had known what it was

I would have been less ready to come with

you," said the archer. " Could you not have

clapped a sword in his fist and let him take

his chance in the hall?"

" Nay, Samkin, if you had such memories

as I, you would have wished that lie should

die like a sheep and not like a man. What

chance did he give me when he had the

power ? And why should I treat him better ?

But, Holy Virgin, what have we here ? "

At the farther end of the table a woman

was standing. An -open door behind her

showed that she had come from the inner

room of the house. By her tall figure the

comrades knew that she was the same that

they had already seen. Her face had once

been fair, but now was white and haggard,

with wild, dark eyes, full of a hopeless terror

and despair. Slowly she paced up the room,

her ga/e fixed, not upon the comrades, but

upon the dreadful thing beneath the table.

Then, as she stooped and was sure, she burst

out into loud laughter and clapped her

hands.

"Who shall say there is no God?"she

cried. " Who shall say that prayer is un-

availing? Great sir, brave sir, let me kiss

that conquering hand ! "

" Nay, nay, dame, stand back ! Well, if

you must needs have one of them, take this,

which is the clean one."

"It is the other I craveâ��that which is

red with his blood. Oh, joyful night when

my lips have been wet with it! Now can I

die in peace."

" We must go, Aylward," said Simon.

" In another hour the dawn will have

broken. In daytime a rat could not cross

this island and puss unseen. Come, manâ��

and at once."

But Aylward was at the woman's side.

"Come with us, fair dame," said he.

" Surely we can at least take you from this

island, and no such change can be for the

worse."

"Nay," said she, "the saints in heaven

cannot help me now until they take me to

my rest. There is no place for me in the

world beyond, and all my friends were slain

on the day that I was taken. Leave me,

brave men, and let me care for myself.

Already it lightens in the east, and black w;r

be your fate if you are taken. Go, and â�¢
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the blessing of one who was once a holy nun

go with you and guard you from danger ! "

Sir Robert Knolles was pacing the deck in

the early morning when he heard the sound

of oars, and there were his two night-birds

climbing up the side.

"So, fellow," said he, "have you had

speech with the King of Sark ? "

" Fair sir, I have seen him."

" And he has paid his forfeit ? "

" He has paid it, sir ! "

Knolles looked with curiosity at the bag

which Simon bore.

" What carry you there ? " he asked.

"The stake that he has lost."

" What was it, then ? A goblet ? A silver

plate ? "

For answer Simon opened his bag and

shook it on the deck. Sir Robert turned

away with a whistle.

" 'Fore God ! " said he, " it is in my mind

that I carry some hard men with me to

Brittany."

CHAPTER XIX.

HOW A SQUIRE OF ENG-

LAND MET A SQUIRE OF

FRANCE.

SIR ROBERT KNOLLES,

with his little fleet, had

sighted the Breton coast

near Cancale, they had

rounded the Point du

Grouin, and finally had

sailed past the port of

St. Malo and down the

long, narrow estuary of

the Ranee until they

were close to the old

walled city of Dinan,

which was held by that

Montfort faction whose

cause the English had

espoused. Here the

horses had been disem-

barked, the stores were

unloaded, and the whole

force encamped out-

side the city, whilst the

leaders waited for news

as to the present state

of affairs, and where

there was most hope

of honour and

profit.

The whole of France

was feeling the effects

of that war with Eng-

1 a n d which had

already lasted some ten years, but no

province was in so dreadful a condition as

this unhappy land of Brittany. In Nor-

mandy or Picarcly the inroads of the

English were periodical, with intervals of

rest between, but Brittany was torn asunder

by constant civil war apart from the grapple

of the two great combatants, so that there was

no surcease of her sufferings. The struggle

had begun in 1341 through the rival claims of

Montfort and of Blois to the vacant Uukedom.

England had taken the part of Montfort,

France that of Blois. Neither faction was

strong enough to destroy the other, and so,

after ten years of continual fighting, history

recorded a long, ineffectual list of surprises and

ambushes, of raids and skirmishes, of towns

taken and retaken, of alternate victory and

defeat, in which neither party could claim a

supremacy. It mattered nothing that Mont-

fort and Blois had both disappeared from the

scene, the one dead and the other taken by

the English. Their wives caught up the

swords which had dropped from the hands of
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their lords, and the long struggle went on

even more savagely than before. In the

south and east the Blois faction held the

country, and Nantes, the capital, was

garrisoned and occupied by a strong

French army. In the north and west the

Montfort party prevailed, for the island

kingdom was at their back and always

fresh sails broke the northern skyline bearing

adventurers from over the Channel. Between

these two there lay a broad zone comprising

all the centre of the country, which was a

land of blood and violence, where no law

prevailed save that of the sword. From end

to end it was dotted with castles, some held

for one side, some for the other, and many

mere robber strongholds, the scenes of gross

and monstrous deeds, whose brute owners,

knowing that they could never be called to

account, made war upon all mankind, and

wrung with rack and with flame the last

shilling from all \vho fell into their savage

hands. The fields had long been untilled.

Commerce was dead. From Rennes in the

east to Hennebon in the west, and from

Dinan in the north to Nantes in the south,

there was no spot where a man's life or a

woman's honour was safe. Such was the

land, full of darkness and bloodâ��the saddest,

blackest spot in Christendom-â��into which

Kriolles and his men were now advancing.

But there was no sadness in the young

heart of Nigel as he rode by the side of

Knolles at the head of a clump of spears, nor

did it seem to him that Fate had led him

into an unduly arduous path. On the con-

trary, he blessed the good fortune which had

sent him into so delightful a country, and it

seemed to him as he listened to dreadful

stories of robber barons, and looked round

at the black scars of war which lay branded

upon the fair faces of the hills, that no hero

of romancist or trouveur had ever journeyed

through such a land of promise, with so fair

a chance of knightly venture and honourable

advancement. The Red Ferret was one deed

towards his vow. Surely a second, and per-

haps a better, was to be found somewhere

upon this glorious countryside. He had

borne himself as the others in the sea-

fight, and could not count it to his credit

where he had done no more than mere duty.

Something beyond this was needed for such

a deed as could be laid at the feet of the

Lady Mary. But surely it was to be found

here in fermenting, war-distracted Brittany.

Then with two done it would be strange

if he could not 'find occasion for that

third one which would complete his ser-

vice and set him free to look her in the

face once more. With the great yellow

horse curveting beneath him, his Guildford

armour gleaming in the sun, his sword clash-

ing against his stirrup-iron, and his father's

tough ash spear in his hand, he rode with a

joyous heart and a smiling face, looking

eagerly to right and to left for any chance

which his good fate might send..

The road from Dinan to Canines, along

which the small army was moving, rose and

dipped over undulating ground, with a bare,

marshy plain upon the left where the River

Ranee ran down to the sea, while upon the

right lay a wooded country with a few

wretched villages, so poor and sordid that

they had nothing with which to tempt the

spoiler. The peasants had left them at

the first twinkle of a steel cap, and lurked at

the edges of the woods, ready in an instant

to dive into those secret recesses known only

to themselves. These creatures suffered

sorely at the hands of both parties, but when

the chance came they revenged their wrongs

on either in a savage way which brought

fresh brutalities upon their heads. The

new-comers soon had a chance of seeing

to what lengths they would go, for in the

roadway near to Canines they came upon an

English man-at-arms who had been waylaid

and slain by them. How they had overcome

him could not be told, but how they had

slain him within his armour was horribly

apparent, for they had carried such a rock as

eight men could lift, and had dropped it

upon him as he lay, so that he was spread

out in his shattered case like a crab beneath

a stone. Many a fist was shaken at the

distant woods and many a curse hurled at

those who haunted them, as the column of

scowling soldiers passed the murdered man,

whose badge of the Molene cross showed

him to have been a follower of that house of

Bentley whose head, Sir Walter, was at that

time leader of the English forces in the

country.

Sir Robert Knolles had served in Brittany

before, and he marshalled his men on the

march with the skill and caution of the

veteran soldier, the man who leaves as little

as possible to chance, having too steadfast a

mind to heed the fool who may think him

over-cautious. He had recruited a number

of bowmen and men at-arms at Dinan, so

that his following was now close upon five

hundred men. In front, under his own

leadership, were fifty mounted lances, fully

armed and ready for any sudden attack

Behind them on foot came the archers, r
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a second body of mounted men closed up

the rear. Out upon either flank moved small

bodies of cavalry, and a dozen scouts, spread

fan-wise, probed every gorge and dingle in

front of the column. So for three days he

moved slowly down the Southern Road.

Sir Thomas Percy and Sir James Astley

had ridden to the head of the column, and

Knolles conferred with them as they marched

concerning the plan of their campaign.

Percy and Astley were young and hot-headed,

with wild visions of dashing deeds and

knight-errantry, but Knolles, with cold, clear

brain and purpose of iron, held ever his

object in view.

" By the holy Dunstan and all the saints

of Lindisfarne !" cried the fiery Borderer,

" it goes to my heart to ride forward when

there are such honourable chances on either

side of us. Have I not heard that the

French are at Evran beyond the river, and

is it not sooth that yonder castle, the towers

of which I see above the woods, is in the

hands of a traitor who is false to his liege

of Montfort ? There is little profit to

be gained upon

this road, for the

folk seem to have

no heart for war.

Had we ventured

as far over the

marches of Scot-

land as we now are

in Brittany we

should not have

lacked some

honourable ven-

ture or chance of

winning worship.''

" You say truth,

Thomas," cried

Astley, a red-faced

and choleric young

man. " It is well

certain that the

French will not

come to us, and

surely it is the

more needful that

we go to them. In

sooth, any soldier

who sees us would

smile that we

should creep for

three days along

this road as

though a thou-

sand dangers lay

before us, when

we have but poor broken peasants to deal

with."

But Robert Knolles shook his head.

" We know not what are in these woods

or behind these hills," said he, " and when

I know nothing it is my wont to prepare

for the worst which may befall. It is but

prudence so to do."

" Your enemies might find some harsher

name for it," said Astley, with a sneer.

" Nay, you need not think to scare me by

glaring at me, Sir Robert, nor will your ill-

pleasure change my thoughts. I have faced

fiercer eyes than thine, and I have not

feared."

" Your speech, Sir James, is neither

courteous nor good," said Knolles, "and if

I were a free man I would cram your words

down your throat with the point of my

dagger. But I am here to lead these men

in profit and honour, not to quarrel with

every fool who has not the wit to understand

how soldiers should be led. Can you not

see that if I make attempts here and there,

as you would have nve do, I shall have
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weakened my strength before I come to that

part where it can best be spent ? "

" And where is that ?" asked Percy.

" 'Fore God, Astley, it is in my mind that

we ride with one who knows more of war

than you or I, and that we would be wise to

be guided by his rede. Tell us, then, what

is in your mind."

" Thirty miles from here," said Knolles,

" there is, as I am told, a fortalice named

Ploermel, and within it is one Bambro, an

Englishman, with a good garrison. No great

distance from him is the Castle of Josselin,

where dwells John of Beaumanoir, with a

great following of Bretons. It is my inten-

tion that we should join Bambro and so be

in such strength that we may throw ourselves

upon Josselin, and, by taking it, become the

masters of all mid-Brittany, and able to make

head against the Frenchmen in the south."

" Indeed, I think that you can do no

better," said Percy, heartily, " and I swear to

you on jeopardy of my soul that I will stand

by you in the matter. I doubt not that

when we come

deep into their

land they will draw

together and do

what they may to

make head against

us ; but up to now

I swear, by all the

saints of Lindis-

farne, that I should

have seen more

war in a summer's

day in Liddesdale

or at the Forest

of Jedburgh than

any that Brittany

has shown us. But

see, yonder horse-

men are riding in.

They are our own

hobelers, are they

not ? And who

are these who are

lashed to their

stirrups ? "

A small troop

of mounted bow-

men had ridden

out of an oak

grove upon the

left of the road.

They trotted up

to where the three

knights had halted.

Two wretched

Vol. xxxii.-18.

peasants whose wrists had been tied to their

leathers came leaping and straining beside

the horses in their effort not to be dragged

off their feet. One was a tall, gaunt, yellow-

haired man, the other short and swarthy, but

both so crusted with dirt, so matted and

tangled and ragged, that they were more like

beasts of the wood than human beings.

" What is this ? " asked Knolles. " Have

I not ordered you to leave the countryfolk at

peace ? "

The leader of the archers, old Wat of

Carlisle, held up a sword, a girdle, and a

dagger.

" If it please you, fair sir," said he, " I saw

the glint of these, and I thought them no fit

tools for hands which were made for the

spade and the plough. But when we had

ridden them down and taken them there was

the Bentley cross upon each, and we knew

that they had belonged to yonder dead

Englishman upon the road. Surely, then, these

are two of the villains who have slain him,

and it is right that we do justice upon them."

" THEY DROPPED WITH INARTICULATE HOWLS UPON TKEIR KNEES,"
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Sure enough, upon sword, girdle, and

dagger shone the silver Molene cross which

had gleamed on the dead man's armour.

Knolles looked at them and then at the

prisoners with a face of stone. At the sight

of those fell eyes they had dropped with

inarticulate howls upon their knees, scream-

ing out their protests in a tongue which none

could understand.

"We must have the roads safe for wander-

ing Englishmen," said Knolles. "These

men must surely die. Hang them to yonder

tree."

He pointed to a live oak by the roadside,

and rode onwards upon his way in converse

with his fellow-knights. Hut the old bowman

had ridden after him.

"If it please you, Sir Robert, the bowmen

would fain put these men to death in their

own fashion," said he.

" So that they die I care not how," Knolles

answered carelessly, and looked back no

more.

Human life was cheap in those stern days,

when the footmen of a stricken army or the

crew of a captured ship were slain without

any question or thought of mercy by the

victors. War was a rude game with death

for the stake, and the forfeit was always

claimed on the one side and paid on the

other without doubt or hesitation. Only the

knight might be spared, since his ransom

made him worth more alive than dead. To

men trained in such a school, with death for

ever hanging over their own heads, it may

well be believed that the slaying of two

peasant murderers was a small matter. And

yet there was special reason why upon this

occasion the bowmen wished to keep the

deed in their own hands. liver since

their dispute aboard the Basilisk there had

been ill - feeling betwixt Bartholomew, the

old bald - headed bowyer, and Long Ned of

Widdington, the Dalesman, which hud ended

in a conflict at Dinan, in which not only they

but a dozen of their friends had been laid

upon the cobble-stones. The dispute raged

round their respective knowledge and skill

with the bow, and now some quick wit

amongst the soldiers had suggested a grim

fashion in which it should be put to the

proof, once for all, which could draw the

surer shaft.

A thick wood lay two hundred paces from

the road upon which the archers stood. A

stretch of smooth, grassy sward lay between.

The two peasants were led out fifty yards

from the road with their faces towards the

wood. There they stood, held on a leash.

and casting many a wondering, frightened

glance over their shoulders at the preparations

which were being made behind them. Old

Bartholomew and the big Yorkshireman had

stepped out of the ranks, and stood side by

side, each with his strung bow in his left hand

and a single arrow in his right. With care

they had drawn on and greased their shooting

glove and fastened their bracer. They

plucked and cast up a few blades of grass to

measure the wind, examined every small point

of their tackle, turned their sides to the mark,

and widened their feet in a firmer stance.

From all sides came chaff and counsel from

their comrades.

" A three-quarter wind, bowyer," cried one ;

" aim a body's breadth to the right ! "

" But not thy body's breadth, bowyer,"

laughed another. "Else may you be over

wide."

" Nay, this wind will scarce turn a well-

drawn shaft," said a third. " Shoot dead

upon him and you will be clap in the clout."

" Steady, Ned, for the good name of the

Dales," cried a Yorkshireman. " Loose easy

and pluck not, or I am five crowns the poorer

man."

" A week's pay on Bartholomew," shouted

another. " Now, old fat pate, fail me not! "

" Enough ! Enough ! Stint your talk ! "

cried the old bowman, Wat of Carlisle.

" Were your shafts as quick as your tongues

there would be no facing you ! Do you

shoot upon the little one, Bartholomew, and

you, Ned, upon the other. Give them law

until I cry the word, then loose in your own

fashion and at your own time. Are you

ready ? Hola, there, Hayward, Boddington,

let them run ! "

The leashes were torn away, and the two

men, stooping their heads, ran madly for the

shelter of the wood amid such a howl from

the arrhers as beaters may give when the

hare starts from its form. The two bowmen,

each with his arrow drawn to the pile, stood

like russet statues, menacing, motionless,

their eager eyes fixed upon the fugitives,

their bow-staves rising slowly as the distance

between them lengthened. The Bretons

were half-way to the wood and still old Wat

was silent. It may have been mercy or it

may have been mischief, but at least the

chase should have a fair chance of lile. At

six-score paces he turned his grizzled head

at last.

" Loose ! " he cried.

At the word the Yorkshireman's bow-string

twanged. It was not lor nothing that he had

earned the name of being one of the deadliest
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his death he was Professor at the University

of Antwerp and a member of its municipal

council, but in his early manhood he had

been a teacher of languages in the town of

Lierre, where the painter was born in 1852.

One of Van Beers's two favourite pictures,

" The Yacht Siren," was exhibited at the

Paris Salon as long ago as 1881, when his

reputation was yet in the making; but the

other, " A Summer Evening," is a more

recent production. He took up his residence

in Paris about the date just mentioned, but

amidst its strong artistic influence he has

preserved the individuality of style, so well

exemplified in these two subjects, which

manifested itself during his student days in

Antwerp.

Although he has painted historical pictures,

such as " The Madness of Hugues van der

Goes," in the Brussels

Gallery, and Oriental sub-

jects such as "The Market

at Cairo" and "The

Serpent - Charmer," Emile

Wauters is celebrated for

portraiture, and it was

naturally in portraiture that

he found his best work.

But "The Young Cavalier,"

as I have ventured to call

it, although painted as the

portrait of the son of M.

Somzee, a Brussels engineer

and member of the Belgian

Parliament, has all the in-

terest of a subject-picture.

It was painted in 1889 from

studies made on the shore

at Heyst, near Ostend.

" I consider it," M.

Wauters avows, "as one of

my most artistic works, and

also the most delicate in

colouring. The child is

dressed in dark blue velvet,

whilst the pony is of light

grey, with a black tail. The

sky is very cloudy, with an

occasional patch of blue.

A small bulldog has just

come out of the water, carry-

ing the boy's whip between

his teeth. In the distance,

beyond the dunes, appear

the square towers of

Heyst."

This equestrian portrait

has won medals at inter-

national exhibitions in Paris,

Berlin, Munich, Vienna, and Antwerp. It

was produced when the artist was in his forty-

third year, with a well-established reputation.

At nineteen M. Wauters, as a pupil of the

Brussels Academy under Portaels, began his

highly successful career by winning the Prix

de Rome. In the following year he exhibited

his first picture at the Paris Salon, " Ulysses

and Calypso," to be followed three years

later by an English subject, " The Battle of

Hastings." In 1878 he had made such

progress in his art as to be chosen to take

part in the decoration of the Hotel de Ville,

Brussels, the tableau he producedâ��" Marie

of Burgundy Swearing to Respect the Liberties

of the City "â��securing the gold medal at the

Salon.

Paris has since so far exercised her fasci-

nation upon this Belgian artist as to cause

THK YOUNG CAVALIKK." Bv KM ILK WAUTERS.

SKLKCTKD BY THK ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTCKK.
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him to have a studio there also. But

M. Wauters has retained his Brussels studio,

and during part of the year he works in the

city where he was born in November, 1846,

to the court at the Tribunal of First

Instance.

Many visitors to the Guildhall exhibition

of Flemish art will doubtless remember

and where his father filled the office of clerk The'ophile Lybaert's " Life's Frailty," and
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they will probably not be surprised to learn

thatâ��in his own estimation, at any rateâ��it

was the best picture of this well-known

Ghent painter. Five years ago Lybaert had

a picture in the Royal Academy which

attracted no small amount of attention,

although his name was then unknown in

England except to a few connoisseurs. The

canvas, too, was comparatively small, but it

compelled attention by sheer power of the

brush with which it had been painted. It

was called " The Evening of Life," and was

the picture of an aged nun sitting with an

open book upon her lap in a convent garden,

the withered hands clasped and the wrinkled

face bent as in prayer.

" Life's Frailty," which was exhibited at

Burlington House two years later, may be

regarded as a sequel to " The Evening of

Life." It was painted in the same convent

garden, but the picture is of youth, not of

age ; across the sunlight in which the young

nun is sitting, however, full of health and

vigour, death may be seen to have cast its

shadow. The

sombre meaning

of the picture is in

weird contrast to

the brightness of

its colouring, pro-

ducing an effect

which must im-

press if it also dis-

pleases.

Lybaert has

been described by

some of his ad-

mirers as "the

modern Mem-

ling," and all his

life he has been an

enthusiastic dis-

ciple of this old

master in Gothic

art. Circumstances

have compelled

him, however, to

paint many pic-

tures quite differ-

ent in aim and

style from " Life's

Frailty." The son

of a heraldic

painter who could

make little pro-

vision for li i s

family, Lybaert

had a long perifxi ..MATKK PUKISSIMA."

. of struggle before SELECTED

he could establish his position as an artist. Al

the age of twenty he painted a Christ as his first

important effort. But this was coldly received,

and for some years he was driven to produce

" pot-boilers "â��pretty soubrettes as powdered

marquises in Pompadour costume being his

chief speciality. In later years he produced

military pictures, more particularly of scenes

in the American War of Independence, of

which subject he made au exhaustive study.

But at the age of fifty-eight M. Lybaert

doubtless realizes that it is by these religious

and semi - religious works in the medieval

spirit, into which he has put his whole heart

and soul, that he will live in the art annals of

his country.

Ghent is one of the most medieval towns

in Europe, and it is probably not altogether

accidental that it should have become the

place of residence of another Belgian painter,

M. Edmond Van Hove, who has devoted

himself almost entirely to subjects such as

the Old Masters chiefly painted. Van Hove,

in fact, is celebrated as a painter of the Virgin,

Bv KUMOND VAN HUVr

BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.
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and his work is mostly in demand for the

decoration of churches. One of these Virgins

he has selected as his best picture â�� the

" Mater Purissima " which

was purchased for the art

gallery of his native city

of Bruges, a circumstance

giving it preeminence in

his eyes.

Van Move's early cir-

cumstances were even

more unpropitious for the

cultivation of art than

those of Lybaert. He was

one of eleven children,

and his father followed the

humble calling of a barber

at Bruges. Nevertheless,

by the time he was twenty

he managed to reach

Paris and to become a

pupil of Cabanal. From

1871 to 1878 Van Hove

remained in Paris, sup-

porting himself by paint-

ing on glass and on fans,

but spending much of his

time in copying the Old

Masters at the Louvre.

Returning to Belgium, his

skill and facility soon

brought him plenty of

employment in a country

where the adornment of

churches is regarded as

a matter of supreme

concern.

" The painter of ' The

, Sphinx ' is himself a

sphinx" was said of M.

Fernand Khnopff when

he exhibited a picture

bearing the title. "The

Blue Wing," the subject

by which M. KhnopfT has

chosen to be represented

in this article, is as enig-

matical as most of the

other productions of his

brush. The painter is

kind enough to give me,

however, some explana-

tion of his choice :â��

"Although forming

an independent picture,

'The Blue Wing' is a preparation for the

first panel of a series of seven, entitled 'The

nÂ°stroyers of Flowers,' and representing

>; idle women amusing themselves destroy-

Bv
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ing flowers by means more or less refined.

The first crushes the flower between her

fingers, the second strangles it in her hair."

There is something

about this picture which

reminds one of Burne-

Jones, and, in point of

fact, Fernand Khnopff has

been much influenced by

him, as well as by Rossetti

and Holman Hunt. In

1889, at the age of thirty-

one, Khnopff visited Lon-

don in connection with

the exhibition of his pic-

ture, "The Sphinx," and

for the first time he be-

came acquainted with the

work of these English

artists. The result was

that in subsequent years

he revisited England in

order to study it, as well

as that of Watts, Ford

Madox Brown, William

Morris, and Walter Crane

"The Blue Wing" was

painted in 1894â��one of

the first results of this new

influence in his artistic

life, which hitherto, apart

from academic training in

Brussels, had been based

on a few months' study in

Paris under Lefebvre.

Of all Belgian painters

Fernand Khnopff has one

of the most interesting

personalities. The son of

an eminent barrister of

Austrian descent, he was

born in September, 1858,

at the family chateau of

Gremberger. His father

wished him to become an

advocate also, and with

that view he studied law

at Brussels University, but

was eventually allowed to

leave it for the Academy,

where he carried off all

the prizes. After a short

stay in Paris he began

work in a Brussels studio

in 1880, at first devoting

himself to portraits until the painting of

" The Sphinx " and the visit to London had

the consequences just described. Occasion-

ally he has turned from painting to sculpture,

THE BLUE WING.

FKRNAND KHNOPFF.
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always with some amount of success. M.

KhnopfFs versatility has been further shown

by lectures, the play of " Hamlet " and the

work of William Morris being among his

subjects.

The career of Kernand Khnopff has been

commonplace, however, compared with that

of Guillaume Van Strydonck. A student in

Paris for two years, where he was a con-

temporary of Sargent under Gerome, he has,

in the pursuit of his art, since travelled

extensively. He has successively visited

England, Holland, Italy, America, and,

determined that the pictures should have

their locale in his own native Flanders.

" The Eviction " is a picture which explains

itself. Although full of faithful detail, it is

a very modest work compared with some of

those M. Van Strydonck has produced.

Whilst residing in India, for instance, he

painted a canvas, fifteen feet by six, repre-

senting the Dusserah procession. The

picture was painted for the Maharajah of

Mysore, who intended to present it to Queen

Victoria. But before this intention could be

carried out the work was unfortunately

'THE EVICTION."

SELECTED BV THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

Bv VAN STRYDONCK.

lastly, India, where for six years he was

painting Rajahs' portraits. In the words of a

biographer, Van Strydonck has seen " all the

ups and downs of an artist's life in Brussels

and in Paris ; he has been a gentleman in

London and a settler in America, a grand

seigneur in India, and a brave peasant at

Malines."

It is as " the brave peasant at Malines,"

after all his wanderings in search of subjects

for his brush, that M. Van Strydonck makes

choice of his best picture. Called " The

Eviction," it is, he explains, the first of a

series illustrating the seamy side of rural life.

The idea of these paintings had its origin,

he frankly confesses, at the time of the Boer

War, and, as first conceived, they were to

depict the distresses of the Dutch farmers.

But the feeling engendered by the war

quickly passed away, and M. Strydonck

Vol. *Â«ii.â��19. .

destroyed in a fire at the Mysore Palace.

Another important picture, " Tobias and

the Angel," was purchased by the Belgian

Government and is now in the Bruges

Gallery. In the prime of life, M. Van Stry-

donck, after his many years of exile, is now

settled in Brussels as Professor of its Royal

Academy of Painting.

M. Victor Gilsoul, who represents in this

article such landscape painters as Belgium

can boast of, is the youngest of its artists

to achieve a European reputation. He is

on the sunny side of forty, and exhibited

his first picture at Brussels at the early age of

seventeen, while still attending a high school

at Antwerp. It was with great difficulty that

he persuaded his father, a merchant, to allow

him to leave the study of literature P~

science for that of art at the Anf

Academy. His first important pictur
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Canal de Viliorde," was severely criticised in

Brussels, but the young artist had his revenge

when it was sent to the Munich Exhibition

and won the gold medal.

The picture reproduced here is typical of

several which M. Gilsoul has painted on the

sea-coast of Belgium, depicting the flat,

sandy soil and the line of trees bent by the

prevalent north-west wind. Painted a few

years since, the picture was purchased by the

King ol the Belgians, and now hangs in the

Royal Palace at Brussels.

It is a familiar scene in every Catholic

country that Professor Franz Lemputten has

painted as the subject of the picture which

he deems his bestâ��the Procession of the

Blessed Sacrament, or " Procession with

Candles," as he terms it, from the fact that

the carrying of lighted candles is its distinc

live feature. The picture, which was painted

THE PROCESSION WITH CANDLES."

SELECTED BV THE AKTIST AS HIS BEST PICTUKB,
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in 1903 at Montaigu, a little town about

thirty miles from Antwerp, was exhibited last

year at the Liege International Exhibition

and has been purchased by the Royal

Academy of Antwerp, where the painter fills

a professorial chair, for ils permanent col-

lection.

" All my life,"says Professor Van Lemputten,

in explaining his choice, "it has been my aim

as a painter to depict the peaceful life

(mivttrs paisihlcs) of the Flemish people."

Another of his pictures of the same kind has

a national reputation, and was purchased by

the nation for the Brussels Gallery. It is

called " Palm Sunday in the Campine," the

Campine, of course, being the moorland

country near Antwerp.

Professor Van Lemputten was born in the

who has thus triumphed over the disadvan-

tage of birth, and Professor Van Lemputten

is a Chevalier of the Order of Leopold.

The Comte Jacques de Lalaing, another

representative Belgian painter, on the other

hand, bears one of the most illustrious names

in the history of his country. The present

bearer of the title was born in London in

1858, and was educated in England as a

naval officer. On reaching manhood, how-

ever, he returned to Belgium to study art

under Portaels and Cluysenaar, two of the

most successful Brussels painters of that

period.

The portrait of a cavalry officer by which

the Comte de Lalaing has chosen to be

represented, although it won a gold medal

in Paris and has been acquired for the Ghent

'A CAVALRY OFFICER."

Bv THK COMTE DE LALAING.

SELECTED uv THE ARTIST AS HIS BUST PICTURE.

district he delights to paint in December,

1850, at the village of Werchter, near Malines.

His father had a talent for drawing and the

ambition to become an artist. He died with

no more satisfaction for this ambition than

was to be derived from the work of restoring

pictures in the galleries of Brussels. But

this semi-artistic employment doubtless made

easier the path of the son who inherited his

ambition, in whose success he found con-

solation for his own failure. The King of

the Belgians has delighted to honour a man

Art Gallery, hardly indicates the wide scope

of his work. This has included numerous

subject - pictures, such as " Prisoners of

War" and "The Intercepted Courier" (Lille

Gallery) and " The Prehistoric Hunter"

(Brussels Gallery), as well as several historical

tableaux for the Brussels Town Hall and

Senate House. This equestrian portrait was

painted in 1884, and had as its model a

General in the Belgian army. The Comte de

Lalaing has also worked as a sculptor, y '

the Waterloo monument in the ceme*
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Evian, near Brussels, is an example of his

skill.

Women are taking so active and promising

a part in Belgian art that it would be un-

gallant, perhaps, altogether to ignore their

figure-pictures in the style of the French im-

pressionists, whom she has diligently studied

in Paris. Mme. Philippson's art is more of

a home growth, and the portrait group of

children reproduced on this page is typical

'THE REHEARSAL."

BY MME. PHIUPPSON.
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work in this article. Up to the present,

however, they have distinguished themselves

most in portraiture, although Mme. Ronner,

for many years a resident of Brussels,

yet a native of Holland, has obtained

great celebrity by her pictures of cats, which

probably owe their success more to artistic

posing than to any other quality.

Of the feminine portrait painters, Mme.

Mathilde Philippson, of Brussels, is an ex-

cellent representative, whilst Mile. M. A.

Marcotte, of Antwerp, has made a name by

of the domestic feeling she puts into her

work.

" I am exceedingly fond of children," the

lady explains, " and, as my own girl was

studying the violin at the time, it interested

me to paint a group of children playing

instruments." Portraits painted in this spirit

and not in the ordinary way of a portrait-

painter's business might be expected, Mme.

Philippson could have added, as she probably

thought, to reveal at their best her natural

and spontaneous qualities.



Curiosities of a Razor-Edge.

BY WALTER ROSKNHAIN.

O most people the edge of a

good razor suggests the very

type of smooth, keen sharp-

ness, and yet, if we look at

such an edge closely enough,

we shall see that it is not

really " sharp " and

very far from being

smooth. The un-

aided eye will not,

of course, be able

to detect these de-

partures from our

ideas of perfection,

but when the

edges of razors

are suitably pre-

pared and then

examined by the

aid of a powerful

microscope a

whole series of in-

teresting and rather

unexpected facts is revealedâ��facts quite as

interesting in their way as the wonders of

minute plant and animal life which we are

accustomed to look for beneath the magic

lenses. First of all, however, we must see

how the edge of a razorâ��or of any cutting

tool, for that matterâ��can be looked at

under the microscope. Although it seems

simple enough, it is really not an easy matter

to get a good view of the cutting edge of

a blade under the

microscope, be-

cause, in order to

see the real shape

of the blade and

to perceive the

real degree of

sharpness or blunt-

ness of the edge,

it is not enough to

look down upon

the blade side-

ways, but the blade

must be cut

through across its

greatest length, and

the surface or "sec-

tion " laid bare by

such a cut must

be examined.

I.â��SKCTION OK A RAZOR-BLADE KMBKDtJED IN COI

MAGNIFIED ABOUT THHKK TIMES.

NO. 2.â��SFCTION

Looked at in this way, an ideally sharp blade

would appear as a narrow oblong, terminating

on the side of the edge in a perfectly sharp

point. As a matter of fact, we shall see

presently that no actual blade ever appears

really sharp when thus examined. But,

even before the

blade of a razor

or knife can be

cut through in

this way, it must

first be em-

bedded in some

hard material

which will pre-

serve the true shape

of the blade and

edge, and the mate-

rial used for this

purpose is a layer

of copper about

one - eighth of an

inch thick, which is

deposited upon the surface of the blade,

before it is cut, by the ordinary process of

electro - plating. When this has been done

the blade can be slowly cut or ground through

by means of an emery wheel, and the surface

thus laid bare is polished and cleaned very

carefully until we see nothing but a narrow,

blue-looking streak of steelâ��the actual blade

itselfâ��surrounded by a mass of pinkish-red

copper. The general appearance of such a

section is shown

in our first pic-

ture (No. i), which

shows a razor-blade

thus embedded,

magnified about

three times. In

order to see the real

shape of the edge,

however, very much

greater magnifica-

tion than that must

be used. The sec-

tion of the edge of

an ordinary table-

knife is shown in

our next picture

(No. 2), also em-

bedded in the <"

ABOUT FORTY TIMES. per, but Hlf ~
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about forty times. The "edge" here, instead

of appearing as a sharp angle, shows a broad,

rounded outline, and its appearance rather

makes one wonder how such an " edge " can

ever cut anything at all. It is only fair to

NO. 3.â��SECTION OF THE EDGE OP A CHISEL, MAGNIFIED

ABOUT ONE HUNDRED TIMES.

say, however, that the knife illustrated in the

picture was a new one taken direct from the

stock of a good cutler, so that the picture

rather represents the edge of a new knife than

that of one which has been whetted down to

a much finer edge by frequent rubbing on the

domestic knife-board. The section of a much

sharper kind of edge can be obtained by

examining a sharp penknife or carpenter's

chisel; the next picture (No. 3) represents

the edge of a freshly-ground car-

penter's chisel, this time magni-

fied one hundred times. In all

these pictures the darker parts

represent the steel, the lighter

area representing the surround-

ing mass of copper upon whose

surface the grooves and scratches

produced during the cutting and

grinding have not been quite

obliterated. We see at once

that the chiselâ��and the picture

would stand equally well for a

penknifeâ��is much sharper than

the table-knife; here the two

sides of the blade meet very

nearly at an actual angle, al-

though it will be seen, on look-

ing closely, that where the actual

point of meeting should be a

very small fin of steel projects outwards

into the copper. This little fin is the

last trace of the peculiar " burr" which is

always formed when steel edges are ground,

and the skill of the grinder consists chiefly

in removing these fins as completely as

possible; the microscope, however, shows

us that even the best grinders never quite

remove the last trace of the fin, while the

extreme end of the fin itself is seen to be-

quite round.

When we come to examine the edge of

the razor itself in this way still higher magni-

fications must be usedâ��in fact, the extreme

magnification that the modern microscope

can yield is called into requisition for this

purpose, and in the next picture (No. 4)

we have a sectional view of the edge of

a good razor in excellent condition, shown

under a magnification of fifteen hundred

times. Bearing in mind this enormous

degree of enlargement in the picture,

and comparing it with the view of the

chisel shown above under much smaller

magnification, the difference between the

two implements becomes strikingly apparent.

We can realize the extreme tenuity of the

metal forming the razor edge when we

measure the width of the thickest part of the

blade as we see it on the photographâ��it

measures as nearly as possible three-fifths of

an inch, so that the thickness of the real

blade at this point is only one twenty-five-

thousandth of an inch ; that is, it would take

twenty-five thousand such blades packed

tightly next to one another to occupy one

inch. This measurement is taken at a dis-

tance of one five hundredth of an inch from

the extreme edge. If now we look at the

NO. 4.â��SECTION OK THE EDGE OF A SHAKK KA/nR, MAliMFlEH ONE THOUSAND

FIVfc HUNDRED TIMt-Sâ��IT WOULD TAKE TWENTY-FIVE THOUSAND SUCH EUC.ES

TO OCCUPY AN INCH.

photograph closely we see that, thin as

this edge is, the two sides do not meet

actually in a point, but that again, at the

point where the two sides should meet, there
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is a very minute fin ending in a flat or, at

all events, rounded outline, so that the

edge is not perfectly sharp, since it has an

actual and measurable width. What is the

real width of such a razor-edge ? On the

photograph the width is very nearly one-

thirtieth of an inch, and since the photo-

graph is one thousand five hundred times as

large as the real object, the real width of the

extreme edge is about one half-millionth of

an inch ; in other words, it would take one

half million such edges, placed next to one

another, to occupy the width of one inch.

Therefore, although to the eye of science the

sharpest razor falls far short of ideal sharp

ness, since in that case the edge would have

no width at all, yet in practice such an edge

is probably the minutest object regularly

produced by the art of man.

This highly-magnified sectional view of a

razor edge shows another very interesting

fact ; we sÂ«e that the extreme edge of the

section is distinctly bent to one side. This

is nearly always seen in razor-edges, and if

we remember how extremely thin the metal

is at this part of the blade we shall not be

surprised to find that it is slightly bent when

it is pressed sideways against any objectâ��

the actual bend, as seen in the photograph,

represents the effect of the last stroke on the

strop which this blade had received. Now

this bending of the metal quite near the

edge, minute as it is, has some very important

practical consequences. If the razor be used

in such a way that the bend is towards the

skin, there will be a tendency for the edge

itself to burrow downwards into the skin

instead of sliding easily over the surface and

merely cutting away the projecting hairs. .If,

on the other hand, the blade be applied to

the face in such a way that the bend of the

edge is aivay from the skin, the edge will

slide much more smoothly, with less tendency

to cut or scratch the skin, while it will act

upon the hairs in a slightly upward direction

and thus tend to pull them tight while

cutting them. This latter condition is much

the more favourable for good shaving, and

the difference will be easily realized by

anyone who makes the experiment. This

is easily done, because the direction of the

bend of the edge can be regulated by the

last few strokes on the strop ; two or three

gentle strokes on the same side of the blade

in succession will secure that the direction of

the bend will be away from that side of the

blade which was in contact with the strop,

and that same side of the blade should then

be used next to the skin. The degree of the

effect will, of course, vary a little with differ-

ent razors, since the thickness of the blade

near the edge and the hardness of the steel

will differ from one blade to another, and

the degree of bending produced, will vary

accordingly. The most marked effects are

found with very thin hollow ground blades.

This minute amount of bending undergone

by the metal near the extreme edge of a

razor-blade has another practical result. We

all know that a piece of wire which will quite

easily stand being bent double will be broken

if it be bent backwards and forwards many

times. Usually we do this by bending the

wire a few times through a large angle, but

it can be done equally effectively by only

bending the wire a little each time, but

repeating the process a great many times.

What really takes place is that the metal,

which was strong and ductile to begin with,

is gradually made hard and brittle and then

finally breaks off. Now the metal near the

edge of a razor is being subjected to very

similar treatment : every turn on the strop

reverses the direction of the bend near the

edge, and although the amount of bending is

too slight ever to bring about actual breakage

of such an elastic metal as hardened steel, it

is yet sufficient to bring about a change in

the metal which renders it less elastic and

less able to stand up to the really severe

strain which the process of shaving produces

in these very thin edges. This is why a razor

which has been used long ultimately ceases

to cut well or to hold a good edge. Now it

has been discoveredâ��in quite another con-

nection, as it happensâ��that steel which has

lost its proper elastic qualities by such a

process of " fatigue/' as it is called, is capable

of recovering its good qualities under favour-

able circumstances. It will recover in this way

if left at rest, though this is a comparatively

slow process, which explains the fact, found

out long ago by those who work with razors

and other edge tools, that a tool which has

become useless through continued use will

be as good as ever after a prolonged rest.

But experiment has shown that recovery

will take place much more rapidly if the

steel be warmed, so that a few minutes'

exposure to the temperature of boiling

water will bring about recovery to an

extent that would have required several

days' rest at the ordinary temperatures. This

fact explains the advantage to be derived

from the familiar practice of " steaming " a

razor before use; it has often been thought

that the effect of this operation was a purelv

sanitary one in destroying any bacteria th
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might be present on

the blade, but we

now see that the real

gain is to the elas-

ticity of the steel

itself.

Before we leave

the razor and the

microscope, it is well

worth while looking

at the edge in a dif-

ferent way; this time

the razor-blade need

not be embedded in

copper or submitted

to any treatment

rendering it useless

for future shavingâ��

it is merely necessary

to lay the blade side-

ways under the

microscope in such a

way that the edge

comes into the field

of view. The smooth-

nessâ��or roughness

â�¢â��of the edge can be well seen in this way,

and the appearance presented by a razor in

good condition, capable of shaving without

scratching or dragging, is seen in the above

picture (No. 5). The edge is full of minute

irregularities, distinctly reminding one of the

teeth of a tiny saw. At first sight one

would imagine that

these irregularities

must be a disadvan-

tage and interfere

with the smooth cut-

ting of the razor.

Now, although it is

by no means an easy

matter to get rid of

these minute irregu-

larities from the

edge of a razor, by

the aid of special

materials and appli-

ances it can be done,

and a perfectly

smooth edge is then

produced. Such an

edge is shown in our

last picture (No. 6),

which, like No. 5, is

magnified five hun-

dred times. If such

a smooth edge be

'ed in the hope of

â�¢ining an easy

NO. 5.â��A SIDE VIKW OF THE EOGE OF A RAZOR IN GOOD

CONDITION, SHOWING THE RAW - LIKE IRREGULARITIES

WHICH MAKE SHAVING EASY.

NO. 6.â��A RAZOR WITH A PERFECTLY SMOOTH EDGE, WITH

WHICH IT IS IMPOSSIBLE To SHAVE AT ALL.

shave a great disap-

pointment will await

the enthusiastic ex-

perimenter ; a blade

with such an edge

simply will not cut

at all â�� it has no

" bite " in it and

slips harmlessly over

hairs or other small

obstacles.

The microscope

has thus shown us

several somewhat

unexpected facts

about razors and the

way in which they

do their work; it

has shown us that

the edge of the

sharpest razor still

has a minute but

measurable width,

that the direction

of our last stroke on

the strop affects the

way the razor works, and that a really sharp

razor - edge must resemble an extremely

minute saw, while finally the microscope

helps us to understand why razors " go

stale " if used too long without a rest. Had

we pursued the matter farther, our sections

could have been made to show us the minute

details of the struc-

ture of the steel it-

self, and from this

we could have seen

whether the steel of

which the razor was

made was of good

quality, and whether

it had been pro-

perly hardened and

tempered when the

blade was made:

but these are

matters more for

the man who makes

razors, while those

which we have

tried to explain

really concern every

man who uses a

razor, and will, per-

haps, give him a

little more interest

and respect for

the delicate instru-

ment he handles.
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FTERWARDS the Duchess

never understood precisely

what it was that had roused

her from her reverie. It is

certain that she glanced up

with a sudden remembrance

of herself, of the island, of everything, and,

doing so, uttered a cry of dismay. There, at

a distance of some two miles or so, stretched

the line of the shore, and midway between

herself and it was the boat which had

brought her, rowing placidly away. Lost in

her thoughts, she had failed to hear the boat-

men call their passengers together, and it had

occurred to nobody that their cargo was one

short. She was alone on the island.

As this appalling conviction came home

to her the Duchess scrambled briskly to her

feet. Slipping in shoes inconveniently high-

heeled, she ran down to the edge of the water.

She waved an ineffectual handkerchief, she

stamped an unavailing foot, she shouted in a

voice which, in her own ears, sounded ridicu-

lously inadequate and smallâ��the boat floated

on, undisturbed, unheeding. Finally, she sat

down upon a rock and bitterly told herself

that she was a fool!

It had been foolish, absurd, to come to

the island at all ; she had never taken the

Vol. xxxii.-2O.

slightest interest in that rocky little haunt of

gull.) and curlews, or felt the least inclination

to examine it. Perhaps she had been seized

with the impulse as she strolled upon the

sands this afternoon because the just-about-

to-embark cargo of trippers had seemed so

cheerful. And she herself was feeling quite

the reverse of cheerful. To listen to the in-

consequent talk and laughter of these people

would distract her thoughts. And the island-

looked singularly remote and peaceful. A

little peace, a little solitude, seemed to be just

the things she neededâ��before the evening.

Once the evening was overâ��well, things

would be different. Eleanor would be

delighted, Charles congratulatory, she herself

â��settled. During the year of her widow-

hood they had been very good to her, but

even the kindest of sisters and the best ol

brothers-in-law may occasionally jar. They

had not concealed their opinion that it did

not become her to remain a widow. The

fact that her eight years of matrimony with

her elderly Duke had not been in any sense

a success did not apparently affect themâ��the

Duke's temper, the Duke's jealousy, had

been in fault. Also they were very happy

themselves, which is, with some people, a

clinching argument in favour of the rest of
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the world being so if only it chooses. That

she retained her comfortable settlements in

the event of re-marriage was another reason

why she should essay a second venture.

The Duke's jealousy, sufficiently objection-

able and active in his lifetime, had not

expressed itself in his will.

So, almost without a second thought, she

had stepped into the boat. Even if these

people looked at her they would see nothing

to excite their curiosity in her plain holland

frock, since the fact that it had been cut by

a Bond Street modiste would naturally escape

them. Such of these people as had looked

at her had seen a slim young woman with a

red belt round her holland waist and a red

hat shading her grey eyes and covering her

blonde hair. The Duchess had lately taken

to looking for grey threads among that blonde

hairâ��a process which, so far, was absurdly

unnecessary.

The Duchess, seated on her rock, stared

helplessly at the receding boat, growing

smaller and smaller as it neared the hopelessly

unattainable shore. Nobody had seen her

leave the house, she remembered ; she might

not be missed for hours. And when she

was missed nothing short of an absolute

inspiration would suggest the island to any-

body. It was possibleâ��possible?â��it was

horribly probable !â��that she might have to

remain where she was all night ! The

Duchess was not specially strong-minded.

Another moment would have launched her in

the full tide of a flood of tears, when she

looked up and saw the secretary coming.

She almost ran to meet him in her relief

and delight ; she very nearly stamped her

foot in her anger and chagrin. It was such a

joy to know that she was not alone on this

horrible island ; it was so intensely annoy-

ing that this particular man should be

there. She had never attempted to disguise

her conviction that Charles thought a great

deal too much of his secretary. The man, of

course, was clever, good-looking, well bred ;

she acknowledged all that, butâ��she objected

to him. It was an added irritation that she

could not quite clearly express why ; certainly

she would never have dreamed of telling

Charles that there were times when the

man's whole manner, the man's eyes, speaking

through a bearing conventionally perfect,

said things to her which they had no right to

say. The few vague phrases in which she

had more than once endeavoured to

convey her dissatisfaction with the secretary

had been received by Charles with a density

that was a little trying; he would be lost, the

busy politician declared, without Stanmore.

His laudatory expressions with regard to

Stanmore she had found only a degree less

provoking than his stupidity. So the man

remained, and his eyes, when sometimes she

met them, his hand whenâ��very rarelyâ��it

touched hers, continued to say things to her.

The Duchess rose to her feet. The secre-

tary came up, lifting his cap. He wore light

tweeds, and looked well in them.

"You are marooned, your Grace," he

observed, quietly.

" Something like it, it seems !" The

Duchess's tone was impatient : it suddenly

dawned upon her that he did not look

surprised. " You knew I was here ? " she

challenged him flatly.

" Certainly. I saw you arrive in the

boat. And I did not see you go away in

it. The other side of the island is the more

picturesque; I thought you might be there,and

have been looking," the secretary explained.

"Somehow I did not hear the boatmen

call the people togetherâ��I was foolish to

come; it is all most annoying !" said the

Duchess. The faintest of blushes appeared

in her pale face ; perhaps because to say the

words was to recall both her reverie and its

subject. " I was not aware, Mr. Stanmore,

that you were in the habit of coming hereâ��

if you are ; but I am at any rate glad that you

are here to-day. You rowed yourself over,

of course ? I shall have to trouble you to row

me back again."

" I am happy to be of use and entirely at

your Grace's service, of course," returned the

secretary. " My boat is on the other side of

the island. Shall I row her round ? But if

you will walk it will save time. The path is

pretty rough, though."

The path was very rough. The Duchess,

electing to save time, execrated her folly once

again and wished her Louis heels anywhere.

As for the vaunted piciuresqueness of the

other side of the island, it may have been

there, but she did not see it; she kept her

eyes fixed upon the broad grey back before

herâ��the secretary was a tall man. Once,

when at a particularly ankle-twisting part of

the way, he turned and took her hand to

help her, he held it with a commendable lack

of expression. And he said nothing, which

was precisely what she wished him to say.

By the time they reached the spot where his

boat lay moored she hadâ��for the nonceâ��

almost forgiven him. A few yards before her

he stopped and turned.

" I'm afraid your troubles are not over,

Duchess !"
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His look was peculiar ; his tone was no

less so. Without knowing why, the Duchess

felt a qualm of dismay.

" What do you mean ? " she demanded.

The secretary shrugged.

" That the genus tripper is objectionable

at all times, and that when it is developed in

the form of boy it is absolutely demoniacal,"

he returned. " The boat is scuttled."

"Scuttled?" cried the Duchess.

" Some young angel of that cargo has

heaved a great lump

of rock into her.

She is half full of

water."

The Duchess swept

by and took one

look ; it was enough

to turn her pale face

paler with blank con-

sternation.

" We can never

row in that !"

"Quite impos-

sible," confirmed the

secretary.

" And there is no

other way of leaving

the island ? "

" Until the tide

goes down â�� none

whatever."

"Why, that will

he hours â�� six or

seven ! " cried the

Duchess.

" Rather . longer.

As far as I recollect,

it is not high tide

until eight o'clockâ��

a little more than two

hours from now."

"Which means

that we shall be able

to walkâ��when?" the Duchess demanded.

The secretary consulted his watch.

" I should imagine," he said, consideringly,

" somewhere between two and three o'clock

in the morning."

" Twoâ��and three "

There was a convenient rock handy; the

Duchess collapsed upon it. In the minute

of awful silence which followed a gull over-

head squawked derisively.

" I'm a fairly decent swimmer," began the

secretary, slowly. "If "

" Oh, don't talk nonsense!" said the

Duchess, sharply. There are times when

dignity perforce deserts the best of us. "You

know it would be fearfully dangerousâ��there

are those horrible freshet holes. And as

though I should dare to be left alone here

when it gets dark." She paused. " A boat

may come near enough to see us," she

suggested, hopefully.

" It may," allowed the secretary.

" You mean you don't think it is likely?"

" I have never seen one do so," said the

secretary.

There was another silence. The Duchess,

WE CAN NEVER ROW IN THAT ! "

sitting forlorn on the rock in her holland

frock, staring hopelessly across those two

dreadful miles of water, looked young and

helpless and very sweet. The secretary,

standing at her side, put his hands in his

pockets with an air of being on the whole

resigned to circumstances. She spoke first,

recovering, as far as might be, her usual

manner. Alone, she could have comforted

herself by crying. As things were, it was an

indulgence not to be thought of.

" It is most annoying," she saidâ��" worse

than annoying. But I suppose that Iâ��weâ��

must make the best of it. Fortunately an

August night is not likely to be cold.



156

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Perhaps you can show me some sheltered

spot where I can sit down."

" I think I can," said the secretary.

He led the way. The Duchess made no

objection when presently, with a word of

apology, he took her arm to help her along

a rugged track which could not be called a

path ; there was, she reflected, something com-

forting and supporting in having one's arm

taken. Also, it flashed into her head that,

putting his objectionableness on one side, he

was the man for the situation. His proximity

was cheering, sustaining, in those respects

resembling his hold upon her arm. " I'm

afraid this is the best I can do, your Grace."

The Duchess looked about her. The

track had terminated in a cave in a high

granite wall. At its entrance it was more

than high enough to stand erect in. Its

floor was the softest yellow sand. Two or

three shelving points of rock were at a

convenient height for seats. She sat down.

" Is this your private retreat, Mr.

Stanmore ? "

" I don't claim exclusive proprietorship,

though I don't fancy many

people know of it," returned

the secretary. His manner

changed, losing its formality;

he laughed with a boyish gaiety

and ease. " You said just now,

Duchess, that we must make

the best of it. Allow me to

help you to do so. You would

like a cup of tea ? "

" Don't! " beseeched the

Duchess, piteously.

"Why 'don't'?"

" Because it is impossible."

" Impossible ? Not at all."

He dived into the back of

the cave; to her amazement

he disappeared in the dark-

ness. In a minute he became

visible again, carrying a great

hamper-like basket, and trail-

ing a rug and a cloak over his

arm.

" I believe in precaution,"

he remarked. " If any trippers

ever do invade the cave, I

don't think they discover either

my storehouse or my little con-

veniences. If you will stand

up I can make your seat more

comfortable with this rug."

The Duchess stood up.

Sitting down again upon the

folded rug, she looked at the

very complete and commodious tea-basket

which he was opening. And it was at this

juncture that she smiled for the first time.

"One would fancy," she suggested, "that

you had expected to be marooned here."

" You think so ? No; I can't say that

the idea ever occurred to me," returned

the secretary. " But the island is rather a

favourite haunt of mine, and I have reached

an age when I like my comforts. Hence my

tea-basket, which I am sorry to say contains

nothing more substantial in the eating line

than biscuits. The milk difficulty I have got

over by discovering a brand of jugged cream

which remains all that cream should be

for quite a respectable length of time, if

judiciously treated. The rug I have often

found handy, and my old cloakâ��which you

may be glad of presentlyâ��has been half over

the world with me. This spirit-stove is a

gem in its way, and will not keep you waiting

long. As to water, do you hear nothing ?

Listen."

The Duchess listened.

" Running water," she said.

ONE WOULD FANCV,' SHE SUGGESTED, ' THAT VOU HAD liXt'ECTED TO BE

MAKOONEU HERE.'"
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" Yes ; a natural spring in the rock. In

the course of Heaven knows how many ages

it has worn a basin and groove for itself, and

leaves the rest of my storehouse dry."

The Duchess made no reply. She sat

watching him as he disembowelled the tea-

basket, absently noting his broad shoulders,

his close-cropped dark head and square fore-

head, the really excellent lines of his mouth

and chin. To look at, the man was certainly

all that a man need be â�� she had always

acknowledged it. The boyish gleam of

gaiety which brightened his dark eyes was

an improvement upon his usual gravity.

Not for the first time, something vague,

swift, intangible, flitted across her â�� he re-

minded her of something, of somebody; the

impression had never been so strong before.

And then, in a flash, her fancy conjured up

the vision of another face. Its high, thin

features, cold blue eyes, and light hair,

scanty and grey upon the temples, did not

appeal to her any more than did the narrow-

shouldered, slightly-stooping figure, or the

somewhat harsh, always pragmatical, voice.

She remembered that, according to " De-

brett," infallible and merciless, Lord Arthur

Culverton would be fifty-two upon his next

birthday.

The tea was perfect; the secretary showed

himself an adept in its making. The

Duchess, sipping it, and eating biscuits from

a Japanese serviette spread over her holland

knees, found herself presently talking and

even laughing as though this catastrophe

were in reality the merriest of jokes. In

spite of her eight years of matrimonyâ��and

the Dukeâ��there were times still when she

was very young. She shivered a little

presently, and the secretary took up the

cloak.

" You are cold. Let me put this round

you," he said.

His manner was pleasantly authoritative ;

he had retained his easy gaiety. The

Duchess shook her head. The delicate

colour in her generally pale cheeks had faded

suddenly.

" Thank youâ��presently. I am not cold."

She looked past him at the distant shore ;

the setting sun was turning sky and sea into

a flaming picture of blazing scarlets, gorgeous

purples, gleaming golds. " It is growing late,

is it not ? "

"About half-past six, I should fancy," said

the secretary. He looked at his watch.

Twenty minutes to seven," he announced.

He returned the watch to his pocket.

"Otherwise," he concluded, deliberately,

" Lord Arthur is due in something under

a quarter of an hour."

" Oh ! " ejaculated the Duchess.

She staredâ��the stare was haughtily inter-

rogative. The secretary made a deprecating

gesture.

" Oh, yes," he confessed, composedly, " I

know. Sir Charles, as you are aware, is good

enough to treat meâ��well, confidentially."

The Duchess declined a reply; she was

too angry to make one. She would never,

she thought wrathfully, forgive Charles for

this. It was a betrayal of confidence! He

had no rightâ��absolutely no rightâ��to tell

anyone whatsoever that the note she had

written to Lord Arthur, though containing

nothing but an assurance that she would

receive his proposed visit with pleasure, was

really equivalent to an acceptance of the

proposal which she knew he would come to

make. How much less right, then, to tell

this particular man? It was unspeakably

annoying, humiliating ; Charles, when she

saw him, should certainly suffer. But since

the man did knowâ��well, so much the better.

It would put an end, at once and effectually,

to the absurd ideas, presumptions, pretensions,

which she declined to particularize to herself.

But it had been execrable taste in him to tell

her that he knewâ��a liberty not excusable.

She looked up and found him looking at her.

The look lasted. Under it she was furious

to feel her cheeks blaze.

" No," he said, composedly, and as if she

had spoken. " You are quite mistaken,

Duchess. It will not make the least dif-

ference in the world."

" Difference ? " the Duchess echoed.

" In what you meant when you looked

at me," said the secretary.

" I don't know what you mean," said the

Duchess, haughtily.

" No ? I mean," explained the secretary,

"your engagement to Lord Arthur. Until

you have absolutely married himâ��or some-

body elseâ��I shall never give up hoping that

I may make you understand how infinitely

much better it will be for you to marry

me."

" Oh!" the Duchess gasped again.

Perhaps she had never before poignantly

regretted that she was a person of inconsider-

able inches and no particular presenceâ��she

made the most of what she possessed of both,

" I will not say, Mr. Stanmore, what I think

of your having chosen this time and place for

such aâ��such a declaration. And I prefer

not to speak of the annoyance which I have

suffered from your manner in the past. You
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forget yourselfâ��your positionâ��and mine. I

shall speak to Sir Charles. He will hardly, I

think, disregard such a complaint as I shall

make. You will be good enough, if you

please, to consider yourself as no longer in

. his employment."

The Duchess had risen ; now she sat down

again. She would have liked to nwch out

of the cave, but to do so would look so

abjectly like running away. Let him go,

whipped by her tirade. She was fluttered by

having delivered it; she was naturally a

sweet-tempered person.

" In one thing, at least, I am entirely at

one with your Grace," said the secretary,

quietly. " A complaint from you to Sir

Charles will, of course, ensure my dismissal.

If it is to be made "

" It will certainly be made ! " declared the

Duchess.

" Since it is to be made," corrected the

secretary, imperturbably, " it follows that I

may consider myselfâ��to quote your Grace's

wordsâ��as no longer in Sir Charles's employ-

ment. Being, therefore, no longer in aâ��

shall we sayâ��in a subordinate capacity "

" It is absolutely immaterial," said the

Duchess.

" In a subordinate capacity," continued

the secretary, " I may be permitted to say a

little more. I fear you consider that I have

taken a liberty ? "

"An unpardonable liberty ! " amended the

Duchess, with severity.

" That seems hard," complained the

secretary.

" Hard ? " echoed the Duchess, helplessly.

"Very hard," affirmed the secretary. "A

man is hardly to be blamed for falling in

love with the most charming woman of his

acquaintance. And having done so he is

surely within his right if he does his best to

get her." He paused and sighed. " I under-

stand that I am unequivocally rejected ? "

" Most unequivocally ! " declared the

Duchess.

" It's a great pity !" said the secretary,

sadly.

" Pity ? " repeated the Duchess, still more

helplessly.

" For your sake as well as for mine,"

explained the secretary, hastily. " I am not,

I hope, taking a purely selfish view." He

stared before him with an air regretfully con-

templative. "You see, if you had given me

a chance we would have had such an awfully

good time !"

" Really, Mr. Stanmore " began the

Duchess, satirically.

"Yes, really," confirmed the secretary.

He had been looking shoreward; now he

looked at her. " An awfully good time,

which at any rate might have claimed

the attraction of novelty. For I should fancy

that even the Duke "

"The Duke!" echoed the Duchess. A

sudden spasm of recklessness invaded her. He

knewâ��oh, without doubt he knew !â��that

she had never wanted to marry the Duke,

and what a dreary and ignominious failure

had been those eight years! " When a girl

marriesâ��is married to a man five-and-thirty

years older than herself," she said, bitterly,

" she hardly expects a good time."

" Quite so," agreed the secretary. " Which

makes it, if I may say so, singular that

you do not exhibit more prudence in

your present arrangements. Now, Lord

Arthur "

" Lord Arthur," stated the Duchess, firmly,

" is an excellent man."

" The word photographs him ! " declared

the secretary, admiringly. " Only "

" Whatever your opinion may beâ��and it

doesn't in the least matter," resumed the

Duchess, loftilyâ��" he is a man of whom you

must of necessity speak well."

" He is a man," agreed the secretary, in a

consoling voice, " of whom everybody speaks

well! " He paused and sighed again. " Re-

garded as the prospective husband of a wife

whose interests are bounded by the Budget

and Blue-books, by the Far East and the

Fiscal Question, he is altogether admirableâ��

perfect ! But as for giving herâ��that is, you

â��a good time "

" Really," interrupted the Duchess, icily,

" I don't wish to rebuke you again for taking

liberties, but "

"But," pleaded the secretary, "being no

longer in a subordinate capa "

" Don't use that ridiculous phrase !" cried

the Duchess, irritably.

" May I suggest," went on the secretary,

" that Lord Arthurâ��shall we sayâ��in the

domestic circle "

" I prefer not to discuss the subject," said

the Duchess.

" Naturally," agreed the secretary, sooth-

ingly.

There was a silence. The Duchess

shivered once more; the cave was chilly.

The secretary took up the cloak.

" You will take cold ; you must let me put

this round you," he said.

His manner was masterful: the Duchess

submitted. Sitting down again, she put up

her hands to her hat. Even an offended
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silence cannot last for ever. She broke it,

her tone petulant.

" It is heavyâ��it hurts my head," she said.

" Allow me," said the secretary.

Her fingers had fumbled ; his found the

pins with remarkable dexterity. But he

must have been clumsy in some way, for a

long coil of blonde hair fell

shining down her shoulder.

She began to twist it up

.again, the red hat upon her

knees.

"It is just as yellow,"

said the secretary.

The Duchess, pausing,

stared.

" I have sometimes won-

dered," went on the secre-

tary, thoughtfully, " whether

it was quite as bright, but

now I see it so near I

see there is no difference

â�� no, not the veriest

shade."

"What do you mean?"

demanded the Duchess.

" Look ! " returned the

secretary.

He had drawn a case

out of his pocket. From

it he took a packet folded

in silk paper, opened, and

put it into her hands.

The Duchess gave a cry.

A long tress of yellow hair

curled over her fingers, of

the very shade of the fallen

coil. She stared from it

tea-basket. Now her pale cheeks suddenly

fired red ; she caught his arm. " Oh ! "

she gasped, " you can't beâ��you are not Jim

â��Jim Lorrimer ? "

" I have wondered for almost a year

whether you would find it out or I should

have to tell you after all," said the secretary.

to him, her grey eyes

wide.

" Oh ! " she cried. " Why, it looks like my

hair."

" It is your hair."

" Mine ? "

" Yours."

" In your possession ! " cried the Duchess.

" Why not ? You gave it to me," said the

secretary.

" I gave it to you ? "

"Certainly."

"To you? I did?"

" You did. If I had become possessed of

it in any other way I might not have valued

it quite so much." He smiled. " In one

respect it is like my old cloakâ��it has been

half over the world with me."

" With you ? " repeated the Duchess, con-

fusedly. She had sprung to her feet as she

stared at him; the unheeded hat fell into the

SHE GASPED, ' VOU CAN'T BEâ��YOU ARE NOT JIMâ��JIM LORRIMER?'"

" Butâ��but your name is Stanmore! "

cried the Duchess.

" Yesâ��now. I came into some money

from an uncle on condition that I took his

name," explained the secretary. " Not a

great fortune, but enough, I thought then, to

enable me to marry." He paused. " So I

came back to England as quickly as I could.

You had been married just six weeks."

" And â�� and then ? " murmured the

Duchess.

" I went away again. It seemed the only

thing to do. I felt, I confess, that the Fates

had treated me rather scurvily." He paused

as before. " I came back when you had

been a widow a month," he concluded,

quietly.

The Duchess said nothing. She was, per-

haps, remembering that she had been a
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widow of only two months, swamped in

crape, when he had made his first appearance

as Charles's secretary. He moved a pace

nearer.

" Do you remember, Nan," he asked,

gentlyâ��" now ? "

The Duchess made no answer. Her eyes

were fixed upon the long blonde tress in her

hand. Did she remember? How well she

rememberedâ��now! Nan had been her

favourite brother Frank's pet name for her ;

she had often thought bitterly that she would

not have been cajoled and tormented into

marrying the Duke if only Frank had lived.

Jim Lorrimer had been his friend at school

and college ; he had spent nearly the whole

of one brilliant summer with them in the old

place close by the sea, but it was only when

no one but Frank could hear that he, too,

had been permitted to call her Nan. Neither

her mother nor Eleanor would have approved

of it, although she was but a slip of a girl,

with yellow hair in a fleece down to her

waist and skirts up to her ankles, and he a

dark-eyed, sunburnt boy barely of age. One

day, the last of his stayâ��for he was going

abroad to be secretary to the secretary of some

very great manâ��they had had a picnic among

the sandhills, and she and Jim had wandered

away and lost themselves for awhile. It was

then that he had begged for the lock of hair.

Neither of them had possessed scissors, but

Jim had a knife ; they had hacked it off

somehow. Perhaps she had promised that

she would never forget him ; certainly he

had declared that he would get rich and come

back. Andâ��and there had been something

else, too. Of course she had not meant it.

Hut Jim's dark eyes had been so imploring,

he had looked so handsome and so much

in earnest, and Eleanorâ��who should have

looked after her betterâ��was coming very

near. Soâ��well, she had given himâ��no,

he had takenâ��something besides the hair.

Surely he did not recollect that? She met

the dark eyes which it now seemed impos-

sible that she could ever have forgotten.

To her horror, he spoke as if that last dis-

maying thought had been blurted into

speech.

" Yes," he said, deliberately, " there was

something else. I couldn't take it away with

me, like the hair, but I recollect that I was a

thousand times more bent upon getting it.

But you knew that, of course, or you would

notâ��

" I never did!" denied the Duchess,

hotly.

" Pardon me," said the secretary.

"You say I " began the Duchess,

indignantly.

" Twice," affirmed the secretary, with de-

cision. He stared shoreward with his former

contemplative air. " If your sister," he

observed, slowly, " had not been quite so

near I almost believe that it might have "

"If I did," amended the Duchess, hurriedly,

" you know perfectly well that I did not

understand."

" Oh, I protest! " exclaimed the secretary.

" Protest ? " echoed the Duchess.

" I decline altogether," declared the secre-

tary, firmly, " to believe that even at one-

and-twenty I was such a fool as to fail to

make you most completely understand."

" I was sixteen," said the Duchess, im-

patiently.

" It was young," admitted the secretary.

He looked at her. " It would be mere un-

meaning flattery to assert that at present you

look no older."

" Older ! It is fifteen years ago," said the

Duchess, mournfully.

"Just fifteen," assented the secretary. He

smiled. "Noâ��I'm afraid there is no deny-

ing it."

" Denying what ? " asked the Duchess.

"That it makes you thirty-one," said the

secretary.

" I know," sighed the Duchess.

" At present," added the secretary.

" At present ? " echoed the Duchess.

" As the wife of Lord Arthur, I can hardly

imagine you feeling â�� or looking â�� a day

under forty-five," explained the secretary.

" You need not say so, I think !" observed

the Duchess, with resentment.

" It does seem unkind," allowed the secre-

tary. He touched the yellow lock as it lay

across her knee. " It is a good deal jagged

at the end, where it was cut, you see. Do

you remember the knife, and how you "

" I remember nothing whatever about it!"

asserted the Duchess, stiffly.

" I am moreâ��unfortunate," returned the

secretary. " But I have walked so often in

my fancy among those old sandhills that I

suppose it is natural. 1 told you that day

that if I lived I would come back, and asked

you if, when we were both old enough and I

was rich enough, you would "

" No, no, you did not! You said you

would ask me nothing thenâ��it should he

when you came back," contradicted the

Duchess, hastily.

" It is extraordinary," commented the

secretary, reflectively, "how little one really

forgets, after all!"
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The Duchess said nothing. She bit her

lips, wrathful that she had not bitten them

sooner. The secretary stooped and drew the

blonde lock away.

" This at least is mine," he observed,

quietly. The Duchess made no answer.

She rose and moved slowly out of the cave.

In a moment his voice spoke at her

shoulder.

" Was it good to be sixteen, Nan ?" he

asked, gently.

" Iâ��suppose so." She would not look at

him ; her eyes were full of tears.

" Why, so do Iâ��that it was good to be

one-and-twenty !" He laughed suddenly;

it was just Jim's old laugh. " Be sixteen

again, Nan," he said.

" Again ? " echoed the Duchess. She

looked at him, forgetting her wet eyes.

"Yes; for a little while, why not? You

are going to marry Lord Arthur; the old

time can never come back ; you will never

give me a lock of your hair orâ��anything

again. But the next few hours are ours, at

any rate. The island is sufficiently like the

sandhills ; we can lose ourselves if we try.

Shall we pretend to be boy and girl again,

who are going to say good-byeâ��to-morrow? "

" Pretend ? At thirty-one ? Oh, as if one

could !" sighed the Duchess, wistfully.

"Your hair is just

as yellow, Nan,"

said the secretary.

" It is so â�� ab-

surd," hesitated the

Duchess.

"To pass the

time," urged the

secretary.

" Well, it might

do that," allowed

the Duchess, doubt-

fully. She, too,

laughed â�� it was

rather hysterical.

" How does one

pretend, pray ? " she

demanded.

"It will come

absolutely easy, once

we start," declared

the secretary. " Do

we pretend, then ? "

" I â�� perhapsâ��if

you like," faltered

the Duchess.

" But "

" But has nothing

to do with pretend-

Vol. xxxii.â��21.

ing," interrupted the secretary. "To begin

with, let me fasten that cloak for you, dear."

He stopped as she drew back from his

advance. " It might occur to you," he said,

reproachfully, " that in a case of this sort a

man can't possibly pretend by himself!"

" Iâ��suppose he can't," conceded the ,

Duchess.

" For instance, I have a name," suggested

the secretary.

" So you have," agreed the Duchess. A

second spasm of recklessness seized her; '**

perhaps never since she was sixteen had the

dimple beside her lips been so deep in a

cheek so pink as when she lifted her chin to

have the cloak fastened. She laughed gaily

and took his arm. " The other side of

the island looks pretty, Jim," she said.

" Let us go and see what we can find over

there."

They found nothing in particular over

there, unless it was seaweed and puddles.

Possibly they did not look. The glamour of

the sandhills rested upon the island and the

sea : the girl of sixteen walked again with

the boy of one arid-twenty. It was dark but

for the moonlight when they came back to

the cave. Under the cape of the old cloak,

folded hoodwise over her head, the Duchess's

grey eyes were big and liquid, her cheeks

IT WAS D'.KK BUT KUK THE MOONLIGHT WHEN THEY CAMK BACK TO THE CAVE.
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dimpled and pink ; the pretending had been

a great success, it seemed.

" You are tired ? " asked the secretary.

"Absurdly sleepy," owned the Duchess.

" But not cold ? "

" Not in the least cold."

" You will not be, in the cave, if you keep

the cloak well round you, and I hope you

will sleep." He dropped her handâ��he had

been holding her hand ; it was so, he had

reminded her, that the boy and girl had

walked among the sandhillsâ��there was a

return of formal stiffness to his voice. " By

the time the tide is out it will be light enough

for me to walk ashore. You will not be

nervous at being alone ? "

" No-o-o," said the Duchess, rather faintly.

" I'll rouse up your maid and bring a

carriage as far as it can come. For the first

half-mile you must walk, I'm afraidâ��I'll see

that the maid brings you a cloak and some

better shoes for the purpose. Now, I'll

spread out that rug. You may as well be as

comfortable as circumstances admit of."

" Thanks. What will you do ? " asked the

Duchess.

" I ? Oh, I'll walk up and down here and

smoke until it's light. You need not be

nervous," returned the secretary, curtly.

In the cave it was quite dark. The

Duchess laughed half hysterically as she felt

her way to where the rug lay spread on the

couch of yellow sand. She put out her hand

in the velvet blackness.

" Good night," she said.

" Good night," answered the secretary.

His clasp closed warmly over her fingers.

The Duchess half started back, suddenly

scared and scarlet. But she only felt his lips

upon her hand. She fell asleep to the sound

of his footsteps as he paced to and fro before

the cave.

The Duchess awoke with a start and a

shiver. The grey light of early morning filled

the cave; the secretary's tall figure stood at

the entrance. He advanced as she con-

fusedly struggled to her feet.

" I have brought the carriage, your Grace,"

he said, formally, " and your maid is here.

I am sorry that you must walk the first half-

mile, but it is unavoidable. There are some

rather deep rivulets to cross, but you will

manage well enough if you allow me to

help you. I will wait outside until you are

ready."

He waited outside until the Duchess came

out, sensibly shod, decorously cloaked and

hatted. Across the dismal waste of wet sand,

intersected by the rivulets of which he had

spoken, and dotted with islets and layers of

seaweed-covered rock, the waiting carriage

was visible in the slowly-brightening grey

light. The maid, French, brisk, miraculously

neat, much disgusted with the footway, went

first, carrying the shoes with the Louis heels.

The Duchess broke the silence as she was

helped over the first rivulet.

" Francine tells me," she said, " that Lord

Arthur did not arrive last night."

"So I understand," rejoined the secretary.

" He wired to Sir Charles that business

unavoidably detained him."

"A man so devoted to so many duties

naturally lets less important things slide,"

said the secretary.

" He wired that he would take the night

train from town," said the Duchess.

" Your Grace," rejoined the secretary,

gravely consulting his watch, " will reach the

house a good three hours before him."

Silence. A gull screamed overhead. The

first brightness of the rising sun spread across

the dismal stretch of sand. The maid, with

a sharp little staccato scream and much

frantic clutching at nothing, just saved her-

self from collapse upon a particularly slippery

rock.

"Jim ! " said the Duchess, in a little voice.

" Yes," answered the secretary, stopping.

" Itâ��it was you who left off pretending,

you know," murmured the Duchess.

" Pretending," retorted the secretary,

staring straight before him, "appears to me

to be an unsatisfactory sort of business."

" Not if you don't leave off, perhaps,':

suggested the Duchess, in a still smaller

voice. "Andâ��if you likeâ��we might go on

a little longer."

" Until we get to the carriage ? Thanks

â��it hardly seems worth while," said the

secretary, dryly.

" You are abominably unkind ! " declared

the Duchess.

They were close upon another rivuletâ��a

very deep one. The secretary, springing

across and turning to look at her, saw her

grey eyes all ada -zle with tears.

" If I keep you standing there until Lord

Arthur is translated into the Upper House

or the seventh heaven," he threatened her,

" you shall tell me what you mean ! "

" Oh !" the Duchess stammered, rosy as a

schoolgirl, " youâ��you know ! "

" Ah ! " said the secretary.

He was promptâ��startlingly promptâ��in

proving that he knew. The maid, chancing

to glance round at the moment, was so
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utterly transfixed that she stopped short in a

puddle, open-mouthed, to stare. The Duchess,

set upon her feet on the shoreward side of

the rivuletâ��she had been lifted up like a

babyâ��was rosier than ever.

" I suppose," said the Duchess, with an air

of circumspect considerationâ��" I suppose

about as much as I do now."

The maid had further cause for amaze-

ment. They walked on. The maid, recover-

SHE HAD RF.EN LIFTED If LIKE A BAUV.

" You should not!" she said, reproach-

fully.

"' But it isn't for the first time," remonstrated

the secretary.

" It was dear of you not toâ��last night,"

murmured the Duchess.

" It was heroic. Particularly as there was

no one to see," agreed the secretary.

" Francine saw now," rebuked the Duchess.

" I wish she were Lord Arthur !" said the

secretary.

" It was disgraceful of you to make me

say it," complained the Duchess.

" Having been unequivocally rejected with

what I should call contumely " began the

secretary.

" Don't be a goose ! " reproved the

Duchess.

" It naturally rankled," continued the secre-

tary. He laughed, looking down at the

shining eyes, pink cheeks, smiling lips, and

tumbled blonde hair, which might well have

been those of the girl of sixteen and the

sandhills. " Nan, how much did you really

hate meâ��before yesterday ?"

ing, got herself out of the puddle. They

were silent. \Valking hand in hand, like the

boy and girl of the sandhills, it seemed that

they had nothing to say. The Duchess spoke

as they reached the last rivulet, beyond

which the carriage stood, the sleepy coachman

yawning on the box.

" I believe," she said, accusingly, " that you

scuttled that boat yourself! On purpose !

Didn't you ? Confess, now ! "

The secretary carefully helped her over the

last rivulet.

â�¢' Oh, I am innocent," he protested,

gravely. " All I did was to throw half a

crown to the young imp who heaved the

rock into her. It was just before the other

boat pushed off, and I knew you were not

there." He paused. " It was money well

invested," he said, critical-!y. " For otherwise

you

" Don't ! " whispered the Duchess.

She turned and kissed her hand to the

island. In the light of the rising sun it

shone glorified, enchanted, like a fairy island

in a dream.
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leered to illus-

trate it by a

series of lantern

slides represent-

ing extinct

humorists and

subjectsofBritish

humour.

"Even the

Zoo," murmured

Boyle, " is not

so funny as it

was. Look at

the lion! How

ineffably comic

he used to seem

to me in those

dear, bygone

days when our

friend Shepherd

drew him waltz-

ing pleasantly

through the

verdant plea-

British Humour Doomed ?"

was the title suggested for a

paper to be read by Artemus

W. Dolamore at the second

annual meeting of the Strand

Club. Hassall kindly volun-

sances of Regent's Park with a coquettish

alligator ! "

" But there are the Royal Academy and

Mr. Plowden !" pleaded Lorrison.

" Nothing can atone for the loss of the 'bus-

driver," returned Hassall, sadly. " And the

cabman is fast

disappearing ! ''

Lorrison: That

reminds me.

Here is a conver-

sation I over-

heard this morn-

ing. One pedes-

trian remarked

to a cabman :â��

"How's the

cab trade,

mate ? "

'"Orrid! W'y,

it's that low I

have to feed the

'oss on shav-

ings."

" Shavings !

Does he eat

'em ? "

"Eat 'em?

Look at 'ini for

IIAIJARDS IDEA OF THE HORSE THAT WORK CKEEN SPECTACLES.

appy

'oss! I
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bought 'im a

pair of green

spectacles, and

blow me if 'e

doesn't think 'e's

a-feastin' on let-

tuce ! "

At the per-

sonal request of

the Chairman

Hallard gave

a comic ren-

dering of the

incident. Hal-

lard's horses,

it may be

pointed out,

are not at all

like Rosa Bon-

heur's.

Booth : I

also overheard

rather a funny

thing the other

day. A jovial-looking Jehu had narrowly

escaped fouling a very attenuated member

of his own profession, who proceeded to

express in vigor-

ous language his -

profound con-

tempt for the mis-

creant's person in

general, and for

his eyesight in par-

ticular.

" Couldn't yer

see me?" he

gibed.

Instantly came

back the re-

tort : " 'Ow could

I ? Yer had yer

U'hifi in front of

After a brief

pause, during

which the narra-

tor roughly indi-

cated the diagram

illustrative of his

narration, the

topic of con-

versation shifted

naturally from

cabs to motors.

Hesketh de-

clared that he

hadâ��or, at least,

a friend of his

WATERS S EXPLANATION OF THE NEW MOTOR-CAR ADVERTISEMENT.

had â�� seen a

most original

motor advertise

ment.

Hesketh:

There have

been so many

motor accidents

that victims are

almost a drug

in the mar-

ket. I won't

attempt to

explain ver-

bally, but

with your per-

mission I will

call upon my

friend David

Waters to

delineate

the novel ad-

vertisement I

spoke of.

Whereupon Waters rapidly sketched in the

drawing reproduced below.

Emberton: Apropos of lionsâ��I think

someone men-

tioned lions a

few moments

agoâ��a theatrical

manager told me

a story the other

day of a lion in

a travelling

menagerie who

was discovered

one day by the

patrons of the

show literally

heaped with

floral wreaths.

Someone asked

the lady lion-

tamer â��"domp-

teuse," I believe

they call themâ��

"Why is your

lion covered with

wreaths ? "

"Alas, sir!"

she replied.

" It is the anni-

versary of my

husband's death.

The lion swal-

lowed him !"

The Chairman

promptly called



i66

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

HASSALL S ILLUSTRATION TO EMBERTONS* MENACBKIK HKM1N ISCENCF.

upon Hassall to produce a lion lightly

limned at lightning speed.

" No slavish imitation of Briton Riviere

will be tolerated,"

Hassall obeyed

the injunction.

You may search

Mr. Briton

Riviere's works

in vain and you

will not come

across a lion like

that.

When Huard's

turn came to

oblige the com-

pany he remarked

that he would

simply set down

as faithfully as he

could, in the

brief time he

had at his dis-

posal, a little

scene he had re-

cently witnessed

in the neigh-

bourhood of

Covent Garden.

Huard: Dra-

matis persona: A

musician and a

small boy. The

musician looked

said the Chairman, and

HUARD'S DELINEATION OF THE ...USICIAN AND THE STKEKT AKAB.

like thisâ��and with a few bold, well-placed

strokes the artist produced an excellent por-

trait of a hirsute violinist on his way to the

theatre, while at his side he portrayed a

typical street

gamin in the act

of airing his

recently - acquired

Biblical know-

ledge: "Wot O,

Absalom! Mind

the tree !"

Garry: There

is a good deal

in the force of

suggestion. The

most amusing

instance that I

can recall hap-

pened to a friend

of mine who

was going pic-

nicking with his

family. He hap-

pened to be

wearing a most

ill-fitting pair of

flannel trousers

â��the result, I

suspect, of hav-

ing been dipped

in the river. I

do not know

whether you can
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might be achieved, so he

hung up an intimation on

the arm of the statue to the

effect that frock-coats in that

style could be had at a

great reduction. Then he

would go out and hail passers-

by, who stopped to admire

the proportions of the effigy,

and call their attention to the

fit of the deceased worthy's

clothes, " which he had the

honour of making himself."

David Wilson, who hastily

sketched the scene, wondered

it had not occurred to the

tailor to fit one of his own

coats on the statue, while

another member suggested

that the name of the tailor

might be given to all sculp-

tured garments. " Take the

Peel statue!" he said. " Peel

always went to Shoot's for

his coats and Poole's for

his trousers. Why shouldn't

their respective names be

inscribed on the bronze?"

ILLUSTRATION TO GARRY'S CORK-

SCREW ANECDOTE.

understand the kind of trousers

I mean, but Baumer will oblige

me by making it clear to you.

I have already told him the story.

Well, they had just left the house

with the hamper and things when

the wife suddenly caught sight of

her husband's trousers.

" Oh, George ! " she cried.

" One of us will have to run

back. We have forgotten the

corkscrew ! "

Nobody gazing upon the

trousers delineated in Baumer's

illustration could possibly forget

such a thing as a corkscrew.

The anecdote related by Hes-

keth of the novel motor adver-

tisement reminded Wornung of

another yarn of the same kind. A

sculptor had erected a statue of

a certain statesman with his arm

outstretched in close proximity

to a small but enterprising tailor's

shop. It occurred to the tailor

that a good stroke of business

DAVID WILSON'S SKETCH TO FXM.AIN THE STORY OK THE

ADVERTISING STATUK.
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The artist then proceeded

to illustrate the great inven-

tion which is to create a sen-

sation in the picture-buying and

picture producing world.

" Think," he continued, "of

the great saving in cost and

in room to the patron who

desires more than one picture.

If you get tired of Orpheus

supplicating, turn it upside

down, or sideways, and you

have excellent representations

of the death of Thersippos. of a

Greek acrobat, or of a warrior

swimming. There ought to

be thousands of pounds in the

idea."

With Pears's sketch, the

last on the Club easel, the

evening, so far as jokes and

stories were concerned, came

to an end.

BOVD'S ILLUSTRATION TO HIS OWN STORV OF THE PUGNACIOUS COOK.

Boyd related a pathetic story

of a diminutive gentleman who,

after repeated trials, resolved to

discharge his cook. He sum-

moned her to his presence and

informed her of his intention.

" Ho ! " responded the

gentle creature. " An' may I

arsk what arrangements you are

makin' for my removal ?"

" Arrangements ! What do

you mean ? "

" Well, it took six policemen

to get me hout of my last

place, and two of 'em was in

'orspital for a fortnight arter-

wards."

Pears: Gentlemen, you all

seem to be full of misplaced

ingenuity this evening. Might

I suggest something practical as

well as pictorial ? A friend called

upon me the other day with an

idea which he intends to patent.

It is a quadruplicate picture,

really four pictures in one. It

all depends on the way you

hang it. This is the sort of

thing I mean.

PEARS'S DIAGRAM TO KXIM.AIN THE NEWLY-INVENTED QUADRUPLICATE PICTURE.



Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYARD KIPLING.

ivory knife, carved in the semblance of a

fish.

" Oh, what a beauty ! " cried Dan.

" 'Ware fingers ! That blade is perilous

sharp. I made it myself of the best Low

Country cross-bow steel. And so, too, this

fish. When his back-fin travels to his tailâ��

soâ��he swallows up the blade, even as the

whale swallowed Gaffer Jonah. . . . Yes, and

that's my ink-horn. I made the four silver

apostles round it. Press Luke's head. It

opens, and then "

He dipped the trimmed pen, and with

careful boldness began to put in the

essential lines of Puck's rugged face, that

VIII.

HAL O' THE DRAFT.

RAINY afternoon drove Dan

and Una over to play pirates

in the Little Mill. If you

don't mind rats on the rafters

and oats in your shoes, the

mill-attic, with its trap-doors

and inscriptions on beams about floods and

sweethearts, is a splendid place. It is lighted

by a foot-square window, called Duck Window,

that looks across to Little Lindens Farm,

and the place where Jack Cade was killed.

As they climbed the attic ladder (they

called it the mainmast free, out of the ballad

of Sir Andrew Barton, and 1 )an

"swarved it with might and

main," as the ballad says) they

saw a man sitting on the window-

sill. He was dressed in a

plum-coloured doublet and tight

plum - coloured hose, and he

drew busily in a red - edged

book.

" Sit ye ! Sit ye !" Puck cried

from a rafter overhead. "See

what it is to be beautiful !

Master Harry Daweâ��pardon,

Halâ��says I am the very image

of a head for a gargoyle."

The man laughed and raised

his dark velvet cap to the chil-

dren, and his grizzled hair

bristled out in a stormy fringe.

He was oldâ��forty at leastâ��but

his eyes were young, with funny

little wrinkles all round them.

A satchel of embroidered leather

hung from his broad belt, which

looked interesting.

" May we see ?" said Una,

coming forward.

" Surelyâ��sure-ly ! " he said,

moving up on the window-seat,

and returned to his work with

the silver-pointed pencil. Puck

sat as though the grin were

fixed for ever on his broad

face, while they watched the

quick, certain fingers that copied

it. Presently the man took a

reed pen from his satchel,

and trimmed it with a little " THEV SAW A MAN SITTING ON THB WINDOW-SILL."

Vol. Axxiiâ��22. Copyright, 1906, by Rudyard Kipling, in ihe United States of America.
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had been but faintly revealed by the silver

point.

The children gasped, for it fairly leaped

from the page.

As he worked, and the rain fell, he talked

â��now clearly, now muttering, now breaking

off to frown or smile at his work. He told

them he was born at Little Lindens Farm,

and his father used to beat him for drawing

things instead of doing things, till an old

priest called Father Roger, who drew illumin-

ated letters in rich people's books, coaxed the

parents to let him take the boy as a sort of

painter's apprentice. Then he went with

Father Roger to Oxford, where he cleaned

plates and carried cloaks and shoes for the

scholars of Merton College.

" Didn't you hate that ? " said Dan.

" I never thought on't. Half Oxford was

building new colleges or beautifying the old,

and she had called to her aid the master-

craftsmen of all Christendieâ��kings in their

trade and honoured of Kings. I knew them.

I worked for them: that was enough. No

wonder " He stopped.

" You became a great man," said Puck.

" They said so. Even Bramante said so."

" Why ? What did you do ? " Dan asked.

The artist looked at him queerly. " Things

in stone and such, up and down England.

You would not have heard of 'em. To

come nearer home, I re-builded this little

St. Bartholomew church of ours. It cost me

more trouble and sorrow than aught I've

touched in my life. But 'twas a sound lesson."

" Urn," said Dan. " We had lessons this

morning, please."

" I'll not afflict ye, lad," said Hal, while

Puck roared; " only 'tis strange to think

hpw that little church was re-built, re-roofed,

and made glorious, thanks to some few godly

Sussex ironmasters, a Bristow sailor lad, a

proud ass called Hal o' the Draft because,

d'you see, he was always drawing and draft-

ing ; and "â��he dragged the words slowlyâ��

" and a Scotch pirate."

" Pirate ? " said Dan. He wriggled like a

hooked fish.

" Even that Andrew Barton you were

singing of on the stair just now." He

dipped again in the ink-well, and held his

breath over a sweeping line.

" Pirates don't build churches, do they ? "

Said Dan. " Or do they ? "

" They help mightily,'" Hal laughed. " But

you were at your lessons this morn."

"Oh, pirates aren't lessons. It was only

Bruce and his silly old spider," said Una.

"Why did Sir Andrew Barton help you?"

" I question whether he ever knew it," said

Hal, twinkling. " Robin, how a mischiefs

name am I to tell these innocents what

comes of sinful pride ?"

"Oh, we know all about that" said Una.

" If you get too beanyâ��that's cheekyâ��you

get sat upon, of course."

Hal considered a moment, pen in air, and

Puck said some long words.

" Aha ! that was my case too," he cried. " I

was proud ofâ��of such things as porchesâ��a

Galilee porch at Lincoln for choiceâ��proud

of Torrigiano's arm on my shoulder, proud of

my knighthood when I made the gilt scroll-

work for The Sovereignâ��our King's ship.

But Father Roger sitting in Merton Library,

he did not forget me. At the top of my

pride, when I should have builded the porch

at Lincoln, he laid it on me with a terrible

forefinger to go back to my Sussex clays and

re-build, at my own charges, my own church,

where us Dawes have been buried for ten

generations. ' Out ! Son of my Art!' said he.

' Fight the Devil at home ere you call yourself

a man and a craftsman.' And I quaked, and

I went. . . . How's yon, Robin?" He

flourished the finished sketch before Puck.

" Me ! Me past, peradventure," said Puck,

smirking like a man at a mirror. " Ah, see !

The rain has took off! I hate housen in

daylight."

" Whoop ! Holiday ! " cried Hal, leaping

up. " Who's for my Little Lindens ? We

can talk there."

They tumbled downstairs, and turned past

the dripping willows by the sunny mill dam.

" Body o' me," said Hal, staring at the hop-

garden, where the hops were just ready to

blossom. " What are these vines ? No,

not vines, and they twine the wrong way to

beans." He began to draw in his book.

" Hops. New since your day," said Puck.

" They're an herb of Mars, and their flowers

dried flavour ale. We say :â��

' Turkeys, heresy, hops, and beer,

Came into England all in one year.'"

" Heresy I know. I've seen hopsâ��God

be praised for their beauty ! What is Turkis ?"

The children laughed. They knew the

Lindens turkeys, and as soon as they reached

Lindens orchard on the hill the full flock

charged at them.

Out came Hal's book at once. " Hoity-

toity !" he cried. " Here's Pride in purple

feathers ! Here's wrathy Contempt and the

Pomps of the Flesh! How d'you call them ? "

" Turkeys ! Turkeys ! " the children

shouted, as the old gobbler raved and

flamed against Hal's plum-coloured hose.
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' THEY TUMBLtD UOWNsTAIKS, ANO TUKNEU J-AST THE UKll'PING WILLOWS UY

THE SUNNY MILL DAM."

" Save Your Magnificence ! " he said. "I've

drafted two good new things to-day." And

he doffed his cap to the bubbling bird.

Then they came through the grass to the

knoll where Lindens stands. The old farm-

house, weather-tiled to the ground, took

almost the colour of a blood - ruby in the

afternoon light. The pigeons pecked at the

mortar in the chimney-stacks; the bees that

had lived under the tiles for generations

filled the hot August air with their booming;

and the smell of the box-tree by the dairy-

window mixed with the smell of earth after

rain, bread after baking, and a tickle of wood-

smoke.

The farmer's wife came to the door, baby

on arm, shaded her brows against the sun,

stooped to pluck a sprig of rosemary, and

turned down the orchard. The old spaniel

in his barrel barked once or twice to show

he was in charge of the empty house. Puck

clicked back the garden-gate.

" D'you marvel that I love it ?" said

Hal, in a whisper. " What can town folk

know of the nature of housenâ��or land ? "

They perched themselves a-row on the

old hacked oak bench in Lindens garden,

looking across the valley of the brook at the

fern-covered dimples and hollows behind old

Hobden's cottage. The old man was cutting

a faggot there. It was quite a second after

his chopper fell that the chump of the blow

reached their lazy ears.

"Ehâ��yeh!" said Hal. "I mind when

where that old

gaffer stands was

Nether Forge â��

Master John Col-

lins's foundry.

Many a night has

his big trip-hammer

shook me in my

bed here. Boom-

bitty I Boom-bitty 1

If the wind was

east, I could hear

Master Tom Col-

lins's forge at

Stockens answer-

ing his brother,

Boom-ovp! Boom-

oop! and midway

between Sir John

Pel ham's sledge-

hammers at Bright-

ling would strike

in like a pack o'

scholars, and ' Hic-

haec - hoc ' they'd

say, ' Hic-haec-lm,' till I fell asleep. Yes.

The valley was as full o' forges as a shaw o'

cuckoos. All gone to grass now !"

" What did they make ? " said Dan.

" Guns for the King's shipsâ��and for others.

Serpentines and cannon mostly. When the

guns were cast, down would come the King's

Officers, and take our plough-oxen to haul

them to the coast. Look ! Here's one of

the first and finest craftsmen of the Sea !"

He fluttered back a page, and showed

them a young man's head. Underneath was

written : " Sebastianus."

" He came down with a King's order on

Master John Collins for twenty serpentines

(wicked little cannon they be !) to furnish a

venture of ships. I drew him sitting by our

fire telling Mother of the new lands he'd find

the far side the world. And he found them,

too ! There's a nose to cleave through un-

known seas ! Cabot was his name â�� a

Bristow ladâ��half a foreigner. I set a heap

by him. He helped me to my church-

building."

" I thought that was Sir Andrew Barton,"

said Dan.

" Ay, but foundations before roofs," Hal

answered. "Sebastian first put me in the

way of it. I had come down here, not to

serve God as a craftsman should, but to

show my people how great a craftsman I

was. They cared not, and it served me

right, one split straw for my craft or

my greatness. What a murrain caU
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had I, they said, to mell with old St.

Bartholomew's ? Ruinous she had been

since the Black Death, and ruinous she

should remain ; and I could hang myself in

my new scaffold-ropes ! Gentle and simple,

high and lowâ��the Hayes, the Fowles, the

Tanners, the Collinsesâ��they were all in a

tale against me Only Sir John Pelham at

Brightlmg .bade me heart-up and go on.

Yet how could I ? Did I ask Master Collins

for his timber-tug to haul a beam ? The

oxen had gone to I^evves after lime. Did

he promise me a set of iron cramps or ties

for the roof?

They never came

to hand, or else

they were spaulty

or cracked. So

with everything.

Nothing said, but

naught done ex-

cept I stood by

them, and then

done amiss I

thought the coun-

tryside was fair

bewitched."

"It was, surely,"

said Puck, knees

under chin. "Did

you never sus-

pect anyone ? "

" Not till Sebas-

tian came for his

guns, and John

Collins played

him the same

dog's tricks us

he'd played me

with my ironwork.

Week in, week

out, two of three

serpentines would

be flawed in the

casting, and only

fit to be re-

melted. Then

John Collins

would shake his head, and vow he could pass

no cannon for the King's service that were

not perfect. Saints, how Sebastian stormed '

I know, for we sat on this bench sharing

our sorrows inter common.

"When Sebastian had fumed away six weeks

at Lindens and gotten just six serpentines,

Dirk Brenzett, Master of the Cygnet ship,

sends me word that the block of stone he

was fetching me from France for our new

font he'd hove overboard to lighten his

ship, chased by Andrew Barton up to Rye

Port."

" Ah ! The pirate ! " said Dan.

" Yes. While I am tearing my hair over

this, Ticehurst Will, my best mason, comes

to me shaking, and swearing that the Devil,

horned, tailed, and chained, has run out on

him from the church tower, and my men

would work there no more. So I took 'em

off the foundation, which we were strengthen-

ing, and went into the Bell Tavern for a cup

of ale. Says Master John Collins : ' Have it

your own way, lad ; but if I was you, I'd take

the sinnification

"TICKHUKST WILL, MV HKsT MASON, COMES TO ME SHAKING, AND

SWEARING THAT THE DPVIL, HORNED, TAILED, AND CHAINED, HAS

KUN OUT ON HIM."

o' the sign, and

leave old Bar-

t h o 1 o m e w ' s

Church alone ! '

And t h e y a11

wagged their sin-

ful heads, and

agreed. Less

afraid of the

Devil than of me

â��as I saw later.

"When 1

brought my sweet

news to Lindens,

Sebastian was

limewashing the

kitchen - beams

for Mother. He

loved her like a

son.

" ' Cheer up,

lad,' he says.

' God's where He

was. Only you

and I chance to

be pure pute

asses. We've

been tricked, Hal,

and more shame

to me, a sailor,

that I did not

guess it before.

You must leave

your belfry alone,

because the Devil is loose there ; and I

cannot get my serpentines because John

Collins cannot cast them aright Meantime

Andrew Barton lies off the Port of Rye.

What for ? To take those very serpentines

which poor Cabot must whistle for : the said

serpentines, I'll wager my share of new con-

tinents, being now hid away in Harry 1 >awe

his church tower. Clear as the Irish coast

at noonday !'

" ' But selling cannon to the King's enemies
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treason â�� hanging and fine !' I

is black

said.

'"It is large, sure profit. I have been.a

trader myself,' says he. 'We must be upsides

with 'em for the honour of Bristol.'

"Then he hatched a plot, sitting on the

litnewash bucket. We gave out to ride o'

Tuesday to London and made a show of

farewells in the streetâ��especially to Master

Collins, But in Wadhurst Woods \ve turned;

rode home to the Watermeadows ; hid our

horses in a willow-tot at the foot of the glebe,

and stole a-tiptoe up hill to the church again.

A thick mist, and a moon coming through.

" I had no sooner locked the tower door

behind us than Sebastian goes over full length

in the dark.

" ' Pest!' he says. ' Step high and feel

low, Hal. I've stumbled over guns before.'

" I groped, and one by oneâ��the tower

was pitchy dark â�� I counted the lither

barrels of twenty serpentines laid out on

pease strawâ��no conceal at all!

" ' There's two demi-cannon my end,' says

Sebastian, slapping metal. ' They'll be for

Andrew Barton's lower deck. Honestâ��

honest John Collins ! So this is his

warehouse, his arsenal, his armoury ! Now,

see you why your pokings and pryings

have raised the Devil in Sussex ? You've

hindered John's lawful trade for months,' and

he laughed.

" A clay-cold tower is no fireside at mid-

night, so we climbed the stairs to the bells,

and there Sebastian trips over a cow-hide with

its horns and tail.

" ' Aha ! The Uevil has left his doublet !

Does it become me, Hal ? ' He draws it on

and capers in the slits of window-moonlight

â��won'erful devilish-like. Then he sits on

the stairs, rapping with his tail on a board,

and his back-aspect was dreader than his

front, and a howlet lit in, and screeched at

the horns of him.

"' If you'd keep out the Devil, shut the

door,' he whispered. ' And that's another

false proverb, Hal, for I can hear your tower

door opening.'

" ' I locked it. Who a plague has another

key, then ? ' I said.

" ' All the congregation, to judge by their

feet,' he says, and peers into the blackness.

' Still ! Still, Hal ! Hear 'em grunt !

That's more o' my serpentines. Oneâ��

twoâ��threeâ��four they bear in! Faith, Andrew

equips himself like an admiral ! Twenty-

four serpentines !'

" As if it had been an echo, we heard

John Collins's voice boom up all hollow:

' Twenty-four ser[>entines and two demi-

cannon. That's the full tally for Sir Andrew

Barton.'

" 'Courtesy costs naught,' whispers Sebas-

tian. ' Shall I drop my dagger on his head ?'

" ' They go over to Rye o' Thursday in

the wool-wains, hid under the wool-packs.

Dirk Brenzett meets them at Udimore, as

before,' says John.

" ' Lord ! what a worn, handsmooth trade

it is !' says Sebastian. ' I lay we are the

sole two babes in the village that have not

our lawful share in the venture.'

" There was a full score folk below, talking

like Robertsbridge Market. We counted

them by voice.

" Master John Collins pipes : ' The guns

for the French carack must lie here next

month. Will, when does your young fool

(me, so please you!) come back from

Lunnon ?'

'"No odds,' I heard Ticehurst Will

answer. 'Lay 'em just where you've a mind,

Mus' Collins. We're all too afraid o' the

Devil to mell with the tower.' And the

knave laughed.

" 'Ah ! 'tis easy enow for you to raise the

Devil, Will,' says anotherâ��Ralph Hobden

by his cough.

" ' Aaa-men !' roars Sebastian, and ere I

could check him, he leaps down the stairsâ��

won'erful devilish-likeâ��howling no bounds.

He had scarce time to lay out for the nearest

than they ran. Lord, how they ran ! We

heard them pound on the door of the Bell

Tavern, and then we ran too.

"'What's next?' says Sebastian, looping

up his cow-tail as he leaped the briars. ' I've

broke honest John's head.'

" ' Get to Sir John Pelham's,' I said. ' He

is the only one that ever stood by me.'

" We rode to Brightling, and past Sir

John's lodges, where the keepers would have

shot at us for deer-stealers, and we had Sir

John down into his Great Hall, and when

we had told him our tale and showed him

the cow-hide which Sebastian wore still girt

about him, he laughed till the tears ran.

" ' Wel-a-well!' he says. ' I'll see justice

done before daylight. What's your com-

plaint ? Master Collins is my old friend.'

" ' None of mine,' I cried. ' When I think

how he and his likes have baulked and

doxened and cozened me at every turn over

the church -- ' And I choked.

" ' Ah, but ye see now they needed it for

another use,' says he, smoothly.

" ' So they did my serpentines,' Sebastian

cries. ' I should be half across the Western
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Ocean by now if my guns had been ready.

But they're sold to a Scotch pirate.'

"'Where's your proof?' snys Sir John,

stroking his beard.

" ' I broke my shins over them not two

hours since, and

I heard John

give order where

they were to be

taken,' says

Sebastian.

"'Words!

Words only,'

says Sir John.

' Master Collins

is somewhat of

a liar at best.'

''He carried

it so gravely

that, for the

moment, I

thought he was

dipped in this

secret traffic

too, and that

there was not an

honest iron-

master in Sussex.

" ' Name o'

Reason ! ' says

Sebastian, and

raps with his

cow-tail on the

table. 'Whose

guns are they,

then?'

" 'Yours, mani-

festly,' says Sir

John. 'You

come with a

King's order for

'em, and Master

Collins casts

them in his

foundry. If he

chooses to bring

them up from

Nether Forge

and lay 'em out

in the Church

Tower, why they

are so much the nearer to the main road

and you are saved a day's hauling. What a

coil to make of a mere act of neighbourly

kindness, lad !'

"' I fear I requited him very scurvily,'

says Sebastian, looking at his knuckles.

' But what of the demi-cannon ? They are

not in my order.'

HE HAD SCARCE TIME TO LAV

THEY

" ' Kindness â�� loving - kindness,' says Sir

John. ' Questionless, in his zeal for the

King and his love for you, John adds those

two cannon as a gift. 'Tis as plain as this

coming daylight, ye stockfish !'

"'So it is,'

says Sebastian.

'Oh, Sir John,

Sir John, why

did you never

use the sea ?

You are lost

ashore.' And he

looked on him

with great love.

" ' I do my

best in my

station.' Sir

John strokes his

beard again.

'Butâ��suffer me!

â��you two lads,

on some mid-

night frolic into

which I probe

not, roystering

around the

taverns, surprise

Master Collins'

â�� he thinks a

momentâ��'at his

good deeds done

by stealth. Ye

surprise him

cruelly.'

" ' Truth, Sir

John. If you

had seen him

run!' says

Sebastian.

" ' On this you

ride breakneck

to me with a tale

of pirates, and

wool-wains, and

cow-hides, which,

though it hath

moved my mirth

as a man,

offendeth my

reason as a

magistrate. So I will e'en accompany you back

to the tower with some few of my own people,

and three or four wool-wains, and I'll be

your warrant that Master John Collins will

freely give you your guns, Master Sebastian.'

He breaks into his natural voiceâ��' I warned

the old tod and his neighbours long ago that

they'd come to trouble ; but we cannot have

OUT FOR THE

RAN."

NEAREST THAN
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half Sussex hanged for a little gun-running.

Are ye content, lads ?'

"' I'd commit any treason for two demi-

cannon, said Sebastian.

" ' Ye have just compounded with treason-

felony for the same bribe,' says Sir John.

'Wherefore to horse, and get the guns.'"

" But Master Collins meant the guns for

Andrew Barton all along, didn't he ?" said

Dan.

"Questionless, that he did," said Hal.

'' But he lost them. We poured into the

village on the red edge of dawn, Sir John

perished sooner than let Brightling overcrow

them. Even that villain, Ticehurst Will,

coming out of the Bell after his morning ale,

he all but ran under Sir John's horse.

" ' 'Ware, Sirrah Devil!' cries Sir John.

" ' Oh !' says Will. ' Market day, is

it ? And all the bullocks from Brightling

here ?'

" I spared him his belting for thatâ��the

brazen knave!

" But John Collins was our masterpiece !

He happened along-street (his jaw tied up

where Sebastian had clouted him) when we

" WE POURED INTO THE VILLAGE ON THE RED EDGE OF UAVVN."

horsed, in half- armour, his pennon flying ;

behind him thirty stout Brightling knaves,

four abreast: behind them four wool-wains,

and behind them four trumpets to triumph

over the jest, blowing : Our King went forth

to Normandie. When we halted and rolled

the ringing guns out of the tower, 'twas for

all the world like Friar Roger's picture of the

French siege in the Queen's Missal-book."

"And what did weâ��I mean, what did our

village do ? " said Dan.

"Oh! Bore it noblyâ��nobly," cried Hal.

" I hough they had tricked me, I was proud

of them. They came out of their housen,

looked at that little army as though it had

been a post, and went their shut mouthed way.

Never a sign! Never a word ! They'd ha'

were trundling the first demi-cannon through

the lych-gate.

" ' I reckon you'll find her heavy,' he says.

' If you've a mind to pay, I'll loan ye my

timber-tug. She won't lie easy on ary wool-

wain.'

"That was the one time I saw Sebastian

taken flat aback. He opened and shut his

mouth, fishy-like.

" ' No offence,' says Master John. ' You've

got her so cheap I thought ye might not

grudge me a groat if I help move her.' Ah,

he was a masterpiece! They say that morn-

ing's work cost John two hundred pounds,

and he never winked an eyelid, not even

when he saw the guns all rolled off to Lewes."

" Neither then not later ? " said Puck.
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"Once. 'Twas after he gave St. Bar-

tholomew's the chime of bells. (Oh, there

was nothing the Collinses, or the Hayes, or

the Fowles, or the

Tanners would not

do for the church

then ! ' Ask and

have ' was their

song.) We had

rung 'em in, and

he was in the tower

with black Ralph

Fowle, that gave us

our rood - screen.

The old man

pinches the bell-

rope one hand and

scratches his neck

with t'other.

' Sooner she was

pulling yon clapper

than -my neck,' he

says. That was all.

That was Sussexâ��

seely Sussex for

everlastin'!"

"And what hap-

pened after ?'' said

Una.

" I went back

into England," said

Hal, slowly. " But

they tell me I left

St. Bartholomew's

a jewelâ��just about

a jewel ! Wel-a-

well! 'Twas done

for and among my

own people, andâ��Father Roger was rightâ��

I never knew such trouble or such triumph

since. That's the nature o' things. A

dearâ��dear land." He dropped his chin on

his chest.

"What's your Father talking to old Hobden

about ?" said Puck, opening his hand with

three leaves in it.

" ' I RECKON YOU'LL KIND HER HEAVV,' ' HE .SAYS.

Dan looked towards the cottage.

" Oh, I know. It's that old oak lying

across the brook. Pater always wants it

grubbed."

In the still even-

ing they could hear

old Hobden's deep

rumble

" Have it as

you've a mind to,"

he was saying.

" But the vivers of

her roots they

hold the bank

together. If you

grub her out she'll

all come tearin'

down, an' next

floods the brook :1I

swarve up. But

have it as you've

a mind. The

mistuss she sets a

heap by the ferns

on the trunk."

"Oh! I'll think

it over," said the

Pater.

Una laughed a

little bubbling

chuckle.

" What Devil's

in that belfry ? "

said Hal, with a

lazy laugh.

"Why, the oak

is the regularbridge

for all the rabbits

between the Three Acre and our meadow.

The best place for wires on the farm, Hobden

says. He's got two there," Una answered.

" He won't let it be grubbed ! "

" Ah, Sussex! Silly Sussex for ever-

lastin'," murmured Hal ; and the next

moment their Father's voice calling up to

Little Lindens broke the spell.

(To be continued.)
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From a Photo, by Baveritoek. Marlborough.

ARTHUR FOLEY WINNING-

TON-INGRAM, the fourth son

of the Rev. E. Winnington-

Ingram, rector of Stamford, and,

through his mother, grandson of

the Bishop of Worcester, was born in 1858.

Educated at Marl borough School, he

eventually passed to Oxford, where, at Keble,

he was under Dr. Talbot, who later became

Bishop of Rochester, and was in 1901 His

Majesty's nominee for the very See that our

subject now controls.

After leaving the University his first

curacy was at St.

Mary's, Shrews-

bury, in 1884-5,

after which he

was for four

years private

chaplain to the

Bishop of Lich-

field, whom he

left in 1889 to

enter upon the

work which

ultimately

brought him to

the head of the

Oxford House

at B e t h n a 1

AGE 16,

Fnm a Plato, hi Bavertttxt, MarUmnwk.

VoL xjtxii.â�� 23.

AC.K 12.

from a Phalo bu Baaerttack. afarlborouok.

During the years which elapsed until he

became rector of Bethnal Green in 1895, n's

strength of character, his strong individuality,

and his kindness of heart not only won for

him the love of all his parishioners, but

attracted general attention. He brought un-

tiring vigour to the work at Oxford House,

work which was of so arduous a nature that

it had proved almost too much for his pre

decessor, Canon Henson, who had been

forced to relinquish the position after having

held it for only

a year. His

ready wit and

great ability in

argument stood

him in good

stead when,

Sunday after

Sunday, he used

to stand, cheek

by jowl, beside

atheists and

other orators in

Victoria Park,

and speak in

defence of

Christian i.ty

with all the

vigour at his

command.

AGE l8-

HW"r''
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AGE 21.

From a Photo, bv it. Scherer <t H

J>resdc-i.

duties, until a Bi.shop of

Islington was appointed,

were very heavy, though

nothing in comparison

with those which devolved

upon him in 1901, when

he was appointed Bi.shop

of London, just seven-

teen years after his

ordination.

An extraordinarily elo-

quent preacher, it is,

however, his intense

earnestness that appeals

most to his hearers, and

so convincing are his

arguments and so strong

his personality that he

has done more to make

fashionable people take

a serious view of their

responsibilities than any

other preacher in the

Church to - day, while

his influence with the

poorer classes is quite as

strong.

It was, in fact, to his

powerful individuality

that his success among

the toilers of the East-end

was so largely clue, and

many instances might be

given of the extraordinary

magnetism which he

exercised over his humble

hearers. On one occa-

sion, for example, he

addressed a huge meeting

In 1896-7 he

was appointed

Rural Dean of

Spitalfields,and,

later, Canon of

St. Paul's, being

raised- to the

Bishopric of

Stepney very

shortly after-

wards. At that

time his wrork as

Bishop was

spread not only

over East but

over North Lon-

don, so that his

of stokers at

Beckton Gas -

Works. A strong

teetotaler him-

self, the Bishop

made a power-

fu 1 plea for

temperance and

sobriety. Sud-

denly a voice

from the crowd

called out, "Are

you a teeto-

taler?" "Yes,"

was the reply.

"All right,

then," con-

\

AGK 30.

/'Vow* a I'tiotogr

AGE 24.

From a Photo, by Van der WtyfU.

tinued the interrupter,

"you can go on. If you

wasn't, I wouldn't listen

to you." Surely no other

incident in Dr. Ingram's

career could better illus-

trate the truth of his firm

conviction that in the

East-end of London, more

than in any other part of

his diocese, a reformer

must, above all things,

practise what he preaches.

One of the most strik-

ing features of the

Bishop's active diocesan

work is the extraordinary

success that has attended

the missions which he

has recently conducted in

various parts of the

Metropolis. The work

involved in these spiritual

campaigns was naturally

enormous, but the Bishop

has been able to satisfy

himself that he has suc-

ceeded in rousing his

hearers from that spirit of

apathy which unfortu-

nately is so closely associ-

ated with modern Church

life. That Dr. Ingram's

missionary efforts will be

even more vigorously

directed and, if possible,

even more successful in

the future is beyond

question.

AGF. 36.

From a Photo. t,t Etli'M <t Fry.



THE BISHOP OF LONDON.

179

l*\

THE BISHOP OF LONDONâ��PRESENT DAY.

From a PkXo. by Lafayette,



Hnnwnr by Post.

ILLUSTRATED CHIEFLY' FROM DRAWINGS BY PHII. MAY.

VERY decade has its popular

craze, and there can be no

doubt postcarditis is at present

afflicting several millions of

rational human beings. And,

to tell the truth, the mania for

buying, sending, and collecting picture post-

cards has small need of justification. Of

TA-KE YOUR

CHOICE:

course, there are certain lazy individuals who

find in the picture post-card a superb labour-

saving device. Nowadays, when they go

abroad, instead of the lengthy epistles of

quondam times descriptive of the Alps, the

Italian I>akes, the Riviera, and the Eternal

City, they merely expend a matter of five

centimes on a postal pic-

ture, partially disfigure it

by inscribing " Love," " AH

well and jolly," " Having

a ripping time," and drop

it into the nearest official

receptacle with a sigh of

relief and the proud con-

sciousness of having done

their duty. Millions of

such cards are dispatched

annually. It takes a strong-

minded man to resist the

practice. And why should

he resist it ? Picture post-

cards are got up with the

highest artistic skill. Many

eminent artists are employed

in their preparation. Numbers of them are

in themselves miniature works of art.

But there is one description of card which

does not pretend to be geographical, topo-

graphical, historical, or histrionic, being

frankly intended to amuse. It is the lineal

descendant of the coloured broadsides of

Bunbury, Gillray, Rowlandson, and Cruik-

shank, having superseded

the vulgar comic valentines

of the last generation.

Selecting from a wide

range of subjects com-

prising several thousand

cards now going through

His Majesty's post, let us

see what may be considered

the public favourites. One

of the first comic post-cards

to appear in this country

was drawn by a Frenchman,

and by reason of its novelty

enjoyed a great sale. As

may be seen from the re-

production here given, it

depicted a dozen heads of

the fair sex of most enter-

the fat and the thin, the

tall and the short, the amiable, the buxom,

and the farouche. But when the novelty had

somewhat worn away the public demanded

something more subtle and ingenious.

"We, therefore," remarked Mr. Tuck,

whose firm is the chief producers of

taining variety
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such cards, "set about engaging the most

talented humorous artists in the country to

compose our postal witticisms. What success

they have attained you shall judge for your-

self. From time to time

our firm offers large prize

competitions, whereby we

are enabled to ascertain

which cards are held in the

greatest esteem by connois-

seurs. What we call our

' Writeaway ' series has prob-

ably never been surpassed

for humour or wide popu-

larity. The last work under-

taken by the late Phil May

was a set of this series."

Take the scene depicted

in connection with the

legend, " I wish I could

have persuaded you to

stop." The idea of the

inscription will probably be obvious to all.

It is the beginning of a communication, and

we are fortunately enabled to show the

sentence as completed by

the late Dan Leno to an

enthusiastic admirer : " I

wish I could have persuaded

you to stop applauding me

last night. It was a regular

mystery to the house."

But the joke is not the

uncompleted sentence. It

is in the portly bore who

insists upon warbling "Tom

Bowling " and the desperate

host who vainly regrets his

lost opportunities.

Another amusing example

is by Mr. I,ance Thackeray :

"If I can manage to get

round." There is the radiant

and elderly lover endeavour-

ing to encircle the some-

what extensive waist of his

enchantress. All the world

loves a lover. We are in-

terested in-his exploit ; will

he get round ? Sometimes,

it is to be feared, there is a

great deal of affection going

, to waist.

There is an amusing

sketch by Phil May, who

knew so well how to draw-

such subjects : a coster-

monger and his " donah "

tenderly embracing. The

hero in this case has had no difficulty in

getting round. But these joint effusions have

attracted the attention and shocked the

propriety of a prim and vinegary female

w

in the background. Her exclamation

naturally suggests the beginning of the sen-

tence : " If you are not engaged "
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subject better fitted, we

fear, for tragedy rather than

comedy.

" Do you think," asks

his stern and unbending

jailer of the pathetic-visaged

convict immured behind

One realizes more than ever

how humorous is the idea.

Occasionally the sentence

is virtually finished, as a

convict might say on the

eve of his release. The

next cardâ��" I simply had

himâ��"do you think you

will be able to get out?"

The chances, we feel, are

slight. To those corre-

spondents whose most fre-

quent . beginning to an

epistle is " I have nothing

neysr,". and so forth, the

figure of the supremely

shabby personage with the

battered hat and tattered

umbrella should make a

distinct and irresistible

appeal.

One of the funniest of

Phil May's drawings of

a ripping time"â��might be

posted off by any success-

ful tourist from Clacton,

Ramsgate, or Blackpool.

Only it is to be hoped that

the scene depicted would

not be taken by the re-

cipient as chronicling any

recent incident in the holi-

day career of his or her

correspondent. Most of us

have had an adventure

with a dog, but a bulldog

of these proportions and

monstrous appetite for

broadcloth would be a



HUMOUR BY POST.

'83

To cricket - lovers the

plight of the corpulent

batsman shown in the next

post-card explains itself: " I

hope you are not put out.7'

One can imagine hundreds

of pretty girls who have em-

ployed this card to mollify

a somewhat indignant in-

amorato the evening after

the ball or theatre party.

One of Phil May's fun-

niest postcards introduces

this " NVriteaway ' kind re

presents an amateur eques-

trian of the 'Any type, who

is mounting his steed right

foot foremost in the stirrup,

much to the contemptuous

hilarity of the stable-boy.

But his ejaculation gives

the lead to some future

correspondent puzzling how

to commence his brief

missive toâ��shall we say

his mother-in-law ?â��" How

U

e/***+*^-

7

us to a patron and a waiter

in a cheap restaurant. The

patron has stood a great

deal, but at last he recoils

indignantly from the sim-

pering waiter's ultimate out-

rageâ�� an ancient but per-

fervid egg. " It really is

too bad."

" I went off so suddenly,"

begins Gladys in her post-

are you getting on ?" This

seems a very commonplace

epistolary debutâ��" I caught

the train all right "â��but

when the train is that of

a lady's skirt and the offen-

der a dashing Lifeguards-

man who looks as if he had

been melted and poured

into his clothes, a new point

is given to the expression.
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card to George, in endeavouring to explain

why she had not said "good-bye," and then

pauses to gaze upon the luckless sportsman

whose horse has landed him in a duck pond.

A post - card that will appeal with irre-

sistible force to all anglers depicts a patient

and long - suffering disciple

of Izaak Walton in the act iâ��-; â��

of wistfully regarding the

exasperating fish for which

he has angled since early

dawn, and which still shows

no inclination whatsoever of

allowing itself to be caught.

Even the plaintive appeal,

" I've tried to catch you

very often," apparently fails

to make any impression

upon this obdurate fish.

Perhaps few comic post-

cards of the day have en-

joyed a wider celebrity than

the series of water-colours

founded upon the intensely

amusing drawings by Mr.

Raven Hill which appeared

in the pages of Mr. Punch.

How vivid is the scene!

How awkward is the situa-

tion portrayed in "What Has

Dummy Declared ? " The

irate and irascible colonel

who is playing the hand,

and his meek, apologetic

partner. The man on the.

right seems about to burst

with jubilation. A solid

sequence of clubs and two

aces and two kings besides,

and the little man has not

gone " No trumps " ! We

can almost hear the colonel's

voice as.he glares at him.

In another of these draw-

ings we are given an easy

problem to solveâ��" Who

doubled no trumps ?" The

odds are a hundred to one

that the placid, self-com-

placent gentleman with the

cigar, in the foreground,

had a good deal to do with

the declaration, which in

a misguided moment was

bettered by the unhappy

vis-a-vis of the choleric

colonel.

Humorously misquoted

Shakespearean quotations

furnish forth another series of popular

comic post-cards. Thus we have the phrase,

" Fly further off, my lord, fly further off,"

interpreted by a peer who is the victim

of a motor misadventure, and is in

danger of being impaled upon a fence-post

off. my i'ord , ffy further ofj

-Ju'-. % '-â�¢*-â�¢ 111! \,.K 1
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has been edified very much

of late by the various

legal illustrations of the

query, " What is whisky ? "

In the caricaturist's next

drawing is conjured up a

somewhat untoward domes-

tic scene. The decanter

and siphon explain the sleep-

ing paterfamilias, and the

thirst of the intruding small

boy is chided by a voice

from the decanter : " I am

thy father's spirit."

We are indebted to

Messrs. Raphael Tuck,

unless he can contrive to

take his groom's advice.

Anybody might (ungram-

matically) make use of the

phrase, "Who do you think

I ran across," when refer-

ring to an unexpected meet-

ing with a mutual friend,

but it is to be hoped that

all correspondents do not

intend it to be taken in the

literal sense depicted in the

above post-card.

Another amusing card of

this series is by Mr. Lance

Thackeray. It is impossible

to avoid feeling pity for

the unfortunate horseman

in his awkward

predicament. The newspaper-reading world

Limited, for kind permission to reproduce

the cards described in this article

Vol. xxxii. â�� 24.
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BY C. KENNETT BURROW.

HE heath was a turmoil of

wind and rain, blackening into

nightâ��a place where it was as

easy to get lost as in the streets

of an unfamiliar town. One

road crossed it, but that was

so wandering a way that foot - passengers

mostly preferred to strike over the open

country. In daylight this was not difficult,

but in storm and darkness the traveller

plunged through hollows and prickly gorse-

bushes in angry uncertainty.

On this particular night, however, the

figure making across the heath kept his line

of march with tolerable accuracy. Felthorpe

knew the way ; the instinct of old associa-

tion was strong in him. It was years since

he had trodden the heath, yet

when a light shone out ahead of

him it seemed that only yesterday

he had seen the same signal glim-

mer from the old house. He

paused, and turned his head from

the wind to draw a quiet breath.

The rain slashed against his neck

and made him shiver. " I wonder,"

he thought, " whether I shall be

in time?"

At the southern limit of

the heath he came upon a

high stone wall, past which

ran the single road. In

the wall was a heavy, solid

gate, which permitted no

view of what lay beyond.

He turned the handle and

set his shoulder

against the gate; it

gave and he passed

through, closing it

cautiously behind him.

Evidently he was ex-

pected.

The front of the

house which Fel-

thorpe now appro-

ached was dark, save

for one lighted win-

dow. He mounted

the steps surefootedly

and tapped gently at

the door, which was

opened immediately

by a manservant carry-

ing a lighted lamp.

" Master George !" the man murmured, in

a delighted whisper.

"Well, Brooks," said Felthorpe. "You

never expected to see me again, eh ? "

" I knew he'd sent you a message, sir.

He told me. No one else knows. I left

the outer gate unlocked on purpose."

" Is my cousin Frank Netley here ? "

Brooks jerked his thumb towards a door

which opened on the back of the hall.

" He's in there," he said. " He spends his

time rummaging amongst the papers instead

of sitting with his uncle. But between you

and me, sir, the squire don't fancy his com-

pany over much."

" How is your master, Brooks ? "

" Going off quietly, sir. I believe his snuff

"'MASTER GEORGE!' THE .MAN MURMURED, IN A DEI.ICHTED WHISPER."
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keeps him alive. Come in here a moment,

sir." The man led the way into a little

library. It was an extremely small room, but

large enough to contain the few books which

the squire never read. Brooks set the lamp

upon the table.

"Why, sir, you're wringing wet, and I never

noticed it before." Felthorpe threw off his

cloak and laid it across a chair-back; his three-

cornered hat, heavy with moisture, he placed

on the table. Brooks stared disconsolately

at his soaked stockings and breeches.

" I think I could find a change for you,

sir," he said, " though it wouldn't be a fit,

and you were always proud of your figure,

sir."

" My figure's well enough, Brooks, but it

hasn't been much good to me."

"It might have been, sir."

"Ah! I might have sold it, you think?

Well, I wasn't that kind of man, Brooks."

Brooks sighed. "You wouldn't care to

borrow a change from Mr. Frank ? "

" I see you must still have your joke,

Brooks. . . . But Frank's welcome to his good

.'uck. I could never play his game. I was

lx>m to be a poor man, but I've enjoyed my

life, and that's something to nurse in the

memory."

" Yes, sir; yes," said Brooks ; " but it's a

pity to think of Mr. Frank coming into it all."

" I admit," said Felthorpe, " that a few

thousands would be most useful to me. Still,

I don't complain. When I quarrelled with

your master I was in the right of it. Frank

took the lady and gets the money. Brooks,

bring me some wine to drink him joy of his

bargain."

When Felthorpe was alone he stood before

the fire, and the steam of his drying garments

rose in a cloud about him. He did not

mind the discomfort of his situation;

amongst other tilings he had been a soldier

and fought in His Majesty's wars. What did

trouble him-was the thought that the old

man who had summoned him was near

his end. They had both been too high-

spirited and obstinate to agree, particularly

over such a delicate matter as the choice

of a wife, but Felthorpe retained a very real

affection for his uncle, and was saddened

by the knowledge that the proud head was

declining towards the grave.

Brooks, with characteristic forethought,

brought in glasses for two. Felthorpe filled

them.

" To my cousin Frank's good fortune," he

said, and drained the glass. Brooks's still

stood full.

" Come, come, man, drink! If I bear no

grudge, why should you ? "

Brooks set the wine to his lips reluctantly.

" If I wasn't thirsty," he said, " I wouldn t

touch it."

" You should think better of your new

master."

" He'll never be my master, sir. If he

begged on his knees for me to stay I'd

never do it. ... I wanted to ask you, sir,

whether I might come to you when the

squire's gone ? "

" I thank you for the kind thought," said

Felthorpeâ��" I thank you, Brooks. I know

you mean it well. But I'm a poor man and

have to be content with one servant, and he,

poor wretch, doesn't get his wages as regularly

as I could wish."

" Let me be the one, sir," Brooks entreated,

" and the wages may wait your convenience,

sir."

" This is very touching," said Felthorpe.

" I always thought well of you; long ago

you helped me out of many scrapes, rll

think of it, Brooks, I'll think of it. Now

take me to the squire."

As they crossed the hall towards the

staircase Mr. Frank Netley emerged from

his room. He drew back at the sight of

Felthorpe, and bowed stiffly.

" I was not aware," he said, " that we had

a visitor, Brooks. Why was Mr. Felthorpe

not announced ? "

"I am going now, sir," said Brooks, "to

announce Mr. Felthorpe to my master."

Mr. Netley winced. " You had first better

ascertain whether your master is awake," he

said. "Come in here, George, till Brooks

returns."

Felthorpe followed him into the room and

continued the process of drying himself

before the fire.

" Was it wise of you to come here ?"

Netley asked, laying his thin, clasped hands

on the table before him and frowning at the

bent fingers. "Considering the strained

relations between our uncle and yourself, it

strikes me as inconsiderate that you should

intrude at such a time."

" Intrude ? " cried Felthorpe. " I am here

at my uncle's express invitation." Mr. Netley

started and unclasped his fingers. '"And in

any case," Felthorpe added, â�¢" I should not

hesitate to at least be within call when the

head of the house whose name I bear is

dying." .

" Well, well, we will not argue the point."

Felthorpe drew his sword and wiped a little

moisture from the blade.
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" A most uncomfortable night!" he said.

The sword slipped back into its place.

" You are careful of your weapon," Netley

said.

"As of a child," Felthorpe answered. " A-

touch of rust makes me feel ashamed. If I

were engaged and knew it to be there, I

should consider I was doing mj adversary a

discourtesy. One must keep on as good

terms with one's sword as with onfeself."

" 'Tis an easier matter, I imagine."

" I never found it so," said Felthorpe,

lightly. " If ever the day comes when I

know myself to have done an unworthy

actionâ��not a foolish, mind; one is often

foolishâ��on that day I shall lay aside my

sword for ever."

" A- very pretty sentiment," said Netley,

with a sneer.

" 'Tis more than sentiment, I assure you.

Such a compact with his weapon keeps a

man's hands clean."

" Perhaps," said Netley.

" You and I are not likely to agree upon

the point," Felthorpe said, somewhat hotly.

" I fear not," answered the other.

The embarrassed silence which followed

was broken by Brooks, who entered to say

that the squire wished to see both gentlemen

together. " He's awake," Brooks added,

" and clear in the head as wine in the

glass."

Mr. Netley led the way upstairs in silence.

Brooks, who brought up the rear, closed the

door after the cousins with a very knowing

grin.

Old John Felthorpe, the squire of Mitton,

lay on his back in the midst of a great bed.

He preferred, he told his nurse, to die on

his back, so that he might see out of both

eyes to the end. The face was very old and

pinched, although some colour still lingered

in the weathered cheeks ; the eyes were clear

and searching, and a curious effect was given

to the whole countenance by the blackness

of the hair, which time had left unsnowed.

He first turned his head towards Felthorpe.

" Ah, George," he said, " so you've come

to see the last of an old sinner ! Shake my

handâ��there's not much strength in it now.

Have you repented yet ? "

Felthorpe smiled and shook his head.

" My dear uncle," he said, " let us forget

that little matter."

" Frank repented long ago. Didn't you,

Frank ? "

" I have repented nothing, sir, which I did

at your wish."

The squire turned to Felthorpe again.

"You were well out of that bargain, George.

'The ladyâ��but we won't discuss her. ... I

suppose you two are good friends ? "

" So far as I am concerned," said Fel-

thorpe. " I have no reason to be other than

good friends with Frank. What little envy I

felt towards him vanished long ago. I have

lived much in the world since then and learnt

my lesson. I regret neither my refusal of a

wife nor the loss which you decided should

follow that refusal. I did not question your

motive then, nor do I now. I am only glad

that you thought well enough of me to wish

to see me again."

" I always thought well of you, sir. It

was your stubbornness that set my prickles

up. But you took your own way, knowing

the consequences. And now, I suppose,

you're stubborn still ? "

Felthorpe laid a hand over one of the old

man's.

" I am stubborn still," he said, " and I

have the presumption to believe that you

would think more poorly of me if I were not."

"Frank," said the squire, "hand me my

snuff-box."

Mr. Netley took from the mantelpiece a

jewelled snuff-box and placed it in the old

man's palm. It was a large box, suggesting

a great capacity for snuff-taking in the owner.

In the centre of the lid was a miniature of

King Charles I., for the descendants of whose

house the squire had the warmest regard,

although prudence had prevented him from

compromising himself in the '45. The

miniature was surrounded by a circle of fine

gems, alternate brilliants and sapphires ; then

came a ring of blue and gold enamel, and

outside that again a border of smaller jewels.

The sight of so much palpable wealth made

Netley's eyes glitter.

" The idiot who presumes to doctor me,"

said, the squire, "insists that my snuff-box

shall be kept upon the mantelpiece, out of

my reach, so that when I want a pinch I

have to ask someone to hand it to me. His

idea, poor fool, is that I shall take less so

than if the box were within reach. I humour

him, you see." He paused to gather breath.

" Sir, you exert yourself too much," said

Felthorpe.

" When a man's dying he must say what

he has to say as quickly as his breath will

let him. . . . This snuff-box, George, I leave

to you, with all it contains."

" It will not contain much, sir," said

Felthorpe, smiling, " if you keep it so close

to you."

" Frank here," continued the squire, " will
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"THIS SNUFF-BOX, GEORGE, I LKAVB TO YOU, WITH ALL IT CONTAINS.1

not grudge you so small a thing as the snuff-

box ; he has all the rest. I give it to you

because you bear my name, and the box was

presented to a common ancestor for a service

which he performed for the old Chevalier St.

George. I make only one conditionâ��that

you will not part with the box save to one of

your own name."

" I accept your gift and the condition

gladly," said Felthorpe. " If you had asked

me what personal trifle "

" Trifle ? " interjected Mr. Netley.

" Trifle," repeated Felthorpe, " I should

have preferred out of all that the house

contains, I should have named the snuff-

box.''

" Frank, as befits an heir," said the old

man, grimly, " has, no doubt, in making his

calculations, set down the snuff-box as an

item. I am sorry, Frank, to give you

occasion for any alteration in the total. I

should myself value the box at a hundred

guineas."

" Having regard to its historical associ-

ations," said Netley, "I should put the figure

at one hundred and fifty."

" Well, well ! . . . You don't grudge your

cousin this trifling token of my respect for

his obstinacy ? "

Mr. Netley waved

a deprecating hand.

" My dear uncle," he

said, "you know how

absolutely I respect

any decision you may

make."

A dry chuckle pro-

ceeded from the

old throat.

" You may re-

spect the deci-

sion," he said,

" though not al-

ways its results,

particularly where

such a matter as

marriage is in-

volved. But I

will name no

names of women

in my last hours.

I wish to die

peacefully."

"You speak

more bitterly than

you feel, sir,"

said Felthorpe.

" There are names

which you might

Do you forget that

breathe with reverence,

you were once young ? "

" I thank you for the reminder. One

so easily forgets small matters ! " He lay for

some minutes with closed eyes. The lines in

his face appeared to soften ; the sardonic old

lips smiled quite tenderly. " Leave me," he

said, and added : " Don't quarrel. I shall

not die to-night."

Nor did he. Felthorpe established himself

in the library, where he was assiduously

attended by Brooks, who declined to wait

on Mr. Netley personally. The faithful

servant and the young heir to the snuff-

box made excursions into the past which

had for both of them a thrilling, though

benign, association. Of the future destiny

of the estate they did not speak; that

was beyond their influence, and would pass

out of their lives completely ; it was as well

to leave the subject alone. They knew that

directly the breath was out of the squire's

body Mr. Netley's wife would descend upon,

and take possession of, the house and every-

thing in it. She was staying, Brooks said, at

the Goat and Compasses, across the heath.

The old man had declined to have her under

his roof. " Frank, like a fool, married her at

my request," he had said, " and at my request
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she must remain outside my door. I can

never forgive George for thwarting me, nor

can I forgive Frank for obeying me. Idiots,

both of them !"

" Brooks," said Felthorpe, " when all is

over I shall go away at once. The funeral

would be too much tor me with that vixen in

attendance."

" But I must wait, sir!" said Brooks,

blankly.

" You must follow me to town later. I've

decided that if you still, on serious reflection,

wish to share my evil fortunes, you may do

so. But consider the risks first! "

" I'll take 'em, sir, gladly ! "

" Very well," said Felthorpe. " If the

experiment fails we can part."

" We sha'n't part, sir."

The following afternoon, on the stroke of

three, the squire died. He died with the

snuff-box in his hand. Two hours later Mrs.

Netley arrived from the Goat and Compasses

in a springless cart, intent upon taking up

the reins of government. To her astonish-

ment, however, her husband's attitude was

not so complacent as she had anticipated.

She emerged from an interview with him

pale and mortified, tearful and trembling

with anger. It appeared that there was

nothing for her to do, or, at any rate, no-

thing which she was to be allowed to do.

Reproaches and hysterics, her ancient

weapons, had not availed to move the obdu-

rate heir. But as the old house was much

more comfortable than the Goat and Com-

passes, and she could exercise her passion

for spying, she stayed to plot revenges.

As for Felthorpe, there remained for him

nothing but to take his snuff-box and depart.

Yet, as he stood beside the bed and looked

into the quiet face which death had touched

into complete repose, it seemed little short

of sacrilege to transfer from the hand of the

dead into the pocket of the living that

glittering gift of a King's son. The fingers,

too, had closed so fast about it that only by

force could it be released. Felthorpe glanced

across at Netley, who was keeping watch in

the death-chamber lest his cousin should

take a fancy to remove some trifle to which

he was not entitled.

" Frank," said Felthorpe, " I think I shall

not take away my gift, after all. Let it be

buried with him. To a man such as I am

a piece of honest sentiment is better than a

few gems. I'm a fool, no doubt. But it will

please me better to think of the old box

going with him."

"As you will," said Mr. Netley, indifferently.

" It's a pity," he added, " that the terms of

the gift prevent you from selling it."

" In any case I should not have sold it."

"Forgive me if 1 underestimated your

means.''

" You could hardly do that. ... I suppose

to you it is inconceivable that a man should

prefer to starve rather than to part with such

a piece of family history as that ? "

" Quite inconceivable," said the other.

" And, moreover, I don't believe in the

possibility of such folly."

"Ah ! " said Felthorpe. " There are follies

in the world, believe me, finer than you are

ever likely to believe in. Perhaps it is to

one's advantage to be blind to them."

Felthorpe bent down and kissed the dead

man's forehead reverently. Then he held

out his hand to Netley.

" Well," he said, " let .us part friends. I

bear you no grudge. Good-bye."

" You will not remain to the end ? "

" No. To-night I shall post back to

town."

" And you have decided to leave the snuff-

box ? "

" I wish it to be buried with him."

They parted, and Felthorpe went down-

stairs to the library. There he lingered, loth

to leave, for the last time, a house so full of

memories. He could not but feel that the

maintenance of the old traditions had devolved

upon shoulders little inclined to uphold them

worthily, though there was some satisfaction

in the thought that the new master did not

bear the ancient name. But in that fact

there was a disturbing element as well, for

upon him descended the necessity for hand-

ing on the name untarnishedâ��a trust barren

in all save honour. Felthorpe did not doubt

his own capacity, but his ambition prompted

him to make more of a show in the world

than could be attained on a credit already

somewhat strained.

The afternoon was wearing towards twilight

when he summoned Brooks. The old

servant was full of pity for himself that he

could not at once escape from the new

authority.

"It's my belief," he said, sniffing, "that

Mr. Netley has locked up his lady to keep

her quiet."

" I'm not surprised at that, Brooks," said

Felthorpe. " She always had a tongue."

" How are you going, sir ? "

" I shall walk to Dorking and post on

from there."

" Why walk, sir ? There are horses in the

stables."
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" Let them remain there. My cousin's

property is at his own disposal. . . . My

cloak, Brooks."

" I shall follow you in a week, sir."

" Very good. If you think better of your

decision and prefer to continue your service

here, let me know."

Brooks shook his head. " You're my

master now, sir," he said.

They went down to the great gate together

and passed

through. Dark-

ness was gather-

ing over the

heath, blotting

out the land-

marks, obliterat-

ing the heathery

hollows.

"Have you

got the snuff-box,

sir?" Brooks

asked.

"What do you

know about the

snuff-box ? "

" I was in the

squire's con-

fidence, sir,"

Brooks answered,

proudly. "I knew

it was for you."

" No, I haven't

got it."

"You left it

for that "

"Hush! I

left it in my

uncle's hand. He

Jied with it

there, and I wish

it to be buried

with him."

"It's mad-

ness! You don't

know what you're

doing, sir. It'll

never be buried

with him. Do you think Mr. Netley would

let that go underground ? "

" Do you mean that he'd dare to take it

for himself?"

" Dare ! His fingers would itch till he

couldn't keep them off it."

" If I thought that !" Felthorpe's hand

went to his sword.

" Go back and see !" Brooks almost

shrieked in his excitement.

"I might do that," said Felthorpe, "I

might do that. But to suspect him of such

conduct seems a stain upon myself."

"Go back and see," Brooks repeated, and

he pushed the gate open softly. A light

shone from the window of the death-chamber,

and a shadow moved across the blind.

Felthorpe, closely followed by Brooks, re-

traced his steps, mounted the stairs quietly,

and suddenly entered the still room. The

snuff-box was no longer in the dead man's

hand ; it was in

Mr. Netley's, who

was examining it

with the most

eager scrutiny.

" Ah, cousin,"

said Felthorpe,

" I have changed

my mind, you

see !"

Netley was

completely taken

by surprise. He

drew back with a

terrified gasp,

and the fleeting

blood left his

face livid.

" Give it to

me ! " said Fel-

thorpe, sternly.

"It shall be

returned toâ��

to " He

glanced fearfully

at the bed.

"Give it to

me !" Felthorpe

repeated. " To

rob the dead !

Shame on you,

sir!"

" It's no longer

yours !" cried

Netley.

"We will not

argue," said Fel-

thorpe. He drew

his sword and advanced the point towards

Netley's breast. " Come, this is my way with

such as you."

" You dare to draw upon me here ? "

" I dare to draw anywhere upon a thief, in

this room most of all, where you have laid

hands upon the honourable dead. Come,

sir, deliver that box to me."

" I will rouse the house !"

" By all means do so," said Felthorpe,

advancing his point a little nearer. " Brooks

DREW BACK WITH A TERRIFIED GASP.
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is here already. Do you think a servant in

the place would stir a hand against me?

I have a mind to carry you before the nearest

magistrate; or, if you prefer to fight, draw

and be done with this play-acting!"

The steady approach of the keen steel

was too much for Mr. Netley. At last he

delivered the snuff-box into Felthorpe's hand,

not without an assumption of easy grace.

" Once more," said Felthorpe, " I wish

you a very good day." With that he turned

and departed with

the delighted

Brooks.

"I must go with

you at once, sir,"

Brooks said. " The

house will be too

hot for me."

" Yes, I suppose it

will. Leave word for

your things to be sent

to my address. . . .

The rascal !"

When the carriage-

wheels were spinning

townwards between

hedgerows just green-

ing to the spring,

Felthorpe produced

the snuff - box and

gravely took a pinch

from it. Brooks

watched him with an

expression of intense

curiosity.

" Have you looked

it over carefully,

sir ? " he asked.

" Why, no ; not very carefully."

" I'd search it, sir, if I were you."

" You are a most mysterious person,

Brooks."

"'The snuff-box and all that's in it,' my

master said, sir."

" True," said Felthorpe ; " and it's half full

of snuff."

Brooks chuckled and rubbed his hands

together. "Give it to me for one moment,

sir." He closed and tapped the box ; then

opened it again. " There's more than snuff

there, sir," he said. " This belonged to a King."

"Explain !" cried Felthorpe ; "explain !"

Brooks dexterously removed the lining of

the box and disclosed below a little chamber

closely packed with paper.

" There ! " he said. " It was his jokeâ��

his way. He told me all about it Mr.

Netley, sir, has a surprise in store."

Felthorpe removed the papers, unfolded

them, and spread them on his knee. His

eyes widened incredulously at the sight of

five thousand pounds in so small a compass.

" Brooks," he said, " I have a mind to

HIS EYIiS WIDENED INCREDULOUSLY AT THE SIGHT OF FIVE THOUSAND POUNDS

IN SO SMALL A COMPASS,"

tear up these notes and throw them out cf

window."

" I wouldn't do that, sir."

" No, perhaps not. . . . Do you know

that you're a very honest man ? "

" I was always that, sir."

" With this sum at my disposal," said Fel-

thorpe, musingly, " I must be a fool if I

can't make some way in the world. Yes ;

I'll take the money. This is my reward for

being stubborn, Brooks."

" Yes, sir," said Brooks. His face had

assumed its ordinary expression of respectful

deference.
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BY ARTHUR T. DOLLING.

HE average reader may have

a certain respect for statistics,

but with that respect there is

generally mingled something

of dislike. Columns of figures

are apt to overwhelm. Thus

was brought into vogue the popular diagram.

"But the popular diagram, especially when it

dealt with human figures to illustrate quanti-

ties or qualities, was mathematically absurd.

A man six feet high weighs twelve stone;

but it does not at all follow that a man three

feet high weighs six stone. The popular

statisticians in their pictorial embodiments

give us height and breadth, but they take

account in their mensuration of height alone.

It is obvious that this must strike the eye

of the least intelligent observer as inexact.

Let us present a new method, and with it a

hint of how statistical diagrams can be made

interesting.

Suppose we begin with the religions of the

world. Instead of putting all the figures in

a meaningless level row like a squad of tin

soldiers suspended in mid-air, of making the

Roman Catholics twice the height of the

Protestants, let us depict a scene as actually

happening. A mere glance shows the pro-

portions of the adherents of each of the

seven great religions in existence amongst

the inhabitants of the globe. Christianity

possesses 563,000,000 adherents, of whom

Catholicism,

353,000,000.

Brahminism, Protestantism, Ancestor Worship, Buddhism,

223,000,000, 210000,000. 283,000,000. 107,000,000.

Taoism

44,000,000.

VoL xxxiLâ��25.

THE RELIGIONS OF THE WORLD.

Islamism, Judaism, Parseeism, Shintoism, Polytheism,

322,000,000. 9,000,000. 150,000. i8,ooo,ooo. 130,000,000.
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353,000,000 are Catholics and 210,000,000

Protestants. After this comes the Worship

of Ancestors (China) with 283,000,000 ;

Brahminism (India), 223,000,000 ; and

Islam ism with 2 2 2,000,000. Polytheism

accounts for some 130,000,000 souls, and

Buddhism for some 107,000,000. Taoism

comes next with 44,000,000. Shintoism

(Japan) numbers 18,000,000, and Judaism,

9,000,000 adherents ; while Parseeism brings

up the rear with 150,000.

Next we may take the various callings in

the United Kingdom. Herewith is depicted

a body of workers performing on a see-saw,

at one end of which is the fisherman bear-

ing the implements of his calling upon

his back. Notwithstanding the Carlylean

gospel, labour is not universally loved for

actually engaged in following agriculture for

a livelihood.

After farming, the most numerous in-

dustrial class in the kingdom is the miner,

who multiplies himself by 937,482. Next to

these two numerous classes may be set those

engaged in commercial pursuits (631,933),

which include clerks and the shop-assistant

class. The business man, representing these

classes, is shown at the right-hand end of the

industrial see-saw, which he bears down with

the weight of his superior wealth.

The fourth figure in size is the mill-

hand (594,742), embodying all branches of

textile manufacture in the kingdom. The

492,149 makers of dress must not be taken

as representing tailors alone, but all that class

who minister to the outer man and woman.

MALE OCCUPATIONS IN THE UNITED KINGDOM.

The figures, from left to right, represent: Fishermen, 61,537; Printers, 124,105; Navvin, 137,193; Carpenters, 318,179;

Railway Employes, 320,514; Tailors, 402,149; Mill-hands, 594,742; Mining, 937,482; Agriculture, 1,153.18=; Costcrmongers,

52,144; Policemen, 62,437; Domestic Servants, 345,893; Commerce, 631,933.

itself alone, and the easiest callings would be

uncomfortably crowded were they also the

most remunerative. One is reminded of the

leisurely personage who explained his reduced

circumstances as the result of his chosen

vocation. He was a fly-catcher in winter and

a snow-shoveller in summer. " But I stick

to it, ma'am," he added, " because I was bred

to the business and I ain't learned no other."

Farming cannot be termed a lucrative

calling; wherefore the supply has never,

perhaps, anywhere surpassed the demand.

But it has great compensating advantages, and

to day the Census shows that there are still

more farmers than any other class of workers

in the United Kingdom. According to the

last returns there were 1,153,185 males

The next most numerous occupation is that

of domestic servants, of whom there are no

fewer than 345,893 in the kingdom, being run

close by the carpenter. How many people

in a thousand would guess the number of

carpenters in Great Britain and Ireland ?

The answer is 338,179. The railway employ^

comes next with 320,514, which figures

include engine-drivers, stokers, guards, porters,

signalmen, shunters, and so forth. As to

navvies, there are 137,193 of them, being

more numerous than printers, of whom there

are 124,105. Fishermen come next to

policemen with 61,537 : but it is a curious

fact that there are nearly as many coster-

mongers as fishermen (52,144).

From male we turn to female occupations.
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The first great fact which confronts us is that

there are 1,641,154 dornestic.servants in these

isles. Yet, oddly enough, we are constantly

told that the demand is greater than the

supply. One may reflect, however, that after

all this only amounts to one woman in every

fourteen is engaged in the very feminine and

laudable endeavour to keep, for a pecuniary

consideration, another woman's house in

order.

After domestics the most numerous female

occupation is naturally concerned with dress.

We find 903,646 women who are either

dressmakers or concerned in the production

of dress. After the dressmakers come the

mill-hands, or, more properly speaking, the

textile factory workers, who number altogether

867,259. These, in turn, are followed by the

shop girls, of whom there are some 325,000.

After the manufacture and fashioning of

linen conies the

fewer than 58,475 of her? Quite an immense

army, even judged by Continental standards,

and fully able to visit justice on 100,000

delinquent lodgers.

Almost an even number of the fair sex

chose shopkeeping as a means of livelihood

(54,188), which, after all, is less than one

female shopkeeper to 800 of the inhabitants.

There are 26,098 musicians, but only 6,798

actresses, which will surprise many mere men

who have been accustomed to regard the

picture post-cards in the shop windows. One

would have thought that there were at least

as many actresses as musicians. But the

most surprising figures are in connection with

the lady author or authoress. We have

always been told that every woman comes

equipped into the world to write a novel, and,

judging by the volumes which teem forth

from the press, it would almost seem as if

cleansing of it,

which accounts

for there being

226,690 laun-

dresses in the

United Kingdom.

There are

201,716 teachers,

which reminds us

of the great part

played by women

in educating the

juvenile mind of

the community.

A sudden drop

is noticed when

we come to char-

women, who num-

ber 126,696. The

bulk of this class

is employed in

London and the

large cities. There

are 79,048 trained

nurses in our

midst, which re-

minds us of the

great strides made

in this vocation

since the days of

Sairey Gamp. We

wonder how many

people will remem-

ber, when they next

have an interview

with the harmless,

necessary landlady,

that there are no

Dressmakers, 901,646; Mill-hands, 867,259; Shop-girls, 325,000; Domestic Servants, 1,641,154.

FEMALE OCCUPATION'S IN THE UNITED KINGDOM.

In foreground: Laundresses, 226,690; Charwomen, 126,696; Teachers, 201,716; Sick Nurses,

79,048; Shopkeepers, 54,188; Landladies, 58,475.

. On table: Actresses, 6,798; Musicians, 26,098; Authors, 1,327,
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PROFESSIONS IN THE UNITED KINGDOM.

The figures, from left lo right, represent: Lawyers, 27,184; Engineers, 14,052; Schoolmasters, 73,909; Authors and

Journalists, 10,073; Actors, 6,470; Clergy, 51,665; Aiusicians, 23,545; Architects, 13,044; Doctors, 27,592; Artists, 15,294.

every woman, or at least one woman in ten,

availed herself of her birthright ; albeit, it

appears that this is not the case. There are,

in fact, only 1,327 professional lady authors

and journalists in the United Kingdom, which

wholly shatters the notion that there are at

least 1,000,000 lady novelists.

Turning to professions, within the four

corners of an ordinary room we behold a

curious and impressive scene. If the per-

sonage who characterized this country as

being a nation of shopkeepers had called it

a nation of schoolmasters he would have

been much nearer the mark. The school-

master towers loftily above every other call-

ing. The schoolmaster, of course, embraces

all ranks of the teaching profession, from

Oxford and Cambridge tutors to the humble

first - form master at a small school, or

even a primary teacher at a Board school.

The class next to him is the clergy-

man. There are 51,665 clergy of all de-

nominations in these islesâ��nearly twice the

number of barristers or doctors; 27,592

doctors means one doctor for every 1,500

persons in the community. On the whole, one

would have thought there was a superfluity

of lawyers (27,184), until one learns that the

figures also comprise solicitors, and also

perhaps when one remembers the vast

numbers of briefless barristers that are,

according to rumour, to be found within the

purlieus of the Temple. We are told that

this is not a musical country, yet we have

amongst us no fewer than 23,545 musicians,

and only a little more than half that number

of engineers and surveyors, while there are

13,044 architects in the kingdom.

People say there are no painters nowadays,

and yet the figure to the right of the diagram

is a vivid assurance of the fact that there are

15,294 of them, all but a scant hundred or

so firmly convinced that the Royal Academy

is annually doing them an injustice. It
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should be mentioned, however, that these

figures include both sculptors and engravers.

The figure at the desk, apparently hard at

work reporting the confabulation between

the schoolmaster and the parson, is intended

to represent the literary and journalistic

profession. It will be seen that in size he is

much smaller than the musician, doctor, or

painter.

Few professions make such a stir in the

world as that of the actor, and yet there are

only 6,470 of him, almost equally balancing

the number of actresses. The actor is but a

quarter of the physical proportions of the

lawyer.

Suppose we now choose another theme

upon which to shed a clear, convincing light

by means of our animated statistics. If all

the petty officers and seamen of the Royal

Navy were rolled into one, we should have a

figure approaching in physical proportions

the ' honest Jack Tar who is seated in

pleasant scrutiny of the admirals of the

British Navy, who are embodied in one tiny

figure in the palm of his hand. In this

scrutiny he is

joined by the COn- Pet'y Officers and Seamen,

centrated essence

of the Royal

Marines. The

next figure in

point of size re-

presents the boys

of the Navy, of

the number of

7,216. Immedi-

ately in front are

the captains and

commanders

(4,702) rolled into

one. The figure-

on the coil of

ship's cable de-

picts the coast-

guard. The two

remaining figures

represent lieuten-

ants and sub-lieu-

tenants (1,590)

and warrant

officers (1,836).

Turning to the

Army, the reader

will note the

gigantic propor-

tions of the cap-

tain compared

with most of his

â��. . . . Coastguard

official superiors. 4,369.

Among the commissioned officers we find

4,214 captains and about half that number of

majors (2,575). The elderly officer in the

centre of the picture who is engaged in super-

ciliously twirling his eye-glasses represents

the colonels of the British Army, of whom

there are some 670. Almost equal to the

colonel in point of size is the lieutenant-

colonel, who multiplies himself by 600.

The small figure on the left of the colonel,

in whose outstretched hand may be seen

that weapon which is mightier than the

sword, is intended to represent the generals

(210), while the remaining figure in the

group typifies the eight field-marshals which

our Army boasts.

What is the comparative popularity of the

various sports in this kingdom ? This we

see with one rapid coup d'ml over the diagram

representing sport. Here are shown the

devotees of cricket, football, tennis, golf,

bowls, and the other familiar pastimes.

The statistics in this department have been

obtained with great difficulty, but from so

many well-informed sources as to cause the

89,031 ; Admirals, 92 ; Royal Marines, 20,311 ; Boys, 7,216.

THE BRITISH NAVY. Captains and

Warrant Officers, Commanders, Lieutenants,

1,836. 4,7Â°2. 1,500.
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THE OFFICERS OF THE BRITISH ARMY.

Lieutenant-Colonels, 600, Colonels, 670. Generals, 210.

proportions given to be relied upon as being

accurate in the main. The aggregate of all

the cricket clubs, large and small, in the

kingdom, combined with an estimate of

players who are not members of clubs,

including the public schools, gives a total of

570,000 persons, young and old, who partici-

pate in the national game. Football comes

Majors, 2,575. a good second

with 520,000. A

Rugby player

has here been

represented by the

artist to typify

both styles of the

game, although

Association foot-

ball predominates.

As to tennis, a

fair estimate of

its devotees comes

to a total of

403,000. We find

the golfer with his

3,130 flourishing

clubs (no pun in-

tended) numbers

380,000 players,

while few would

suspect the enor-

mous popularity

of bowls, especially

in the North, the

figures for which

have been com-

piled at 286,000.

Croquet is respon-

sible for 172,000 players, while the propor-

tions of the hockey-plas er are seen to be

nearly the same, with 161,000 devotees.

The exciting and interesting game of bad-

minton is found to number only some 17,000

adherents, while lacrosse furnishes a healthy

and successful pastime for 14,000 players.

Baseball numbers some 13,000 adherents,

Field-Marshals, 8.

THE COMPARATIVE POPULARITY OF SPORTS.

Cricket, 570,000; Football, 520,000; Tennis, 403,000; Golf, 380,000; Bowls, 386,000; Croquet, 172,000; Hockey, 161,000;

Badminton, 17,000; Lacrosse, 14,000; Baseball, 13,000; Polo, 8,000,
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while there are 8,000 polo-players in the

kingdom. So much for sport as embodied

in characteristic figures of its votaries.

I^astly, it must prove interesting to ascer-

tain the relative popularity of some of the

great lights in fiction-writing for the past

quarter of a century. This we must do

on the basis of figures courteously pro-

vided by the great libraries of the kingdom.

From Mudie's, on the one hand, to the

Ixandon Library on the other, we find that

the giants of English fiction, Dickens and

Thackeray, although somewhat diminished

during the last decade, still maintain a great

superiority. Mr. Hall Caine's dimensions

show an impressive accretion of tissue. Nearly

equal to him in physical proportions we find

Miss Marie Corelli, who is in turn closely

followed by Scott and Lytton. In the fore-

ground we see Mr. Rudyard Kipling and Mr.

J. M. Barrie, while close behind them we may

recognise the features of the gifted authoress

of " Robert Elsmere." Robert Louis Steven-

son is depicted in the centre of the group,

and looking over his head we may discern Sir

Arthur Conan Doyle and Mr. Stanley Wey-

man. Charlotte Bronte, Anthony Trollope,

Mr. Zangwill, and Mrs. Henry Wood are to

the right of the picture. Charles Reade and

Charles Kingsley have run each other close

in point of popularity in the course of twenty

years, while the demand for their works has

been less than the demand for Lytton.

Standing on a pile of books, apparently

engaged in an animated conversation, are

Messrs. Henry James and George Meredith,

whom one would have suspected to be

larger. Mr. Thomas Hardy'and Miss Braddon

may be noticed on the extreme left, while

the remaining figure in the group is that of

Mr. E. F. Benson, whose popularity in the

" 1 )odo" year would have far surpassed

Dickens, and here has somewhat unkindly

turned his back to the reader.

It should be pointed out that this diagram

does not pretend to apportion the degree of

contemporary literary reputations. It only

shows what kind of fiction has been most read

by the masses during the past twenty years.

THE COMPARATIVE POPULARITY OF ENGLISH NOVELISTS.



'VE just been drinking a

man's health," said the night

watchman, coming slowly on

to the wharf and wiping his

mouth with the back of his

hand ; " he's come in for a

matter of three 'undred and twenty pounds,

and he stood me art a pintâ��arf a pint ! "

He dragged a small empty towards him,

and after planing the surface with his hand

sat down and gazed scornfully across the

river.

" Four ale," he said, with a hard laugh :

"and when I asked 'imâ��just for the look of

the thing, and to give 'im a hintâ��whether

he'd 'ave another, he said ' yes.' "

The night watchman rose and paced rest-

lessly up and down the jetty.

"Money,".he said, at last, resuming his

wonted calm and lowering himself carefully

to the box againâ��money always gets left to

the wrong people ; some of the kindest-'arted

men I've ever known 'ave never had a

ha'penny left 'em, while teetotaler arter

teetotaler wot I've heard of 'ave come in

for fortins.

Copyright, 1906, by W. W. Jacob

It's 'ard lines though, sometimes, waiting

for other people's money. I knew o' one

chap that waited over forty years for 'is

grandmother to die and leave 'im her money;

and she died of catching cold at 'is funeral.

Another chap I knew, arter waiting years

and years for 'is rich aunt to die, was hung

because she committed suicide.

It's always risky work waiting for other

people to die and leave you money. Some-

times they don't die ; sometimes they marry

agin ; and sometimes they leave it to other

people instead.

Talking of marrying agin reminds me o'

something that 'appened to a young fellow

I knew named Alf Simms. Being an orphan

'e was brought up by his uncle, George

Hatchard, a widowed man of about sixty.

Alf used to go to sea off and on, but more

off than on, his uncle 'aving quite a tidy bit

of 'ouse property, and it being understood

that Alf was to have it arter he 'ad gone.

His uncle used to like to 'ave him at 'ome,

and Alf didn't like work, so it suited both

parties.

I used to give Alf a bit of advice some-

i in the United Slates of America.
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times, sixty being a dangerous age for a man,

especially when he 'as been a widower for so

longâ��he 'as had time to forget wot being

married's like ; but I must do Alf the credit

to say it wasn't wanted. He 'ad got a very

old 'ead on his shoulders, and always picked

the housekeeper 'imself to save the old man

the trouble. I saw two of 'em, and I dare

say I could 'ave seen more, only I didn't

want to.

Cleverness is a good thing in its way, but

there's such a thing as being too clever, and

the last 'ousekeeper young Alf picked died

of old age a week arter he 'ad gone to sea.

She passed away while she was drawing

George Hatchard's supper beer, and he lost

ten gallons o' the best bitter ale and his

'ousekeeper at the same time.

It was four months arter that afore Alf

came 'ome, and the fust sight of the new

'ousekeeper, wot

opened the door to

'im, upset 'im terrible.

She was the right side

o' sixty to begin with,

and only ordinary

plain. Then she was

as clean as a new pin,

and dressed up as

though she was going

out to tea.

"Oh, you're Alfred,

I s'pose ?'' she ses,

looking at 'im.

" Mr. Simms is my

name," ses young Alf,

starting and drawing

hisself up.

" I know you by

your portrait," ses the

'ousekeeper. " Come

in. 'Ave you 'ad a

pleasant v'y'ge ? Wipe

your boots."

Alfred wiped 'is

boots afore he thought

of wot he was doing.

Then hedrewhisself up

stiff agin and marched

into the parlour.

"Sit down," ses the

'ousekeeper, in a kind

voice.

Alfred sat down afore he thought wot 'e

was doing agin.

" I always like to see people comfortable,"

ses the 'ousekeeper; " it's my way. It's warm

weather for the time o' year, ain't it? George

is upstairs, but he'll be down in a minute."

Vol. xjcxii.â��10.

" IVhol" ses Alf, hardly able to believe

his ears.

" George," ses the 'ousekeeper.

" George ? George who ? " ses Alfred,

very severe.

" Why, your uncle, of course," ses the

'ousekeeper. " Do you think I've got a

houseful of Georges ? "

Young Alf sat staring at her and couldn't

say a word. He noticed that the room 'ad

been altered, and that there was a big photy-

graph of her stuck up on the mantelpiece.

He sat there fidgeting with 'is feetâ��until

the 'ousekeeper looked at themâ��and then 'e

got up and walked upstairs.

His uncle, wot was sitting on his bed when

'e went into the room and pretended that he

'adn't heard 'im come in, shook hands with

'im as though he'd never leave off.

"I've got something to tell you, Alf," he

; '

-.St

'OH, VOU'KE ALFRED, I sVoSE?' SHE SES."

ses, arter they 'ad said " How d'ye do ? " and

he 'ad talked about the weather until Alf

was fair tired of it. " I've been and gone

and done a foolish thing, and 'ow you'll take

it I don't know."

" Been and asked the new 'ousekeeper to
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marry you, I s'pose ?" ses Alf, looking at 'im

very hard.

His uncle shook his 'ead. " I never asked

'cr ; I'd take my Davy I didn't," he ses.

"Well, you ain't going to marry her,

then ? " ses Alf, brightening up.

His uncle shook his 'ead agin. "She

didn't want no asking," he ses, speaking very

slow and mournful. " I just 'appened to put

my arm round her waist by accident one day

and the thing was done."

"Accident? How could you do it by

accident?" ses Alf, firing up.

" How can I tell you that ?" ses George

Hatchard. " If I'd known 'ow, it wouldn't

'ave been an accident, would it ? "

"Don't you want to marry her?" ses Alf,

at last. " You needn't marry 'er if you don't

want to."

George Hatchard looked at 'im and sniffed.

" When you know her as well as I do you

won't talk so foolish," he ses. " We'd better

go down now, else she'll think we've been

talking about 'er."

They went downstairs and 'ad tea together,

and young Alf soon see the truth of his

uncle's remarks. Mrs. Pearceâ��that was the

'ousekeeper's nameâ��called his uncle " dear "

every time she spoke to 'im, and arter tea

she sat on the sofa side by side with 'im and

held his 'and.

Alf lay awake arf that night thinking

things over and 'ow to get Mrs. Pearce out

of the house, and he woke up next morning

with it still on 'is mind. Every time he got

'is uncle alone he spoke to 'im about it, and

told 'im to pack Mrs. Pearce off with a

month's wages, but George Hatchard wouldn't

listen to 'im.

" She'd 'ave me up for breach of promise

and ruin me," he ses. " She reads the paper

to me every Sunday arternoon, mostly breach

of promise cases, and she'd 'ave me up for it

as soon as look at me. She's got 'caps and

'eaps of love-letters o' mine."

" Love-letters ! " ses Alf, staring. " Love-

letters when you live in the same house !"

"She started it," ses his uncle; "she

pushed one under my door one morning,

and I 'ad to answer it. She wouldn't come

down and get my breakfast till I did. I

have to send her one every morning."

" Do you sign 'em with your own name ? "

ses Alf, arter thinking a bit.

" No," ses 'is uncle, turning red.

" Wot do you sign 'em, then ? " ses Alf.

" Never you mind," ses his uncle, turning

redder. " It's my handwriting, and that's

good enough for her. I did try writing back-

wards, but I only did it once. I wouldn't do

it agin for fifty pounds."

" If 'er fust husband was alive she couldn't

marry you," ses Alf, very slow and thoughtful.

"No," ses his uncle, nasty-like; "and if I

was an old woman she couldn't marry me.

You know as well as I do that he went down

with the Evening Star fifteen years ago."

" So far as she knows," ses Alf; " but there

was four of them saved, so why not five ?

Mightn't 'e have floated away on a spar or

something and been picked up ? Can't you

dream it three nights running, and tell 'er

that you feel certain sure he's alive?"

" If I dreamt it fifty times it wouldn't

make any difference," ses George Hatchard.

" Here ! wot are you up to ? 'Ave you gone

mad, or wot? You poke me in the ribs like

that agin if you dare."

" Her fust 'usband's alive," ses Alf, smiling

at 'im.

" Wotl ses his uncle.

" He floated away on a bit o' wreckage,''

ses Alf, nodding at 'im, "just like they do in

books, and was picked up more dead than

alive and took to Melbourne. He's now

living up-country working on a sheep station."

" Who's dreaming now ? " ses his uncle.

"It's a fact," ses Alf. "I know a chap

wot's met 'im and talked to 'im. She can't

marry you while he's alive, can she ?"

" Certainly not" ses George Hatchard,

trembling all over; " but are you sure you

'aven't made a mistake?"

" Certain sure," ses Alf.

" It's too good to be true," ses George

Hatchard.

" O' course it is," ses Alf, "but she won't

know that Look 'ere; you write down all

the things that she 'as told you about herself

and give it to me, and I'll soon find the chap

I spoke of wot's met 'im. He'd meet a

dozen men if it was made worth his while."

George Hatchard couldn't understand 'im

at fust, and when he did he wouldn't 'ave a

hand in it because it wasn't the right thing

to do, and because he felt sure that Mrs.

Pearce would find it out. But at last 'e

wrote out all about her for Alf; her maiden

name, and where she was born, and every-

thing ; and then he told Alf that, if 'e dared

to play such a trick on an unsuspecting,

loving woman, he'd never forgive 'im.

" I shall want a couple o' quid," ses Alf.

" Certainly not," ses his uncle. " I won't

'ave nothing to do with it, I tell you."

" Only to buy chocolates with," ses Alf.

" Oh, all right," ses George Hatchard ;

and he went upstairs to 'is bedroom and
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came down with three pounds and gave 1m.

"If that ain't enough," he ses, "let me know,

and you can 'ave more."

Alt winked at Mm, but the old man drew

hisself up and stared at 'im, and then 'e

turned and walked away with his 'ead in

the air.

He 'ardly got a chance of speaking to Alf

next day, Mrs. Pearce being 'ere, there, and

everywhere, as the saying is, and rinding so

many little odd jobs for Alf to do that there

was no time for talking. But the day arter

he sidled up to 'im when the 'ousekeeper was

out of the room and asked 'im whether he

'ad bought the chocolates.

" Yes," ses Alfred, taking one out of 'is

pocket and eating it,

â�¢' some of "em."

George Hatchard

coughed and fidgeted

about. " When are you

going to buy the others ?"

he ses.

" As I want "em," ses

Alf. "They'd spoil if

I got 'em all at once."

George Hatchard

coughed agin. " I 'ope

you haven't been going

on with that wicked plan

you spoke to me about

the other night," he ses.

" Certainly not," ses

Alf, winking to 'imself;

" not arter wot you said.

How could I ? "

" That's right," ses the

old man. " I'm sorry

for this marriage for your

sake, Alf. O' course, I

was going to leave you

my little bit of 'ouse pro-

perty, but I suppose now

it'll 'ave to be left to her.

Well, well, I s'pose it's

best for a young man to

make his own way in the

"In-deed! "ses Alf.

" Yes," ses his uncle, " left ear, and a scar

on his forehead where a friend of his kicked

'im one day."

Alf nodded, and then he winked at 'im

agin. George Hatchard didn't wink back,

but he patted 'im on the shoulder and said

'ow well he was filling out, and 'ow he got

more like 'is pore mother every day he lived.

" I 'ad a dream last night," ses Alf. " I

dreamt that a man I know named Bill Flurry,

but wot called 'imself another name in my

dream, and didn't know me then, came 'ere

one evening when we was all sitting down at

supper, Joe Morgan and 'is missis being here,

and said as 'ow Mrs. Pearce's fust husband

was alive and well."

world."

" I s'pose so," ses Alf.

" Mrs. Pearce was asking only yesterday

when you was going back to sea agin," ses

his uncle, looking at 'im.

" Oh ! " ses Alf.

" She's took a dislike to you, I think," ses

the old man. " It's very "ard, my fav'rite

nephew, and the only one I've got. I forgot

to tell you the other day that her fust

'usband, Charlie Pearce, 'ad a kind of a wart on

'is left ear. She's often spoke to me about it."

"HE I'ATTEU 'IM ON THE SHOULDF.R AND SAID 'ow WELL HE WAS FILLING OUT.

" That's a very odd dream," ses his uncle ;

" but wot was Joe Morgan and his missis in it

for?"

" Witnesses," ses Alf.

George Hatchard fell over a footstool with

surprise. " Go on," he ses, rubbing his leg.

" It's a queer thing, but I was going to ask

the Morgans 'ere to spend the evening next

Wednesday."

" Or was it Tuesday ? " ses Alf, considering.
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" I said Tuesday," ses his uncle, looking

over Alf's 'ead so that he needn't see 'im wink

agin. " Wot was the end of your dream,

Alf?"

" The end of it was," ses Alf, " that you

and Mrs. Pearce was both very much upset,

as o' course you couldn't marry while 'er fust

was alive, and the last thing I see afore I

woke up was her boxes standing at the front

door waiting for a cab."

George Hatchard was going to ask 'im

more about it, but just then Mrs. Pearce

came in with a pair of Alf's socks that he 'ad

been untidy enough to leave in the middle of

the floor instead of chucking 'em under the

bed. She was so unpleasant about it that, if

it hadn't ha' been for the thought of wot was

going to 'appen on Tuesday, Alf couldn't ha'

stood it.

For the next day or two George Hatchard

She was unpleasant all dinner-time, but

she got better in the arternoon, and when

the Morgans came in the evening, and she

found that Mrs. Morgan 'ad got a nasty sort

o' red swelling on her nose, she got quite

good-tempered. She talked about it nearly

all supper-time, telling 'er what she ought

to do to it, and about a friend of hers

that 'ad one and 'ad to turn teetotaler

on account of it.

" My nose is good enough for me," ses

Mrs. Morgan, at last.

" It don't affect 'er appetite," ses George

Hatchard, trying to make things pleasant,

" and that's the main thing."

Mrs. Morgan got up to go, but arter

George Hatchard 'ad explained wot he didn't

mean she sat down agin and began to talk

to Mrs. Pearce about 'er dress and 'ow

beautifully it was made. And she asked

"HE CUKED 'IS TKEMBLING WITH THREE WHISKIES."

was in such a state of nervousness and

excitement that Alf was afraid that the 'ouse-

keeper would notice it. On Tuesday morn-

ing he was trembling so much that she said

he'd got a chill, and she told 'im to go to bed

and she'd make 'im a nice hot mustard

poultice. George was afraid to say "no,"

but while she was in the kitchen making the

poultice he slipped out for a walk and cured

'is trembling with three whiskies. Alf nearly

got the poultice instead, she was so angry.

Mrs. Pearce to give 'er the pattern of it,

because she should 'ave one like it herself

when she was old enough. " I do like to see

people dressed suitable," she ses, with a

smile.

" I think you ought to 'ave a much deeper

colour than this," ses Mrs. Pearce, con-

sidering.

"Not when I'm faded," ses Mrs. Morgan.

Mrs. Pearce, wot was filling 'er glass at the

time, spilt a lot of beer all over the table-
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cloih, and she was so cross about it that she

sat like a stone statue for pretty near ten

minutes. By the time supper was finished

people was passing things to each other in

whispers, and when a bit o' cheese went

the wrong way with Joe Morgan he nearly

suffocated 'imself for fear of making a noise.

They 'ad a game o' cards arter supper,

counting twenty nuts as a penny, and every-

body got more cheerful. They was all

laughing and talking, and Joe Morgan was

pretending to steal Mrs. Pearce's nuts, when

George Hatchard held up his 'and.

" Somebody at the street door, I think,"

he ses.

Young Alf got up to open it, and they

'eard a man's voice in the passage asking

whether Mrs. Pearce lived there, and the

next moment Alt' came into the room, fol-

lowed by Bill Flurry.

'â�¢ Here's a gentleman o' the name o' Smith

asking arter you," he ses, looking at Mrs.

Pearce.

" Wot d'you want ?" ses Mrs. Pearce,

rather sharp.

" It is 'er," ses Bill, stroking his long white

beard and casting 'is eyes up at the ceiling.

" You don't remember me, Mrs. Pearce, but

I used to see you years ago, when you and

poor Charlie Pearce was living down Poplar

way."

" Well, wot about it ? " ses Mrs. Pearce.

" I'm coming to it," ses Bill Flurry. " I've

been two months trying to find you, so

there's no need to be in a hurry for a minute

or two. Besides, what I've got to say ought

to be broke gently, in case you faint away

with joy."

"Rubbish!" ses Mrs. Pearce. "I ain't

the fainting sort."

" I 'ope it's nothing unpleasant," ses

George Hatchard, pouring 'ini out a glass of

whisky.

"Quite the opposite," ses Bill. " It's the

best news she's 'eard for fifteen years."

" Are you going to tell me wot you want,

or ain't you ? " ses Mrs. Pearce.

" I'm coming to it," ses Bill. " Six

months ago I was in Melbourne, and one

day I was strolling about looking in at the

shop-winders, when all at once I thought I

see a face I knew. It was a good bit older

than when I see it last, and the whiskers was

grey, but I says to myselfâ��â��"

"I can see wot's coming," ses Mrs.

Morgan, turning red with excitement and

pinching Joe's arm.

"I ses to myself," ses Bill Flurry, "either

that's a ghost, I ses, or else it's Charlie "

"Go on," ses George Hatchard, as was

sitting with 'is fists clenched on the table and

'is eyes wide open, staring at 'im.

" Pearce," ses Bill Flurry.

You might 'ave heard a pin drop. They

all sat staring at 'im, and then George

Hatchard took out 'is handkerchief and 'eld

it up to 'is face.

" But he was drownded in the Evening

Star" ses Joe Morgan.

Bill Flurry didn't answer 'im. He poured

out pretty near a tumbler of whisky and

offered it to Mrs. Pearce, but she pushed it

away, and, arter looking round in a 'elpless

sort of way and shaking his "ead once or

twice, he finished it up 'imself.

" It couldn't 'ave been 'im," ses George

Hatchard, speaking through 'is handkerchief.

" I can't believe it. It s too cruel."

" I tell you it was 'im," ses Bill. " He

floated off on a spar when the ship went

down, and was picked up two days arterwards

by a barque and taken to New Zealand. He

told me all about it, and he told me if ever

I saw 'is wife to give her 'is kind regards."

" Kind regards 1" ses Joe Morgan, starting

up. " Why didn't he let 'is wife know 'e

was alive ? "

" That's wot I said to 'im," ses Bill Flurry;

" but he said he 'ad 'is reasons."

" Ah, to be sure," ses Mrs. Morgan,

nodding. " Why, you and her can't be

married now," she ses, turning to George

Hatchard.

" Married ? " ses Bill Flurry, with a start,

as George Hatchard gave a groan that

surprised 'imself. " Good gracious ' what a

good job I found 'er !"

" I s'pose you don't know where he is to

be found now ? " ses Mrs. Pearce, in a low

voice, turning to Bill.

" I do not, ma'am," ses Bill, " but I think

you'd find 'im somewhere in Australia. He

keeps changing 'is name and shifting about,

but I dare say you'd 'ave as good a chance of

finding 'im as anybody."

" It's a terrible blow to me," ses George

Hatchard, dabbing his eyes.

" I know it is," ses Mrs. Pearce ; " but,

there, you men are all alike. I dare say if

this hadn't turned up you'd ha' found some-

thing else."

" Oh, 'ow can you talk like that?" ses

George Hatchard, very reproachful. " It's

â�¢the only thing in the world that could 'ave

prevented our getting married. I'm surprised

at you."

"Well, that's all right, then," ses Mrs.

Pearce, " and we'll get married after all."
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" But you can't,'' ses Alf.

" It's bigamy," ses Joe Morgan.

" You'd get six months," ses his wife.

" Don't you worry, dear," ses Mrs. Pearce,

nodding at George Hatchard; " that man's

made a mistake."

"Mistake!" ses Bill Flurry. "Why, I

tell you I talked to 'im. It was Charlie

. Pearce right enough; scar on "is forehead

and a wart on 'is left ear and all."

" It's wonderful," ses Mrs. Pearce. " I

can't think where you got it all from."

" Got it all from ? " ses Bill, staring at

her. " Why, from "im."

"Oh, of course," ses Mrs. Pearce. "I

didn't think of that; but that only makes it

that was only just to spare your feelings.

Charlie was going to sea on her, but he was

prevented."

" Prevented ? " ses two or three of 'em.

" Yes," ses Mrs. Pearce ; " the night afore

he was to 'ave sailed there was some silly

mistake over a diamond ring, and he got five

years. He gave a different name at the

police-station, and naturally everybody

thought 'e went down with the ship. And

when he died in prison I didn't undeceive

'em."

She took out her 'andkerchief, and while

she was busy with it Bill Flurry got up and

went out on tip-toe. Young Alf got up a

second or two arterwards to see where he'd

"BILL FLURRY GOT UP AND WICNT OUT ON TIP-TOE.'

the more wonderful, doesn.'t it?â��because,

you see, he didn't go on the Evening Star."

" Wot?" ses George Hatchard. "Why,

you told me yourself "

" I know I did," ses Mrs. Pearce, " but

gone; and the last Joe Morgan and his

missis see of the happy couple they was

sitting on one chair, and George Hatchard

was making desprit and 'artrending attempts

to smile.



The Games of Animals.

BY T. C. BRIDGES.

LD-FASHIONED naturalists

were wont to declare that

animals were actuated entirely

by inherited instinct. The

impulse to do certain acts was

born in them, and the animal

in its wild state never did anything else.

Undoubtedly every living creature from

man downwards possesses inherited impulses.

Young water-snails, for instance, as soon as

they come into

the world are

able to swim and

dive exactly like

their parents, and

caterpillars,

whose parents are

dead before they

are hatched, know-

instinctively how

and where to spin

their cocoons.

At the same

time it is absurd

to imagine that

animals have no

initiative of their

own, and happily

most modern

Nature scientists

hold very dif-

ferent opinions

from their pre-

decessors. A

previous article

in THE STRAND

has clearly de-

monstrated that

many creatures

possess a distinct

sense of humour.

That the wild

things should

play real games,

enjoy them thoroughly, and to a certain

extent understand what they are about is a

far smaller tax on the imagination.

Human children have two sorts of games.

They either play with toys, inanimate objects

of some kind or other, or else with one

another. Animals do the same. Their

games are, of course, not very advanced.

" OTTERS GO IN FOH REGULAR TOBOGGANING.

They make practically no demands upon

intellectual powers, but only upon bodily

activity. In fact, they closely correspond

with the plays of very young children.

There is nothing that a plump, healthy

youngster of toddling age enjoys more than

a roll down a grassy bank or the soft side of

a haycock. We find more than one wild

animal which practises and enjoys a sliding

play. Otters go in for regular tobogganing.

First choosing a

steep, sloping

river-bank where

the soil is of clay

and the water at

the bottom fairly

deep, they set to

work and care-

fully remove all

the sticks and

loose stones

which might get

in their way, and

then the fun

begins. Climbing

up the bank at

some spot where

it is not too steep,

the first otter

goes to the head

of the slide, lies

down flat on his

stomach, gives a kick with

his hind legs, and dow:n

he glides, head foremost,

into the water. The second

follows his leader's ex-

ample, and then the third,

as rapidly as they can.

The bank soon becomes

smooth and slippery, and

the faster they travel the

more the otters enjoy it.

They keep on and on

until quite tired out, and will come back

to the same spot day after day to renew

their game. So common is this practice on

the part of otters that the relentless trapper

long ago came to know it well, and makes

a practice of setting his trap just where the

poor little beasts leave the water to climb

afresh for another slide, and hardly ever
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fails to secure the leader, generally the old

dog-otter.

With otters this tobogganing is not merely

a summer pastime. In winter they have the

same amusement, the only difference being

that they choose a snow-bank instead of a

mud one.

Brehm, the German naturalist, has recorded

an exactly similar game played by chamois

in the Alps. In summer chamois climb to

the upper heights, and there, in the midst of

the solitudes of perpetual snow, enjoy them-

selves vastly, leaping from rock to rock, and

often playing a game very like " follow-my-

leader." But the most curious part of their

fun is their tobogganing. They choose a

steep, snow-covered slope ; the leader throws

himself into a sort of crouching position, and,

working his legs as though he were swimming,

slides down for a distance of a hundred

yards or more.

Arrived at the

bottom, he

springs to his

feet and climbs

up again. The

others look on ;

and then another

of them makes

trial of the slide.

The rest follow

one by one.

It may be ob-

jected that

chamois have

adopted this

method of

travelling down

a snow - slope

simply because

it was the easiest and most convenient; but

surely the fact that the same animals have

been watched to make the experiment several

times over on the same slide is certain

proof that the tobogganing is genuine play,

and nothing else.

There are many instances on record of

dogs having taken to coasting down snow-

slopes. But the dog is a domestic animal,

and a marvellously imitative one ; so for the

purpose of proving animal play he must in

this case be put out of court.

Humboldt speaks of having seen a tame

capuchin monkey riding a pig. The monkey

would wait about in the morning till he

could catch a pig, spring upon its back, and

ride off with every symptom of delight, cling-

ing so tightly that poor piggy, do what he

might, could not free himself of his encum-

I'OOK I'KiiiV, DO WHAT HE

HIS ENCU

brance. Once he had secured a mount,

nothing would induce Master Capuchin to

give it up. Even when the pig was feeding

the monkey kept his seat.

The lemur is not a monkey, but a very-

near relative. A white-fronted lemur belong

ing to Broderip, the naturalist, used to have

tremendous games with a tame beaver named

Binny. Macky, as the lemur was called,

would play " tag" with Binny, touching

his great flat tail with one finger and dancing

round and round the heavy, amiable beast,

while the beaver with elephantine playfulness

would charge Macky with all his might, but,

of course, never coming near the airy sprite.

One day the two were left alone together.

In the room was a linen press, and some

careless person had left the doors open-

Half an hour later the beaver was found

snoring happily on a comfortable couch of

piled - up table-

cloths, sheets,

and napkins,

while close be-

side him, his

head pillowed

on the beaver's

soft fur, lay

Macky, also

sound asleep.

The writer

once owned a

pet American

racoon. The

little creature

formed a firm

alliance with a

black kitten, and

the games those

two had beggar

description. Hide-and-seek round the coon's

kennel and a pile of barrels was the com-

monest play. No one could watch the

two without feeling positive that they

enjoyed the romp and understood one

another's movements just as well as any

two children ever did. One day, in her wild

excitement, pussy ran on to a spring-board

which stretched out over a pond, and fell in.

What did the coon do but deliberately

follow ! There was apparently no intention

of rescue, and, in any case, the cat was

ashore again in a few strokes, for cats are

very fast swimmers. But it was an odd

thing to see.

Late in the summer or in early autumn

the squirrel kittens have tremendous games.

They usually choose a beech wood for their

antics, and it is one of the prettiest sights in

HT, COUI.O NOT TREE HIMSELF OF

MNHANCE."
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" PUSSY RAN ON TO A SPRING-BOARD WHICH STRETCHED OUT OVEK A I-OND, AND KELI. IN."

the world to watch them. Sit perfectly still

and they will not pay the slightest attention

to you. Their principal game is chasing one

another round and round the trunk, cork-

screw fashion. The leader will then dash

out to the tip of a thin branch and leap

thence into another tree, the others following

full speed, barking all the time with sheer

delight. It is, in fact, a regular follow-my-

leader game.

Monkeys have similar games. Karl Groos

mentions a tame, long-tailed monkey that

Almost all young animals play. It is one

of the most charming sights imaginable to

watch fox-cubs amusing themselves outside

the earth late on a summer evening. They

not only roll and gambol like kittens or

puppies, but they have also a game which

strongly resembles a sham fight.

The young of all the cat tribe, including

lions and tigers, are naturally playful. Even

such clumsy creatures as rhinoceroses and

elephants enjoy games in their early youth.

Badgers have a peculiar play. They seem

â�¢

" BADGERS SEEM TO KNJOV TURNING SOMFRSAUI.TS."

was devoted to swinging. He would hook

his chain over a bough and swing at the end

of it with the plainest pleasure. He knew

exactly how much line was needed so as just to

clear the ground, and never made a mistake

in letting out exactly the right amount.

Vol. Â«Â«L-27.

to enjoy turning somersaults. The young

badgers in the Zoological Gardens amuse

visitors by turning somersaults scores of

times in succession on the same spot.

Bears do the same thing, and not only

young bears, but old ones also. The natives
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"HE HKGINS TO DANCE, AT FIRST WITH SLOW AND STATELY STEPS, THEN GRADUALLY MORE AND MORE

RAPIDLY UNTIL HE IS SPINNING LIKE A MAD THING."

of Kamchatka have a dance which they call

the bear-dance. Every gesture is copied

accurately from the bear. The natives them

selves appear to be proud of the fact that the

bears are their dancing-masters.

Dancing is by no means confined to quad-

rupeds ; in fact, it is the principal play of

many birds. Perhaps the finest of bird-

dancers is the South American cock o' the

rock (Rupicola). These birds have regular

dancing-places, level spots which they keep

clear of sticks and stones. A dozen or more

of the birds assemble round this spot, and

then a cock bird, his scarlet crest erect,

steps into the centre.

Spreading his wings

and tail he begins to

dance, at first with

slow and stately steps,

then gradually more

and more rapidly until

he is spinning like a

mad thing. At last,

tired out, he sinks

down, hops out of the

ring, and another takes

his place.

Some of the quail

tribe are great dancers,

and so are the Ameri-

can sand-hill cranes.

It is a most ludicrous sight to watch a crane

dancing ; h,e is so desperately solemn over

the whole performance. He looks like a shy

young man who has just learnt to waltz and

is rather ashamed of the accomplishment.

So much for games without toys. But

many wild creatures get a great deal of

amusement out of various inanimate objects.

The kitten plays with a ball of worsted, and

everyone knows the dog that possesses a pet

bone, some dry and grubby relic which is not

the least use as food, but which the animal

throws about and catches again by the hour,

and when finished with buries in some

secluded corner against

another day.

Beckmann gives a

delightful account of a

racoon which used to

amuse itself by wash-

ing various odds and

ends in a bucket of

water. An old

pot handle, a

snail shell, or

anything of

the sort would

do, but what

he loved best

of all was an

empty bottle,

' WHAT HE LOVRD BEST OF ALL WAS AN EMPTY BOTTLE.
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Clasping it in his fore paws, he would waddle

slowly to the bucket with the bottle clasped

close to his breast, and then roll it and rinse

it in the water. If anyone ventured to dis-

turb him he was furious and threw himself

upon his back, clinging so tightly to his

beloved bottle that he could be lifted by it.

Groos says that bears will do the same

sort of thing. He relates the case of a Polar

bear which used to roll an old iron pot to

and fro in his tank, and then, lifting it out,

rub it up and down in a trough of running

water. He stood on his hind legs and used

his fore paws exactly like a washerwoman

washing clothes.

Certainly this bear looked upon the kettle

as a toy and the washing as a game. There

could have been no other possible

object in his queer performance.

One of the oddest little animals in

existence is the Californian wood-rat,

better known as the "trade-rat." It

owes the latter name to the fact that,

though it is a great thief, it never

steals anything without putting some-

thing else in its place. Rather more

than a year ago a photograph

appeared among THE STRAND

Curiosities of a paste - pot

which had been left overnight

in the assay office at the Silver

Queen Mine, and which was

found in the morning filled

with the oddest collection of

rubbish. This was the work

of trade rats. They had stolen

the paste and left in exchange

a piece of stick, a length o/

rope, some odds and ends of

wire, and an unbroken glass

funnel.

The object of the trade-

rat in so scrupulously paying

for what he takes is something

of a mystery. But these

same rats certainly take the

greatest pleasure in the odds

and ends which they steal and

collect. In Lindsay's " Mind

in Lower Animals " a description is given

of a trade-rat's nest found in an unoccupied

house. The outside was composed entirely

of iron spikes laid in perfect symmetry, with

the points outwards. Interlaced with the

spikes were about two dozen forks and spoons

and three large butcher-knives. There were

also a large carving-fork, knife, and steel,

several plugs of tobacco, an old purse, a

quantity of small carpenters' tools, including

several augers, and a watch, of which the

outside casing, the glass, and the works were

all distributed separately, so as to make the

best show possible. Altogether the oddest

collection ! None of these things were of

any earthly use to the rats. They must have

collected them just in the same way that a

child hoards up odds and ends to play with.

The trade-rat has its South American

counterpart in the viscacha, a pretty little

relation of the chinchilla, which lives in

families of twenty to thirty on the pampas.

Everything that takes its fancy and is port-

able is carried by the viscacha and piled in

neat little heaps at the mouth of its burrow.

If a ranchman drops his watch or any

similar article he always searches the viscacha

THE BEAR LOOKED UPON THE KF.TTLE AS A TOY AND THE WASHING AS A GAME.

burrows in the neighbourhood, and generally

finds his lost property.

But one need not go so far as the New

World to find similar instances of creatures

that hoard. Most of the crow family have

this trick. Everyone who has kept a tame

jackdaw or magpie knows the delight which

these birds take in any shining object, and

how cleverly they will steal it and hide it

away.
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A well-known naturalist speaks of a wild

crow which made a collection of bits of

broken china and similar odds and ends, and

hid them in a nettle-patch. One day the

naturalist stumbled on the bird standing in

the middle of his treasures and arranging

them. Next day they were all gone. The

crow, aware that his secret hiding-place was

known, had moved everything to some new

spot.

Children build houses of bricks indoors

and sand - castles on the shore. Some

youngsters take pleasure in adorning these

sand-castles with shells and seaweed. In

the wilds of Australia bower-birds amuse

themselves in precisely the same way. The

bower-birds belong to the family of thrushes.

Two sorts are commonâ��the satin and the

spotted bower-birds. These are found in

almost all parts of the Australian bush, par-

ticularly in New South Wales.

The bower of the bower-bird is in no

sense a home or nest ; it is purely and

simply a playhouse. The spotted bower-bird

builds its bower on the ground. The out-

side is of twigs, the inside daintily lined

with tall grasses, so

arranged that the tops

nearly meet. But the

oddest part of the

whole curious per-

formance is the way

in which these

pretty, shy little

birds decorate

their pleasure-

houses. They col-

lect quantities of

brightly - coloured feathers, pebbles, shells,

morsels of sun-bleached boneâ��anything, in

fact, that strikes their fancyâ��and use these

to decorate their bowers. Some are stuck

between the twigs, some are arranged in piles

at the entrances, some are laid in rows to

mark out paths leading to the bower.

Two other species â�� the fawn - breasted

bower-bird and the regent-birdâ��have similar

habits, but each different species has it own

particular method of beautifying its pleasure

resort. The bower of the fawn-breast is as

much as four feet long and eighteen inches

high, and is raised on a thick platform of

sticks. The same bowers are used for years

if the birds are not disturbed, and fresh

additions are constantly made. As much as

half a bushel of shells has been found in and

about a single bower, and that though the

bird that collected them was no bigger than a

starling.

It may, perhaps, be possible to explain the

trade-rat's love of utterly useless objects, the

jackdaw's hoards, the joy the bower - bird

takes in its dainty retreat, on other grounds

than play. But such explanations appear

needlessly far-

fetched when

compared with

the simple one

â��t hat those

which we are

pleased to call

the lower crea-

tures share our

own human love

of games and

toys.

"TMI-. DOWER OF THF HOWER-B1RD IS I'URKLY AND SIMPLY A I'LAYHCÂ»USB



Scenes of Famous Songs

BY GKRTRUDE BACON.

HAT are the qualities which

make a song famous? This

is a question which every

budding poet has asked of

himself and others, but very

rarely has found the answer.

A universal ambition has

ever prevailed among the

bards to write a famous

song. One askedâ��not over

modestly, perhapsâ��that he

might make the songs of a

people, and then he would

be indifferent as to who

made their laws. Burns

said that the dearest wish

of his heart was that "for

poor auld Scotland's sake "

he might " sing a sang at

least7' Burns was lucky

enough to discover the

secret of what he wished ;

but it is doubtful whether

he himself was even aware

of the discovery. He

never ranked his immortal

songs among his highest

efforts. At one time he

even affected for awhile to

deny that he was the author

of "Auld Lang Syne,"

declaring that he had only

discovered and published

it. Certainly he himself

would have been quite un-

able to explain the secret

of its universal fame.

It has been stated by

those who have studied the

subject that sorrow and

strife are necessary for the

production of true song. A

nation which is wealthy,

peaceful, and contented

will produce few or no great songs; while

a poor, persecuted, struggling people will

burst forth into sweetest melody. As

instances of this are cited the Irish, Scotch,

and Welshâ��down trodden in the past, and

driven into their rocky and desolate fastnesses,

from a Photo, by]

THE SANDS OF DEE."

. llacmtdati.
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where their bards composed for them innu-

merable songs which will have power to

stir the heart throughout all ages; while

the conquering English, living secure in

fertile plains, can point to but a vastly smaller

and inferior " repertoire" of national min-

strelsy.

In like manner it is said that a time of

national stress will produce song as a natural

consequence. The pent-up feelings of the

author, was walking over this desolate spot

when he was overtaken by a violent storm.

He sheltered safely beneath a rock, and while

there the words of the great hymn occurred

to him. Burns and Lym of Ryedale were

galloping together over the wild country of

Glenken, in Galloway, and

while they rode a fierce

thunderstorm burst upon

them. Seeing the rapt

people must find expression somehow. The

soldiers must have a song to march to. The

French Revolution gave us the " Marseill-

aise." The American Civil War was fought

to the strains of " Yankee Doodle" and

" Dixie Land." Is it pushing instance too

perilously near the borders of the ridiculous

to point out that the Boer War was respon-

sible for "The Absent-Minded Beggar" and

" Dolly Gray " ?

We may or we may not give credence to

these theories, but one fact cannot fail to

strike us if we make a study of famous songs,

and that is how very many of them have

local references, and have been inspired by

particular scenes. Environment has ever

the very strongest effect upon the poet.

In many instances when no place is men-

tioned in the song a knowledge of the

circumstances under which it was written

would reveal that some particular locality

was responsible for its creation. To give

only two widely different examples, " Rock

of Ages " can be directly traced to Burrington

Combe, in Somersetshire;. Toplady, the

expression that

stole over the

poet's face as he rode through the rain and

fire, his friend wisely forbore to speak and

interrupt his moodâ��and the result of that

wild ride was the immortal " Scots Wha

Hae."

Again, though no evidence is forthcoming

from the words of the song, natives of Brom-

ham, in Wiltshire, can point to the exact spot

where Moore, walking in the garden, com-

posed " Those Evening Bells," as the sweet

melody from the picturesque steeple of

Bromham Church, in whose shade the poet

now sleeps, was borne softly upon the night

breeze.

It is not to be marvelled at that the

deeply poetical Charles Kingsley, watching

the sun set over the dreary, illimitable waste

at the mouth of the wide northern river,

should have discovered there the theme

of his pitiful "Sands of Dee." His simple
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ballad, which has touched the hearts of

so many thousands with its homely pathos,

is founded on many a tragedy of real life

which has there occurred; and only too

truthfully and realistically does he describe

the " wild wind, dark with foam," the rolling

mist, and the relentless tide ever creeping

" o'er and o'er the sand, and round and round

the sand," " as far as eye could see."

Dee is distinguished among English rivers,

for is it not the scene of another famous song,

"The Miller of the Dee"? A gaunt building

by the water-side at Chester, recently much

injured by fire, is pointed out as marking the

spot where dwelt that indepen-

dent soul who " cared for nobody, //

no not he." The original mill, ff

of which old prints yet remain,

Arne introduced one stanza of it into an

opera twenty years previously, while the tune

(a very favourite one in olden days) is of

much greater antiquity.

Falling under the same category as "The

Miller of the Dee," inasmuch as they all

celebrate famous English worthies of the

past, and refer incidentally to the scene of

their habitation, are "The Vicar of Bray"

and "John Peel." It is well known that the*

former plastic divine was one Simon Aleyn,

Canon of Windsor and Vicar of Bray, in

Berkshire, who performed the remarkable

feat of holding his living from 1540 to 1588,

by dint of changing from Papist to

Protestant and back again four <lis-

disappeared many years ago. The strong-

minded miller was a veritable character of

the eighteenth century. The complete song

is first found in the collection called " The

Convivial Songster," published in 1782, but

tinct times to match the changing

Sovereigns. Accused of fickleness,

lie stoutly defended himself. " Not

so neither," he declared (a little

redundantly). " For if I changed my religion

I am sure I kept to my principle, which is

to live and die the Vicar of Bray." This

song, set to a far older tune, was written by a

soldier in Colonel Fuller's troop of Dragoons

in the reign of the first George.
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Everyone knows that " The Garden of the local pack ran almost up to his tomb.

Sleep" refers to the pathetically beautiful

scene in " Poppyland" where the ruined

church, surrounded by its quiet graveyard,

stands " at the edge of the steep " at Over-

His memory is still green in the country

which once resounded to " the sound of his

horn" and his immortal "view-halloo." The

hunt servants, when they pass his resting-

place, never fail to raise their caps to John

Peel. Farther south his name is also held

in high, if somewhat confused, respecL

" That is Peel," explained a 'bus-driver, the

other day, to a country visitor beside him,

strand, near Cromer.

Year by year the

encroaching sea en-

gulfs more and more

of the crumbling cliff,

and advances nearer

and nearer to the doomed tower that still

keeps faithful ward over the ever-diminishing

"garden." An inspiring scene indeed for

the poet, and small wonder that Clement

Scott found it so.

John Peel, the huntsman hero, " lived at

Troutbeck once on a day," Troutbeck being

near Penrith, in Cumberland. Hard by, in

Caldbeck Churchyard, is his grave. It is

only a few months ago that the hounds of

pointing with his whip to the statue in Palace

Yardâ��"John Peel."

Another old English ballad with a local

habitation is "The Lass of Richmond Hill,"

and it rouses a Yorkshireman's indignation

if you venture to assume that Richmond,

Surrey, is here referred to. Richmond on

the Swale lays proud and jealous claim to its

lass, and points to her house and portrait

therein contained as proof of its contention.

Islington in Norfolk would also like to insist

on its right to "The Bailiffs Daughter."

" Scarlet Town," where lived the heartless

Barbara Allen (Pepys's favourite), is said to

be Carlisle. This northern city has, at any

rate, one beautiful lyric to its credit. Every-
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one remembers the haunting refrain of the

song Scott introduces into " The Lay of the

Last Minstrel," and which has been turned

into so successful a glee, " Where the Sun

Shines Bright on Carlisle Wall."

Modern English song does not, as a rule,

contain local reference; such ballads as

"Twickenham Ferry " and " London Bridge "

but serving as exceptions to prove the rule.

Seeking about the country for spots

mentioned in song, new and old, we find

among others, "The Well of St. Keyne,"

near Liskeard, in Cornwall ; " \Viddicombe

Fair " and " Richard of Taunton Dean " for

Devon and Somerset ; " The Old Maids

of Lee," "Woodstock Town," " Banbury

Cross" (!), "Come ye from Newcastle,"

"Bristol City" in "The Mermaid," and

" Brighton Camp" in "The Girl I Left

Behind Me." This last reference, by the

â�¢way, fixes the date of the song at 1758,

when, a French invasion threatening, the

troops were encamped on Brighton Downs,

while Hawke and Rodney watched the

French fleet off Brest. Dibden, the sailors'

bard, sang of " Wapping Old Stairs" and

" Chelsea Ferry." That very ancient song of

the sea, " Fare-

well and Adieu

to You Spanish

Indies," the date

of which is lost

in antiquity,gives

an absolutely

accurate list of

the " coastwise

lights of Eng-

land," as seen

and noted by the

sailor passing

down Channel.

A very favourite

old ballad, which,

although it con-

cerns a scene in

Scotland, is yet

of English origin,

is "On the Banks

of Allan Water."

The date of the

song is about

1820, and the

words by M. G.

Lewis. The com-

poser is unknown, but the air is generally

attributed to C. E. Horn, who wrote " I've

Been Roaming " and "A Frog He Would."

Allan Water is the beautiful stream which

falls into the Forth at Stirling, and it has,

VoL xxxii.â��2B.

moreover, another song, this time of

Scottish birth, belonging to it in "Rose of

Allandale."

Scotland is the home of songs with local

reference. Her wild, romantic scenery and

the intense patriotism of her native poets

have combined to make almost every one of

her most lovely districts the scene of a

famous song. Perhaps it is this inevitable

touch of local colour which so endears her

minstrelsy to her children, and accounts for

the great effect a Scotch song can ever

produce. It is related that the band of a

Highland regiment, quartered for some time

in the West Indies, had perforce to be

forbidden to play " Lochaber No More,"

because of the depressing effect this sorrow-

ful and haunting melody produced upon

the home-sick

Ix>chaber,

everyone

men.

THF. BIRk'S OF ABERFELDV.

From a Photo, by J. Valentine, Dttntlet.

knows, is a wildly

beautiful, if barren,

district in Inverness.

Burns, who was the

author of so many of
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the most famous

Scottish songs, wrote

them, in many cases,

to old Scotch airs.

Concerning the origin

of one of these tunes

he himself has a tale

to tell. A certain

Mr. Miller confided

to one Clarke, a

friend, that the dearest

wish of his heart was

to compose a Scotch

air. Clarke assured

him, in sport, that

nothing was easier.

" Keep to the black

notes of the harpsi-

chord," he said,

"and preserve

some sort of

rhythm, and the

desired result is

inevitable." Miller

From a Pkolo. <>Â» J. I'almttM, Dttwitt.

took this bantering

advice seriously,

went home and did

as he was bid, and

in this way, sure

enough, produced,

so Burns says, a

veritable Scotch

air. It is a pity we

do not know actu-

ally which tune it

was that was so

composed.

On an old

Scotch melody

with the kindred

title of " The

Birks (birches)

of Abergeldie,"

and while stand-

ing in the actual
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spot he so graphically portrays, Bums wrote

"The Birks of Aberfeldy." It is a scene

worthy of a great poet's pen; " the braes

around like lofty wa's," " the foaming stream

deep roaring," that " weets in misty shower "

the flower-strewn banks. In this case the words

of the song are almost purely descriptive.

More generally, as we may see, the scenery is

introduced more or less inci-

dentally as lending a touch of

local colour or giving an air

of verisimilitude to the whole.

Thus " Maxwelton

Braes" are mentioned

in the first line of the

in ancient song, whether of Scotland or any

other country. Water also, generally a river,

is almost invariably referred to in local

reference. The combination of maidens and

rivers seems to lead naturally to the drowning

of the former, as in the already cited " Sands

of Dee" and " Allan Water." Sometimes,

however, it is the lover who perishes. This

is the case in the pathetic old Scotch

ballad oeginning, ''Annan water's wading

deep, and my love

Annie's wondrous

bonny." In this case

Prom <; J'Mn Itii

J. Valentine, llHiiflfr.

ever - popular " Annie Laurie."

This evergreen song is of con-

siderable age, having been written

during the latter half of the seven-

teenth century. The heroine was

Anne, one of the four daughters

of Sir Robert I^aurie, first baronet of Max-

welton, in Dumfries. The author, a Mr.

Douglas, was paying court to the lady in

question, and it is sad to have to relate that

the fair Annie, despite her "promise true,"

never rewarded her faithful swain after all,

hut married someone else.

The introduction of a lass, true or false,

but fair always, seems practically inevitable

the love-sick swain attempts

to swim the river (Annan is a

beautiful stream in Dumfries) to reach his

Annie on the opposite side, but, I-eander-

like, is drowned in the attempt. Another

Scottish ballad with a similar theme

is " Willie's Drowned in Cannery." Cannery

is on the east coast of the Moray Firth, and

the event recorded is a true one, Willie being

the young Laird of Kilmendy, who was

drowned while on his way to be married.

Readers will not need to be reminded of

Lord Ullin's daughter, drowned in Lochgyle,

and many other heroes and heroines of song

who have met with watery graves.



220

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

All song maidens, however, are not equally

unfortunate, nor are they immortalized for

their love, or their woe, or even their beauty

alone. A famous old North-country ditty is

" The Northern Lass," sometimes known as

" The Maid of Doncaster." This buxom

wench was one Betty Haddocks, a heroine

of the seventeenth century, who, being much

sought after, bargained that she would only

wed the man who could tire her out in

dancing. A hundred gallants made the at-

tempt, only to retire, utterly wearied, before

the terrific energy of the young lady, who,

presumably, lived single ever after.

References to scenery in Scottish song are

ever associated in his mind with his lost

Highland Mary. Esk, also, is many times

referred to (Young Lochinvar, for one, swims

it). Edinburgh naturally figures frequently.

The Scotch version of "The Keel Row"

without number. One of the first to occur

to mind is "The Bonnie Banks of Loch

Lomond." This is an old Jacobite ballad,

written about 1746, and refers to incidents

of the retreat of Prince Charlie. " Ye Banks

and Braes of Bonnie Doon" (in Ayr) is

another well-known example. Ettrick and

Cheviotdale come into more songs than

"Blue Bonnets Over the Border." The

mention of " Tweed's silver stream " adds to

the pathetic beauty of the Scottish lament,

" The Flowers of the Forest." Burns sings

constantly of " the lonely banks of Ayr,"

begins " As I cam' down the Canongate," but

Northumberland also lays claim to this song

(to which she gives another reading), if only

by virtue of the line, " Keel lads o' coaly

Tyne."

Perhaps, however, most songs of all cluster
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if lovely Kiliarney

had no song to her

credit. As a matter

of fact, she has

several. Everyone

knows Balfe's uni-

versally popular

" Kiliarney," one of

the few songs purely

descriptive of actual

scenery. Kiliarney

must also possess its

" lass," and so we

have the dangerously

beautiful " Kate

Kearney," who lives

on the banks of the

lake with which her

name, correctly pro-

nounced, rhymes.

There is also a

"Hermit of Kil-

around the

Yarrow. It is

curious, by the

way, how the

streams of this par-

ticular district of

the Lowlands seem

to inspire the poets.

Esk, Ettrick,

Tweed, Teviot,

Annandale, Yarrow

are all within com-

paratively short dis-

tance of each other.

Wordsworth wrote

two poems on

Yarrow, and there

is also " The Dowie

Dens of Yarrow,"

besides that famous

ancient ballad be-

ginning " Busk ye,

busk ye, my bonnie,

bonnie bride," in

which the lady is

adjured â�� "Think

no mair on the

braes of Yarrow."

Ireland is little,

if any, behind in her scene-

inspired song. Again it is

water that stirs the poet. It

would be curious, indeed,

Frvnl a Phuto. l>y J. Valentine, Dundee.

larney" and several other songs

known to be inspired by this
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matchless scene, even when the locality is not

actually mentioned.

What Burns is to Scotch song, that Moore

is to Irish. " The Young May Moon " bears

reference to Morna's Grove, and there are

many other local allusions in the Irish

melodies which will at once occur to mind.

" sweet vale of Avoca " is specially referrvd

to in the song, Moore rapturously averring

that " there is not in the wide world a valley

so sweet." Another favourite of Moore's

begins, "Silent, oh Moyle, be the roar of thy

waters."

No reference has been made to Welsh

Besides these we have, among scores of

others, " The Bells of Shandon" (which

" sound so grand on " " The pleasant waters

of the River Lee "), " The Boyne Water,"

" Arranmore, Loved Arranmore," "The Fair

Maid of Wicklow," and "Dublin Bay."

One of the best - loved of all Moore's

melodies is "The Meeting of the Waters."

The beautiful spot he immortalizes is part of

the lovely scenery between Rathdrum and

Arklow in County Wicklow, and was visited

by the poet in 1807. The two rivers which

there unite are the Avon and Avoca. The

scenes, though they are many, which have

inspired Cambrian melody. Space also for-

bids any mention of places beyond the

British Isles, or the list might be indefinitely

prolonged, since beautiful surroundings, all

the world over, have proved, and ever will

prove, the strongest incentive of famous song.



At the Crossing.

BY LADY HENRY SOMERSET

ITH a hideous yellow fog over-

head, blurring every outline,

enveloping in its stifling, sul

phurous thickness every' part

of your being, and a pavement

smeared with greasy mud, truly

the world was an ugly place on that Novem-

ber afternoon, and life a weary thing to the

tall man who, with carefully - turned - up

trousers and fur-lined overcoat, was walking

slowly through one of the great squares of

the gloomy city.

" Splosh ! Confound it, the crossings

are a sea of slime! " he muttered, as he

buried his boot in the brown liquid that had

gathered close to the pavement at the cross-

ing. " Even the wretched sweeper has gone,

small blame to him." And then, by a

sequence of ideas, he wondered if the boy on

crutches who sold violets a few yards farther

on had gone too. " Of course he has ; he

wouldn't be such a little fool as to think any

mortal could be found to stop to buy flowers

on such a day."

But this thought that had strayed across

his mind was fleeting. He had really at

that moment but one dominant idea. Gwen

had snubbed him ; there was no doubt about

that. He had imagined somehow that at

last his patience would be rewarded. He

had waited so long, he had made such efforts

to order his life so as to be worthy to ask her

to l>e his wife. He had honestly tried, and

it had been no small effort to follow her

intellectual and artistic flights, and the

exertion had at times strained so severely

his mental capacity as to leave him utterly

hopeless and exhausted. And yet today

she had deliberately neglected him, almost

ignored his presence, to talk to that young

jackanapes of a parson who had come over

from the East-end. She had intentionally

discussed Royal Commissions on the housing

question, and tommy-rot about fair-trading

companies, and other absurd questions of

which he knew nothing, just in order to make

a fool of him before that pale-faced young

upstart. At lunch she certainly had sat down

next to him, but when he tried to talk to her

she answered vaguely, looked across the

table, and began an argument with Raters of

the Psychical Society, or some such bosh,

about a lot of idiots who had sat up a whole-

night in a country house waiting to hear or

see the spirits which were supposed to

haunt the placeâ��a pack of veritable tom-

foolsâ��and never another word could he get

out of her. Before he left the house he had

tried to say some of the things he had so

carefully prepared, but she interrupted him,

and said :â��

" My dear Gerry, you're very kind and

good, but I like men who have done

something in the world, who are big and

brave â�� people who are not conventional

I'm so tired of this eternal London talk ,

I want a man who is not afraid to do what

other people would think absurd. I must

get free from these trammels which make

social mummies of us all."
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MUST GET FREE FROM THESE TRAMMEL* WHICH MAKE SOCIAL MUMMIES

OF US ALL."

What the dickens could she mean ? Social

mummies ? It was such a silly idea, he

thought; besides, how could he help the

fact that there had been no fighting since he

joined ? How he longed at that moment to

hear the newsboys shouting that war was

declared â�� it didn't matter with whom or

where,' only that he might go and say

good-bye, and that she might realize how

gladly he could face danger when he was

called to do it.

" Big and brave," she had said. Well, he

was big enough ; he stood six foot two, if

that was what she liked. And braveâ��he

only wished he had a chance to show her.

But what chance had a man in London ?

There was no war, and where else could she

expect him to show his bravery? It was

true he was stupid, but then it wasn't his

fault that he had no brains, and he knew he

could do something â�� something big and

worth whileâ��if only the opportunity would

present itself. He was like a giant in

strength and heart, but a helpless one, for

want of something to do. Other chaps

would think of something clever, he thought

ruefully. " I must just wait

my chance to show her what

I'm fit for, and I'm hanged if I

believe I shall ever get it."

A thin, clear whistle came

from the other side of the road.

The young man paused. It

was a child's whistle, evidently

intended to attract somebody's

attention. He tried to see

across the foggy street, but the

other side was hidden by the

thick brown veil. Then again

came that whistle, long, shrill,

clear. There was no one in

sight, and the whistle had an

imperative sound. Was it

someone whistling for him ?

He stood for a moment to

listen. Then he heard a

child's voice:â��

" Lumme, there ain't any-

body to "ear," it said, de-

spairingly.

Gerry stood on the kerb-

stone hesitating. Evidently

somebodyâ��a childâ��on the

other side of the road wanted

help. Should he go and

see? He plunged into the

mud and made his way

across, splashing up the

filthy liquid. He had almost

reached the other side when a shrill voice

just under his feet exclaimed, anxiously:â��

" 'Arf a mo', sir; don't put yer 'oof on me.

I ain't mud ; I'm two arms an' a leg a-lyin'

in the gutter."

The young man looked down in surprise.

There at his feet lay the boy who sold violets

at the corner, a mass of slimy dirt, though

the face, splashed with mud, gleamed white

in the dim light.

" How did you get there ? " asked Gerry,

foolishly.

" It warn't my choice, sir," said the boy,

with an attempt at a laugh. " Yer see, one

leg an' a 'arf ain't much ter stand on, an' I

'ad a narsty slip an' fetched myself a downer,

an' then I broke my clothes-prop, an' blessed

if a bloke 'as parst as I could get to 'elp me.

I've been a-whistling on "em this 'arf 'our. I

was finkin' I'd 'ave to sleep in these 'ere wet

blankets all night."

In spite of the mocking voice it was plain

to see that the boy had been frightened. The

hand he stretched out eagerly was trembling.

The man held out his strong hand, clad in

a drab reindeer glove, and it was gripped
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tightly by the muddy one as the boy tried to

regain his balance. But he could only slip

in the mud in a hopeless attempt to stand

up.

" I can't see the crutch," he said, and both

of them searched the gutter for it. At last

the young man found it, broken and useless.

The boy looked at it anxiously.

" I must 'ave a try 'ithout it," he said, and

oni-e more struggled to pull himself up.

" Bless me, I ain't fit f'er it," he whimpered,

falling back on the kerbstone. " I can't

move myself no

ways, no more ner

a dead 'orse."

And then his

pluck gave way

completely, and

he began to cry.

" Struth, 'ow am

I goin' to get

'ome? I'm lorst,

that's wot I am ;

fit fer nuffmk but

the knacker's,

that's wot I are."

The violets lay

splashed and

dirtied in the

slime, the empty

basket beside

them.

"Where do you

live?" Gerry

asked.

" C r a u n

Court, back of

Oxford Street,"

sobbed the

child. " Swelp

me, Windsor

Castle'd be as

much use to

me, for this 'ere

bloomin' gut-

ter's my 'ome

now."

Gerry Walmsley looked down at the pitiful

little brown figure. If only he could see a

cab, but there were none ; or a policeman,

but the square was as deserted as the Sahara.

What an absurd plight, he thought. Why did

he stop at all ? And yet at the moment the

problem as to how he could get the child

home seemed absorbing. Heavens ! what

could he do ? He could not lead the poor

little chap, because that wouldn't help him.

If only he were blind, he thought, irrelevantly ;

but he was lame, confound itâ��it was much

"THERE AT HIS KEET LAV THK nov.

VoL:

xii.â�� 29.

worse. It was such an absurd situation ! If

the parson man had come that way, this sort

of job was his business. But what could

he do?

" I wish I 'ad the bloomin' doctor wot cut

off my leg," sobbed the child. " I'd arst 'im

'ow 'e'd like to be me for a chinge."

" Don't cry, old chap," said Gerry, stooping

down ; " I'll try and get a cab."

" Keb ? " said the child, scornfully ; " wot

use'd a keb be ? Do yer fink a kebby's goin'

ter tike a bag o' mud in his clean keb ? An'

kebs can't get

down our

courtâ��it's too

narrer."

"Can I fetch

anyone ?"

" There ain't

no one ter

fetch."

"Your father?"

Gerry suggested,

mildly.

The boy

glanced at him

pityingly.

"Farver? Wot

yer arstin' me ?

Farver's sife in

quod these three

months."

"Your mo-

ther?"

"Muvver?

Muvver's gone

upstairs."

The young

man looked

grave and puzzled.

The situation, he

realized, was

hopeless, though

the details given

him offered no

explanation.

"A policeman?"

The boy stopped crying. " Look 'ere, yer

can move on. I ain't done nothink to yer,

and if yer goes an' calls a copper he'll tike

away my stand."

Great Scot! It was getting serious, and

the fog was growing thicker, and the child

fell to crying again.

Gerry Walmsley looked down at his coat

â��clean, immaculate. Could he ? Well,

it was preposterous, but he couldn't leave

him here. The fog was very thick ; no one

could ever know, and, by Jove, if he was
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quick it wouldn't take long, and he could

say he had got splashed if he met anyone

and he was unpresentable.

" Here, catch hold," he said, suddenly

stooping and holding out his hand. " Just

raise yourself a bit and I'll lift you."

The boy said no word, but knelt on the

kerbstone, and the man raised him as he

held out his muddy arms.

" I say, you're a strong "un," he muttered,

as he felt the firm grasp. " Str'ight on

and dauwn to the left, and thin keep on."

Walmsley almost

knew there was a

man in front, but he

had the collar of his

coat turned up, and

he never looked up

as they passed. If

only he could get the

boy safely home, no

one would ever know

the foolish thing he

had done, he thought.

Only a step or two

across Oxford Street,

then he plu nged

down the long court.

"Str'ight on," the

little voice directed

him ; " three doors

on."

The gloomy houses

had no numbers.

Visitors were rare,

and the inhabitants

knew their own bur-

rows.

" First floor back."

Up the wretched,

dirty stairs, and then

Gerry deposited his

burden, fumbled in his pocket for a shilling,

and while the shrill voice was still speaking

its thanks he was gone. Out in the court he

saw that his arms and chest were grimed

with mud.

" They'll think I've got drunk," he said,

" and fallen into a gutter."

But somehow, as things had turned out,

and as he had met no one, he didn't regret

that he had got the poor little chap back to

that dingy hole, and he hailed a hansom and

drove to his rooms.

The autumn fogs were over, the streets

were dry and clean, a blue sky was over-

head, and the trees in the square were begin-

ning to show tiny round buttons of green.

' I SAY, YOU'RE A STRONG 'UN

He had met Gwen in the Park. She had

asked him to walk back to lunch. How

adorable she looked, he thought, as he

watched her slight figure, clad in dull brown,

with her shining hair under a hat trimmed

with violets, and a bunch of violets at her

waist ! Surely no spring day had ever felt so

balmy ; London had never looked so beautiful

" What rot it is to say it is an ugly city ;

it's one of the most dignified and beautiful

in the world," he was saying to her ; " and

you to-day, you look like spring itself passing

through it, and bring-

ing everybody all

sorts of good things."

"Gerry, you are be-

coming quite a poet,"

she said.

"Am I ? " he an-

swered, smiling. " I

feel sometimes as if I

really understood

what makes a chap

write that kind of

stuff."

" Do you know,"

said Gwen, looking

up with her solemn

brown eyes, " I heard

something to-day

which has given me

such a thrill. It has

made London so

much more beautiful

to me. I bought these

violets from that little

cripple boy at the

corner of the square.

We are friends, you

know, and I'd given

him a book the

other day with the

story of St. Christopher, the great giant who

was so strong and gentle, and now he tells

me that he has seen St. Christopher, that he

lives in London, and is a ' great toff,' as he

calls-it. He says that one foggy night when

he had slipped and fallen in the gutter,

and had whistled and called for half an hour

for somebody to help him, this big, strong

giant came across the road."

Gerry's heart beat quickly.

" Confound the little chap, he's going to

make me ridiculous with his silly blab," he

thought.

"He is sure it must have been St.

Christopher, he was so strong and kind, and

took him up in his arms, though he was a

mass of mud, and carried him safely home."
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She stopped and looked up. " I wish I

knew the man who did that, Gerry."

" Oh, I dare say, you know, he couldn't

help it. The wretched little chap probably

blubbed, and he just couldn't help making a

fool of himself doing it."

"Making a fool of himself? How like

you, Gerry! You are of the earth, earthy.

Don't you see it was a most beautiful thing

to do? The man that had such an impulse

is a great soul. He really is a modern

Christopher."

" I never heard of the gentleman you men-

tion," said Gerry, hoping to turn the subject.

" May I ask, has he been long dead ? "

" My dear boy, have you never heard the

legend of St. Christopher, the great giant, and

how one night he found a child at the edge

of the ford, on such a night when no one

could pass, and carried him See, that's

the boy," she said, as they turned the corner

of the square.

" Don't stop," said Gerald ; " lunch is sure

to be ready."

" I must just tell him I want violets

to-morrow ; he keeps them for me."

The spring day seemed to have brought

brightness to the little maimed figure, and the

white face was comparatively clean as it looked

out smilingly over the tray of pretty flowers.

" I'll keep 'em for yer, miss," he said, in

answer to her question.

Gerry turned away, and they were just

moving on when suddenly a gleam of recog-

nition spread over the boy's face. He

looked at Gerry, hesitated, and then burst

out joyfully, " Why, that's 'im, miss ! Lumme,

I'd know 'is shoulders a mile orf. That's the

saint giant chap wot come when I whistled

and carried me "ome."

Gwen stood still and looked at Gerry.

" So it was you ? " she said.

" I couldn't help it, upon my soul \

couldn't. Any fellow was bound to get muddy

and get him home," he said, apologetically.

" Gerry," she said, and held out her hand,

'â�¢ I didn't understand what a big man you

are. I haven't done you justice."

"Oh, nonsense," he murmured, but his

heart beat fast. " What did you tell me that

Johnny carried you were talking about just

now ? "

" He carried Love Incarnate," said Gwen.

slowly. And they looked into each other's eyes.

"'SO IT WAS YOU?' SHE SAID."
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HERE was once a young

Prince who, though his name

was John, was called by every-

body in his father's kingdom

Prince Fantasto, because of

his odd ways, which were most

unusual for a Prince. He was very handsome

and good-natured, which greatly helped to

make him a favourite with everyone. As for

the ladies of the Court, they were all in love

with him, while the gentlemen all, more or

less, tried to imitate his doings. Whence

it followed that his days were passed as

pleasantly as any Prince's days could be spent.

Of course the King and Queen, his father

and mother, were glad of these things, but

they were sometimes a little doubtful as to

what would come of it later on, when he

might be called on to deal with the serious

matters concerning the government of the

kingdom. Still, as he never did anything

that gave them pain, they always hoped that

he would in time show sufficient seriousness

of mind and conduct worthily to sustain the

regal dignity.

Now, Prince Fantasto had for godmother

a charming fairy named Jocatina, who at his

birth determined that his life should be as

pleasant as she could make it, and her power

to carry out her amiable design was as great

as that of any fairy could be.

One day one of his closest companions

said to him :â��

" U'hat an odd fellow you are, Prince, and

what a lot of queer things you do ! "

"Do I ? " he asked, in reply; " I didn't

know it."

" If I were to ask you to come for a ride,

what would you Ue most likely to answer ? "

" Sorry, but I'm going for a walk," said the

Prince, laughing.

" But why go out walking when you can

ride ? "

"There's so much more to be seen with

one's eyes nearer the ground."

" Worms ? "



PRINCE FANTASTO.

229

" Well, the higher you get above them the

less plainly you can see them; you can't

dispute that."

" But who wants to see worms ? "

" I do, when there is nothing better to

see."

" Well, if you will not come for a ride, let

us go for a walk."

" No ; we might come upon a worm, and,

as you wouldn't be looking out for it, you

might tread upon it; which would not give

any pleasure to you, the worm, or to me."

"Oh ! If you are bent on going worm-

hunting "

" I'm not ; I'm going for a stroll through

the city," the Prince said, laughingly.

So they parted.

The Prince went through some of the

chief streets of the city, everywhere receiving

friendly greetings from the citizens.

In the market-place he found a great

crowd of traders and buyers, and amongst

the former an itinerant toy-seller, who was

exhibiting a funny little toy which could turn

head over heels, but which nobody would

buy. In the midst of the crowd he noticed

a poor little girl looking wistfully at the toy.

" Would you like to have that funny little

acrobat, my young friend ?" he asked her,

tenderly.

" Oh, not for myself, sir, but for my poor

little sister, who- is in bed, so ill that she can't

sit up for more than a short while at a time

â��and we've no playthings at home to amuse

her."

"Why is that ? '" he asked.

" Please, sir, it's because we can't afford

to buy her any."

" ' We 'â��who are ' we' ? "

" My mother and me, sir."

" Have you no father ? "

" No, sirâ��not now."

" Will you take me to see your mother

and sick little sister if I buy you that toy ? "

" Oh, yes, sir; but we live at the top of

such a high house !"

"There's nothing I should like better at

this moment than to go to the top of a high

house; so come along," said the Prince,

laughing.

It was a very high house indeed to the

top of which the now happy maidenâ��

admiring her new gift at every step, and

enjoying by anticipation her poor little sick

sister's delight â�� guided the good-natured

Prince.

A pale and careworn young woman in

black was seated sewing beside a bed, on

which a young and sickly-looking child was

dozing. Everything that met the Prince's

eyes told of terrible poverty.

" Mamma ! " the girl cried the moment

she entered the room ; and, holding up the

toy, "See what this kind gentleman has given

me for little sister ! "

" Oh, Prince ! " the poor woman cried,

starting from her chair and throwing herself

at his feetâ��for he was known to everybody

in the city by sight.

" Call me friend," he said, raising her from

her kneeling posture and leading her back to

her seat. " To-morrowâ��when your troubles

are lessâ��you shall tell me more than I at

present know about them."

Meantime the little maid had spread a

tray before her-sick sister and was making the

tumbling toy go through all its antics, and

the echo of the child's happy laughter pur-

sued him every step of the way down the

widow's stairs and out into the sunlight which

filled the street below. â�¢

On reaching the outer door he found a

very old woman sitting on the doorstep

awaiting him. " Buy me a toy," she said.

" Buy you a toy ? Have you not yet given

up such trifles?" asked the Prince, in

surprise.

" Why should I give them up, if they still

amuse me ? " asked the old woman.

" In truth, I don't know why you should,

in that case," he replied, laughingly. "Let

us go and find the man in the market-place."

" No; come with me to a shop I know,

where you can buy for me a little blacksmith,

beating with his hammer on his anvil; that's

the toy 1 want."

"With pleasure," said the Prince; "let's

go and get it."

A few paces off they came to the toy-shop,

and, sure enough, there was the funny little

blacksmith, hammer in hand, ready to pound

away upon his anvil. The old woman took it

from the Prince, laughing merrily, saying iâ��

" As you have been so kind to me, I'll

save you to-morrow from mounting all those

stairs which you went up and down to-day."

" But I promised to go back," said the

Prince.

" I'll do you a real sen-ice," replied the

old woman, pleasantly, " if you let me go in

your place."

" What will you do ? " asked the Prince.

" What you forgot to doâ��give a toy to

the good little maid who thought only of her

sick sister to-day."

" Then come with me to the palace and

let me give you a purse for the widow,"

suggested the Prince.
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" Leave it to me," replied the old woman,

pleasantly. " Leave it to me, and I'll do for

her everything you wish to have done."

And, before he could offer any further

suggestion, she was lost to his sight in the

midst of the market-day crowd. But if he

had by chance gone by the widow's door he

might have seen the funny old woman pass in

and mount the many flights of stairs to the

widow's room with an alacrity that could not

have failed to fill him with astonishment.

Neither the widow nor the children saw

her come into the room, and it was only

when they heard her cheerful voice that they

became aware of her presence.

" Little one," she said, " the Prince forgot

to buy you a toy as well as your little sick

sisterâ��who will soon be well nowâ��and I've

brought you one from him."

" Oh, what a dear, good Prince he is, and

what a funny little blacksmith !" cried the

child, her eyes sparkling with delight.

" I'll only stay to show you how to play

with it," said the old woman, "and

then I shall have done the Prince's

errand. Whenever you want your

blacksmith to work you must put

somethingâ��a scrap of paperâ��any-

thing smallâ��on his anvil and make

his hammer beat upon it. If you

do it properly you'll find it great

fun. That's all. Good-bye !"

And so intently were the eyes of

the happy little girl, her mother, and

the sick child fixed on the ingenious

toy, that neither of them noticed

the departure of the old woman,

though, when they discovered that

she was gone, they all regretted

having forgotten to thank her for

the trouble she had taken. Before

she was half-way downstairs, how-

ever, she heard cries of delight

coming after her from the garret she

had left.

No sooner had she gone, it

seems, than they began excitedly

to experiment with their new toy.

The little maiden had put a crumb

of bread upon the face of the anvil,

the hammer had descended upon

it, and a piece of gold money had

been made ! As soon as the first

surprise was over the experiment

had been repeatedâ��repeated again

and againâ��with the same success ;

while the halls of Jocatina's palace,

far away, rang with joyous laughter.

By the time he was five-and-twenty

years of age the Prince found it had become

rather tedious seeing the same people about

him day after day, and hearing them say the

same sort of things in precisely the same sort

of way. So he made up his mind to seek

change in travel, and, as the King and

Queen made no objection, he called for his

horse.

As soon as he was ready to start he went

out of the palace and found awaiting him in

the courtyard a magnificent steed, splendidly

caparisoned, in charge of a handsome young

page.

" Who are you ? I never saw you at the

palace before?" the Prince said, looking

admiringly into the stripling's pleasant

countenance.

" You don't know everybody in the world,

Prince," suggested the youth, laughingly.

"Now that you remind me of the fact, I have

not the least doubt about your being right,"

replied the Prince, well pleased with the new

page's sprightly humour. "But," he went
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on to say, " do you know how far away from

home I am going ? "

" Not the least idea, Prince."

" I may be away a long time."

"The longer, then, shall I have the pleasure

of serving you."

" That's a very polite speech to make!"

said the Prince.

" I am polite," returned the page ; " for

one reason, because it is as easy to be polite

as to be uncivil ; and for another, because

my name is Polito, and I should not like

people to shrug their shoulders every time

they heard it."

" Well, if you will go with me, you must

have a horse to ride on," said the Prince.

"What for?" asked the page, with a merry

look in his eyes.

" To enable you to keep up with me,

especially when I take a fancy to gallop."

"You'll find I'm a good walker and not a

bad runner : so never mind about giving me

a horse, and don't think of regulating your

pace on my account," said the page.

rein the Prince's attention for a moment was

diverted from his page by some rabbits frisk-

ing near the road, and when he turned his

head again he discovered that the page was

gone. The Prince looked for him in all

directions and called to him, but receiving no

answer he laughed and rode on.

" Aha," he said to himself, " the young

braggart has had enough of running races

with my horse and has gone back !"

A mile farther on what was his surprise to

come upon the youth seated upon a bank,

awaiting him ! " I thought you were never

coming ! " said the laughing youth.

After that the Prince didn't worry about

his page's powers of endurance.

A little farther on they came to a river

half a mile wide and a ferry.

" What will you charge to ferry my master

and myself over the river ? " asked the page

I THOUGHT YOU WERE NEVER COMING*' SAID THE LAUGHING YOUTH.

"Well," replied the Prince, "as it will

amuse me to see how you do it, come on."

So they set off together, the Prince riding

at a gentle trot, with his blithe young page at

his side easily keeping pace with him up hill

and down dale. At length, to try the youth's

mettle, the Prince put his horse into a gallop,

but it was the horse and not the runner that

was out of breath by the time the Prince

reined in.

Now an odd thing happened. On drawing

of the ferryman, a rough and cunning-looking

fellow.

After eyeing his would-be customers for

awhile the man named a price.

" That's three times as much as you usually

charge," objected the page.

" Well, if you don't like to pay it you may

get across the river your own way. You'll

not do it in my boat, and there's not another

to be had for ten leagues," replied the ferry-

man, impudently.
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" We'll not trouble you," said the page,

laughing. He then took hold of the flowing

mane of his master's horse and whispered

into the animal's right ear. In a moment

the horse made a prodigious spring and

carried both his rider and the page to the

opposite side of the broad river, leaving the

boorish ferryman to fume with r?ge, on find-

ing how much he had lost by his greediness.

However, his spirits rose a little on seeing

another horseman rapidly approaching the

ferry. This was a ruffianly - looking man,

armed to the teethâ��a terrible robber, in fact.

" A Prince and his page crossed the river

just now," cried the ruffian. " Put me across

after them, without a moment's delay, or

your life isn't worth thinking of!"

The ferryman recognised his man, and

therefore made no difficulty about doing

what was demanded of him.

The moment the boat touched the oppo-

site bank of the river the robber sprang on

shore and spurred off in pursuit of the Prince

and his page.

" My fare ! my fare ! " yelled the ferryman

after him. But the only answer he got was

a loud laugh, as the villain rode away.

In a very short space of time the robber

overtook the Prince, and shouted :â��

" Before you go any farther I'll trouble

you to hand over to me all .your money and

all your jewels, and to be quick about doing

it, because my temper's short, and when

people don't at once do what I tell 'em to

do I "

He was going to say something which he

expected would greatly alarm the young

Prince ; but he was not permitted to launch

his threat, for, at a word from the page to

his horse, the animal reared up, fell back-

wards on him, and threw him to the ground,

insensible.

It was a long time before he came to him-

self, and when he did so he wished he had

remained unconscious, for he found that he

had been stripped almost naked; all his

arms taken from him, his horse likewise ;

and, worst of all, the word " Robber"

branded in red letters upon his fore-

head. He crawled baek miserably to the

riverside and entreated the ferryman to carry

him over ; but the man only returned him

the mocking laugh by which he had been

paid for his past services. So he sat on the

river bank, meditating on the failure of his

plans until, at last, he was caught and carried

off to prison.

" Where are we going ? " now asked the

page.

" I don't knowâ��anywhere," replied the

Prince. " I never was in this part of the

country before, so everything I see is new

to me."

" We are in the neighbourhood of your

godmother's palace. Would you care to pay

her a visit? " asked the page.

" I should be delighted to do so, for I

have all my life longed to make her

acquaintance," replied the Prince, warmly.

"Here we are, then, at the boundary of

her estate," said the page, pointing to a golden

stile set in a hedge of eglantine.

As soon as the Prince got over the stile he

found himself in a large and beautifully-kept

garden, which was not only filled with the

loveliest flowers and shrubs, but was further

enlivened by the sound of strange and

delightful voices. There was, in fact, a

concert of flowers in progress, the roses

and lilies singing the high notes, and the

pansies, violets, and mignonette the low ones.

At the end of the central walk the Prince,

conducted by his page, found the way barred

by an immense basin, the sides of which were

of gold, in which many fish of wonderful

form and colours were swimming.

" I see no sign of my godmother's palace,"

observed the Prince.

" No ; perhaps she is using it somewhere

else at this moment," explained the laughing

page. " She's full of whims."

" Using her palace elsewhere ? "

" She finds it a convenient arrangement.

But don't worry ; as soon as she knows you

are here she will, I feel quite sure, be at

hand to welcome you. Throw this stone

into the fish-basin and make a good splash

with it," said the page, putting a large pebble

into the Prince's hand.

The Prince threw the stone as directed,

causing the water to splash up like a fountain,

making a myriad of diamond sparkles in the

sunlight; and in a moment he saw before

him a magnificent palace made of coloured

marble, the grand entrance of which was of

gold, with ornaments and traceries fashioned

out of gems of all hues. A flight of marble

steps led up to this splendid door.

Still conducted by his page, the Prince

entered the palace and found himself in a

vast hall, from which a vista of halls, all

varied in the gorgeousness of their furniture

and decorations, extended as far as the eye

could reach.

" Go on till you come to the diamond hall,

while I go and find out whether your god-

mother is at home," said the page, darting

away into one of the rooms at the side.
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The Prince did as he was directed, and

soon found himself in a spacious room, all

the furniture of which was encrusted with

diamonds. But the object to which his eyes

were instantly drawn was a young woman

seated on a golden chair slightly raised above

the floor.

She was completely alone. In form she

was perfectly beautiful ; but her face was

strangely and shockingly ugly. Her cheeks

were coarse and angular, her mouth large, her

forehead low and ill-formed, her hair of a

faded yellow tint, and she had small, grey,

restless, rat-like eyes.

" Well, are you not going to say anything

to me ? " she said, in a grating tone of voice,

as she saw the Prince gazing at her in

speechless astonishment.

" Iâ��I hope you are quite well," he

stammered.

" U'hy do you hope I'm quite well ? " she

asked, snappishly.

" Because I

always hope

people are quite

well when I see

them," replied

the Prince, good-

tern peredly.

"Oh!" she

snapped again.

" You've come a

long way and,

of course, are

hungry ? "

"Yes, I am

rather hungry,"

he said;

"Then why

didn't you say

so?"

"It is not

usual for a guest

to say that sort of

thing to his

hostess."

"You seem

an odd sort â��

of fellow."

"So it is

said of me."

"Then why

don't you justify

your character? I'm peculiar too, but

nobcxly has to tell me that mv ways are not

in keeping with my character ! How much

longer are you going to keep me waiting

before you choose to sit down to table ? "

On hearing this the Prince involuntarily
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turned to look behind him, and, to his amaze-

ment, beheld a table sumptuously served

with a collation. At a sii;n from his extra-

ordinary hostess

he took the place

pointed out to

him and found

himself served

with the daintiest

food, as if by in-

visible hands.

"Try that

green wine and

tell me how you

like it," said his

hostess.

"I don't like

it," said the

Prince, after

tasting it.

" That's odd,

at any rate."

" U hat ? My

not liking your

green wine ? "

" No ; your

telling me, your

hostess, that you

don't like it. I'm

beginning to

think a little

better of you."

At that mo-

ment the Prince,

noticing that his

page had re-

turned to him

and had taken

his place behind

his chair, turned

round to speak

with him. His

attention was

diverted from his

hostess only for

a moment, but

when he looked

at her again he

was astounded to

see that her face

was completely

changed, and that

she now appeared

as beautiful as she had appeared ugly a

moment before ! But that was not all. On

gazing at her closely the Prince saw that

she was' motionless and, it seemed, lifeless,

though her eyes were bright, her lips red,

and her features ruddy with health
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"What does this mean ? " he asked his page.

"Why has she become inanimate in this way? "

" Because she is beautiful only â��nothing

else. Do you prefer her in her state of

ugliness?"

"Well," replied the Prince, "the choice

â�¢may be an odd one, but I do. Anyway, she

was decidedly amusing, and might have

improved on acquaintance; whereas com-

panionship with her as she is at present

would very soon become intolerable."

" You are not tempted to marry her, then?"

" No ; not if she were the only woman in

the world ! " exclaimed the Prince, decisively.

" You'll never find another more beautiful."

" Do you think I would seek a wife for her

beauty alone ? "

"It is the first idea with most men."

" It shall be the second with me," said the

Prince, laughing. " But have you found out

anything about my godmother's movements ? "

"Yes ; she'll be with youâ��in good time."

" What sort of person is she ?â��in appear-

ance, I mean ; because, of course, I know

that she's as kind-hearted as a fairy can be.

I've heard the Queen, my mother, say that

of her a hundred times."

" Do you really mean to say you have

never seen her ? "

"Never," replied the Prince; "and it has

always been a matter of regret with me."

The young page laughed heartily.

"Why are you laughing?" asked the

Prince, slightly annoyed.

" Because I know that she has many times

been as near to you as I am at this moment,"

replied the youth, gaily.

A young and silvery voice coming from

the lips, as it seemed, of the statue-like beauty

in the golden chair made the Prince turn to

HE WAS MOTIONI.KSS.

it suddenly ; but, in place of the lady he had

seen seated there a minute before, he beheld

a charming young girl of seventeen, with no

pretensions to what is called beauty, but

with an expression of goodness in her face

that was beautiful to see.

The Prince startedâ��for, though he had

not seen her since she was a little child of

seven years old, he instantly recognised her

as the affectionate little one for whom he

had bought the toy acrobat ten years before.

" I'm so glad you've come, Prince ! " the

charming girl said. " I've never before been

able to tell you how grateful I've been ever

since you sent me that wonderful little black-

smith, to whom weâ��I, my dear mother, and

my little sister â��owe all our good fortune

and happiness !"

" Little blacksmith ! " repeated the Prince,

vainly trying to recall the circumstance of

which the girl had spoken.

"The toy you sent me by the good old

woman who mountedâ��mountedâ��I don't

know how many flights of stairs to bring it to

me!"

The Prince was still trying to remember

the incident when a gay laugh at his elbow

made him turn, in expectation of finding his

page there, but, in place of the merry

stripling, he beheld a fairyâ��his jest-loving

godmother!

I pass over some weeks spent by the

delighted Prince in Jocatina's palace, and

refrain from telling anything about the love

which grew up between the two young people

in that happy time. All I will add is that

his return to his father's Court was speedily

followed by his marriage with the maiden

whose acquaintance he had made ten years

previously in (he midst of tears,
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A NEW DEPARTURE IN MAGAZINK BINDING.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE has recently in-

augurated a revolution in the methods of bind-

ing magazines. Every reader who lakes up a copy will

be struck with the ease with which it can be opened.

It has long been a subject of complaint that the usual

method of " wire-stitching" rendered a magazine im-

possible to open flat, much less to double back for

ease in holding.* It is therefore a fact of the greatest

interest that these drawbacks have at last l>een com-

pletely overcome by an ingenious machine which

does away with stitching altogether. At present it

is the only machine of the kind in the world, and the

sole rights for magazines in this country have l>een

acquired for a considerable term by the proprietors of

THE STRAND MAGAZINE, which is the first periodical

t.) afford its readers the benefit of this remarkable

improvement. The greater part of the July edition

was bound by this process, which it is hoped to

apply to the whole of the present issue. The photo-

jraph reproduced above gives a general idea of

the machine, showing the copies as they move

forward in series through the various stages of

the process, until they issue "flat-bound" at the

farther end. * â��â�¢â��

-QUADRUPLETS.

I SEND you a photograph represent-

ing Mrs.-and Mr. L. Slru)f-Huys

with their four Irabies, lx>rn at

llemixein, Antwerp, Belgium, March HH^

5lh, 1906. The lady is twenty-nine

years old and weighs two hundred and

forty - four pounds. The labies are

three boys and one gill, and all four

decided firmly to continue living. Mr.

and .Mrs. Struyf had seven children |

lieforc, four of which are living, the

youngest lieing thirteen months old.

This couple has thus had eleven chil-

dren during ten years of marriage.

When, on the nth March, the four

babies were baptized, each baby wore

a coloured ribbon so that it might be

iftidijr identified.â��Mr. Gaston Schul,

28, Rue Cuylits, Antwerp, Belgium.

THE GRAVE OF "OLD

MOTHER GOOSE."

T will doubtless surprise

many of your readers

to learn that Old Mother

Goose was no myth, but

a veritable personage, who

lived and resided for many-

years in Boston. The family

originated in England, and

probably settled in America

about the year 1656, for

they were land-holders in

Boston as early as 1660.

Mother Goose, whose real

name was Mary, was the

wife of Isaac Goose. When

her first grandchild arrived

she carried it about in her

arms, singing quaint nursery

rhymes until her son-in-law,

in fun, nicknamed her " Old

Mother Goose," although,

at the same time,

he determined to

turn an honest

penny by publish-

ing these lullabies.

They were a phe-

nomenal success,

and passed through

many editions,

hundreds of thou-

sands of children

heii g put to sleep

by such favourites

as " Hey didcfle

diddle the cat and

the fiddle," " Ride

a cock - horse to

Ban bury Cross,"

etc. (juile by

chance I came

upon her grave in the Old Granary Church, Boston,

and deciphered the faded lettering': " Here lyes ye

body of Mary Goose, wife of Isaac Goose, aged 42

years ; deed. October ye iqth, 1690."â��Lady Lawson,

Boston, U.S.A.



236

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

MEDITATION AND A STRAW HAT.

I SEND you a photograph which illustrates

rather strikingly the absurdities which often

result when amateurs neglect to see that the

"swing back" of their camera is perfectly vertical

before making an exposure. It has often occurred to

me, when looking at some of these remarkable pro-

ductions, that some really laughable pictures might

be obtained, on a par with reflections from curved

mirrors, by means of a little thought and preparation.

Possibly some of your readers might care to

attempt the production of a few "freak"

photographs this season.â��Mr. Percy Col-

lins, The Ilatherley Rooms, Reading.

A MODERN VIKING.

THIS snap-shot of the Norwegian

barque l.itdwig was taken in the

North Atlantic by a midshipman on board

the Glasgow barque Nivellt. A heavy sea

had swamped the forepart of the vessel,

and, although the foretopmast was carried

away, her plucky Norwegian captain did

not find it necessary to accept the assistance

which was kindly offered to him. â�� Mr.

James Tail, Oswald Chambers, Oswald

Street, Glasgow.

A PHONOGRAPHIC CAT.

THIS cat has a liking for the gramophone : it

loves to get in the trumpet to sleep, and will

not move even when a record is put in and played !

â��Mr. II. \V. Doughty, 1,281, Chester Koad, Stret-

ford, Manchester.

FROM HATTI.KKIEI.D TO

HEARTH-RUG.

HERE is a photograph of a rather

remarkable hearth-rug. It was

made by a sergeant-major in the 171(1

I-ancers (Death or Glory Hoys), and

shows the crest of the famous regi-

ment. It is made entirely from old

soldiers' coats which went through-

out the Xulu War. The rug measures

ab'Mit six feet by three feet, none

of the pieces of cloth used in the

making l>eing more than a quarter

of an inch wide. â�� Mr. W. |. K,

Brown, 1, Digby Villas, Shcrborne,

Dorset.
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A HOME - MADE

PHONOGRAPH,

'"T'HE accompany-

J. ing photograph

is of a gramophone

constructed by a Ixjy

of fourteen. The

uniqueness of the

model consists in

the commonplace

articles from which

it is constructed.

The Ixxly is made

of an old box ; the

movement of the

turntable is managed

by winding cotton from a bobbin on the skewer

spindle to a fishing-rod reel outside the box. The

most wonderful part is the reproducer, or sound-

box, which is an ordinary cardboard pill-box with a

celluloid diaphragm from a photographic film. The

horn is of painted cardboard, and the horn-stand is

part of an old electrical apparatus and some wire.

The component parts of this very home-made

machine are somewhat incongruous, but the results

are more than surprising, since it plays Neophone

disc records and executes them as well as many

of the expensive machines.â��Mr. W. G. Dolland,

Sherrard House, Middle Deal, Kent.

"TOM THUMB" AS HE IS TO-DAY.

RICHARD GARNSF.Y, born April 2Oth, 1832,

appeared at the Egyptian Hall, London, over

fifty years ago as Field-Marshal Tom Thumb. He

has travelled all over Great Britain at various times as

a dwarf. His nephew, taken with him for comparison,

stands five feet eight inches. Mr. Garnsey voted at the

last election and was described as the smallest voter

Somerset.

in England. He

could not reach the

ordinary desk and

had to mark his

paper on the seat

of a chair. He still

enjoys good health,

but is crippled as

the result of an

accident. Of a very

cheerful disposition,

lie still enjoys a pipe

and a chat about

old times.â��Mr. T.

Rendle, no, Mantle

Street, Wellington,

Photo, by French, Wellington.

THE OLDKST WROUGHT-IRON PILLAR IN THE

WORLD.

I SEND you a photograph that represents (he

oldest wrought-iron pillar in the world, dating

back to 300 B.C. and erected by Rajah Prithy Raj.

Tradition has it that it extends to a depth of about

four hundred feet, terminating in a sharp, spear-like

end which was driven into the head of the supposed

dragon that the Hindus once thought balanced the

world on its head. The reason for its erection is

supposed to be that the councillors of Rajah Prithy

Raj told him that by having such a thing done, and

in reality fixing the dragon down, his dominion

would stand firm there for ever. The pillar is to

be seen eight and a half miles out of Delhi near the

Kutab Minar or Minclat of Kutab-Ud-Din, which

can be seen in the background of the photograph.

It has some ancient Pali and Arabic inscriptions

carved on it.â��Mr. A. Bayley de Castro, Assislant

Surgeon, I.M.D., Station Hospital, Meerut, India.



238

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

A PLUCKY STEEPLE-

JACK.

rr~M-IIS is a photograph

1 of a steeplejack

named Will Kamsner,

lying on the top of a sixty-

foot flag-pole on the huild-

ing known as the Boston

Block. He used to ciimb

up the staff with no aid

except his hands and legs.

When reaching the lop

he had to climh over the

butt, which is almost the

size of an ordinary barrel.

Ramsner's object in per-

forming this feat, which

attracted thousands of

people, was to advertise

his trade. While on his

high perch he smoked

cigarettes and read a

newspaper, which he

eventually threw down to

the crowd below, who

lore it into small pieces,

keeping them as souve-

nirs.â��Mr. A. Cyril Null,

2,001, Aldrich Avenue,

Minneapolis.

NOVEL ADVERTISINf,

DEVICES.

HERE are two quaint

models that serve

as ironmongers' advertise-

ments, and are made

entirely of stock with the

exception of the Scots-

man's face, which is an

ordinary mask. Tin-

Scotsman is made up as

follows : The hat is a

door-mat, the hair and

whiskers are of fibre, the

body and arms are made

of door-mats, the tartan

is a hearth-rug, the legs

are cord with linoleum;

the plaid is also a hearth-

rug, the targe is a chair

seat, the claymore a scythe

blade, the skean - dhu a

butcher's knife, and ihe

filibeg a whitewash brush.

The bird represents a

bustard, or, in bush talk,

a plain turkey. The beak

is made of a pair of curl-

ing - tongs, the head is

made of brass and iron

tacks, the feathers arc

nails, the wings are made

of a trowel and butchers'

knives, the bent leg is

made of two bolts with

claw of cup hooks, and

the straight leg consists

of an auger with claw

of five brass screws, while

the body is made of paper

packed with fibre. '1 he

photographs shown were

taken by Mathewson and

Co. â�� Mr. Fred. John-

son, Mosman Street,

Charters Towers, Queens-

land.
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A SONGLESS SINGER.

I SEE that you ask for suitably-attired natural pro-

duct* as companion pictures to the paleolithic

man in the May STRAND MAGAZINE. Perhaps you

would like a lady singer.

How will this do? At

home in the Red Sea

and Indian Ocean she

is a parrol fish, or par-

rot Wrasse ; now she is

singing a brai'ura to

emulate Mr. Martin's

flint singer, published

in the "Curiosities" in

May. The second photo-

graph will show that

the picture is quite free

from "faking," except, of course, the wig and the

glasses.â�� Mr. A. N. East, Southleigh Vicarage,

Witney, Oxon.

COLLECTING TURPENTINE NEAR BORDEAUX.

F'OR some Â«iiles to the south of Bordeaux extend

large pine forests com-

posed chiefly of the Pinus

maritima. The natives col-

lect the resin by making an

incision in the lark near the

ground and fixing thereto a

^mall can, as shown in the

picture. Young trees will,

perhaps, have one can only,

whereas old trees will carry

fiiur. The resin gradually

tills these cans, and it is then

collected by the natives and

taken to the factory to be

dealt with commercially. It

>s a curious sight to see thou-

sands of these little cans

fixed to the trunks of the

"r trees in the forest.â��Mr.

frark Lovett, 41, Outram

RÂ«id,Crovdon.

NORSE LOVING-CUP.

I CAME across this curious cup at an old country

house " up North'" whilst on holiday recently.

It is an old Norse loving-cup, and was used at

feasts, etc., the parties taking a seat at each side of

the table, one person drinking from one side of the

cup and the person opposite from the other side. The

cup is beautifully carved from a solid piece of wood,

and the inscription on it runs as follows : " At drikke

med Forstand, som del anstar en Mand ; Er Drikken

i ganile Norges Land."â��Mr. VV. Birrell, care of

Mrs. Kemp, 15, Buccleuch Place, Edinburgh.

THE SHEPHERDS CLOCK.

THIS curious form of sundial is still in use in

some of the remote parts of the Pyrenees, the

shepherds being too poor to afford watches. The

instrument consists of a small

cylinder of rjoxwood, the top

of which draws out and con-

tains a sma\J metal gnomon,

which is sft according to

a graduated scale represent-

ing the monthsÂ»of the year.

The " c I o c ft v is then

suspended with the gnomon

towards the sun, which

causes a shadow to fall

upon a second graduated

scale representing the hours

of the day. During a recent

visit to the Pyrenees the

writer used one of these in-

teresting instruments. The

photograph shows three posi-

tions of the clock â�� Mr.

Frank Lovett, 41, Outran]

Road, Croydon.
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A "CIRCULAR CANON."

A CIRCULAR canon is so named not

because of its circular form, but

because it completes the circle of fifthsâ��i.e.,

it goes through all the keys, each a perfect

fifth above the other, until it returns to the

original key. The one under notice is written

in triple counterpoint, any part sounding

equally well in the top, middle, or lowest

voice, and each bar is in three different keys

at once, all harmonizing. This curiosity

is printed by permission of Messrs. Augener,

Circular Canon

composed by

% frlaxd, JKargan

Limited, the owners of the copyright. â�� Miss

Jessie A. Stirling, 28, Devonport Road, Shepherd's

"Bush, W.

THE SKELETON OF A TURNIP.

I SEND you the photograph of a curious speci-

men which I venture to think will puzzle

a great many of your readers Inifore they arrive at

the correct solu-

tion. The article

in question is not

the skeleton of a

bird, as many would

suppose, neither is

it a basket of quaint

and curious shape,

but it is the skeleton

of a turnip of the

common or garden

variety, which has

been allowed to run

to seed, the root

afterwards being

left on the ground

for some consider-

able time. The

softer portions have

decomposed, and

left only the woody

or stringy parts,

as the housewife

would say, remain-

ing.â��Mr. Ernest

Seaborne, 48,

Shepherd's Hush

Koad.AV.

AN ENGINE MADE OF COCOA TINS.

THIS miniature train, composed of a. traction

engine and two trucks, is made from tins and

covers which contained Fry's cocoa and chocolate.

It is not merely a picture model, but draws from ten

to fourteen pounds weight. The boiler is of copper,

with water-tubes underneath, the fuel methylated

spirit, and the cylinder is a single oscillating one.

The chimney of the engine is a cartridge-case, and

the wheels revolve by clockwork. The axles and

spindle are of wire, the wheels being filled w ith wood.

The steam exhausts up the chimney in the orthodox

way. The wagbnsare six inches long and three wide.

The engine is slightly longer. Altogether the engine

makes a perfect little model and was awarded a first

prize at a recent exhibition.â��Mr. \Vm. Hy. Webb,

55, Washington Avenue, Easton, Bristol.

A HUMAN HIVE.

'"T'MIE gentleman in the photograph, foreman of

\_ the Adelaide Klectric Supply Company, was

tiding his bicycle down King William Street, in the

heart of the city, when a queen bee settled on him.

lie had not gone very far before the whole swarm

had settled on his back and hat. lie got off his

machine, and, of course, a curious crowd soon col-

lected. A photographer happened to be passing at

the time, and he took the photo. The l>ees remained

on the gentleman's back for some time, but eventu-

ally departed without one having stung him. â�� Mr.

Frank S. Bollen, Fussell Place, Alberton, South

Australia.
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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XIX.â��(Continued.)

HOW A SQUIRE OF ENGLAND MET A SQUIRE

OF FRANCE.

LL day Knolles and his men

marched through the same

wild and deserted country,

inhabited only by these fur-

tive creatures, hares to the

strong and wolves to the weak,

who hovered in the shadows of the woods.

Ever and anoii upon the tops of the hills

they caught a glimpse of horsemen, who

watched them from a distance and vanished

when approached. Sometimes bells rang an

alarm from villages amongst the hills, and

twice they passed castles which drew up their

drawbridges at their approach, and lined

their walls with hooting soldiers as they

passed. The Englishmen gathered a few

oxen and sheep from the pastures of each,

but Knolles had no mind to break his

strength upon stone walls, and so he went

upon his way. Once, at St. MÂ£en, they

passed a great nunnery, girt with a high, grey,

lichened wall, an oasis of peace in this desert

of war, the black-robed nuns basking in the

sun or working in the gardens, with the

strong, gentle hand of Holy Church shielding

them ever from evil. The archers doffed

caps to them as they passed, for the boldest

and roughest dared not cross that line

guarded by the dire ban and blight, which

was the one only force in the whole steel-

ridden earth which could stand betwixt the

weakling and the spoiler.

The little army halted at St. Meen and

cooked its midday meal. It had gathered

into its ranks again, and was about to start,

when Knolles drew Nigel to one side.

" Nigel," said he, " it seems to me that I

have seldom set eyes upon a horse which

hath more power and promise of speed than

this great beast of thine."

" It is indeed a noble steed, fair sir," said

Nigel. Betwixt him and his young leader

there had sprung up great affection and respect

since the day that they set foot in the Basilisk.

" It will be the better if you stretch his

limbs, for he grows over heavy," said the

knight. " Now, mark me, Nigel! Yonder,

betwixt the ash tree and the red rock, what

do you see on the side of the far hill? "

" There is a white dot upon it. Surely it

is a horse."

" I have marked it all morning, Nigel.

This horseman has kept ever upon our flank,

spying upon us or waiting to make some

attempt upon us. Now I should be right

glad to have a prisoner, for it is my wish to

know something of this countryside, and

these peasants can speak neither French nor

English. I would have you linger here in

hiding when we go forward. This man will

still follow us. When he does so yonder

wood will lie betwixt you and him. Do you

ride round it and come upon him from

behind. There is broad plain upon his left,

and we will cut him off upon the right. If

your horse be indeed the swifter, then you

cannot fail to take him."

Nigel had already sprung down and was

tightening Pommers's girth.

" Nay, there is no need of haste, for you

cannot start until we are two miles upon our

way. And above all I pray you, Nigel, none

of your knight-errant ways. It is this man

that I wantâ��him and the news that he can

bring me. Think little of your own advance-

ment and much of the needs of the army.

When you get him, ride westwards upon the

sun and you cannot fail to find the road."

Nigel waited with Pommers under the

shadow of the nunnery wall, horse and man

charing with impatience, whilst above them

six round-eyed, innocent nun-faces looked

down on this strange and disturbing vision

from the outer world. At las': the long

column wound itself out of sight round a

curve of the road, and the white dot was

gone from the bare green flank of the hill.

Nigel bowed his steel head to the nuns, gave

his bridle a shake, and bounded off upon his

welcome mission. The round-eyed sisters

saw yellow horse and twinkling man sweep

round the skirt of the wood, caught a last

glimmer of him through the tree trunks, and

paced slowly back to their pruning and their

planting, their minds filled with the beauty

and the terror of that outer world beyond

the high, grey, lichen-mottled wall.

VoL xjutii.â��31.

Copyright, 1906, by A. Conan Doyle, in the United States of America.
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"SIX ROUND-EYED, INNOCENT NUN-FACES

LOOKED ;>OWN ON THIS bTRAXGK AND

msTUKHING VISION."

Everything fell out even as Knolles had

. planned. As Nigel rounded the oak forest,

there upon the farther side of it, with only

good greensward between, was the rider

upon the white horse. Already he was so

near that Nigel could see him clearly, a

young cavalier, proud in his bearing, clad in

purple silk tunic, with a red curling feather

in his low black cap. He wore no armour,

but his sword gleamed at his side. He rode

easily and carelessly, as one who cares for no

man, and his eyes were for ever fixed upon

the English soldiers on the road. So intent

was he upon them that he gave no thought

to his own safety, and it was only when the

low thunder of the great horse's hoofs broke

upon his ears that he turned in his saddle,

looked very coolly and steadily at Nigel, then

gave his own bridle a shake, and darted

off, swift as a hawk, towards the hills upon

the left.

Pommers had met his match

that day. The white horse, two

parts Arab, bore the lighter weight,

since Nigel was clad in full armour.

For five miles over the open

neither gained a hundred

yards upon the other. They

had topped the hill and flew

down the farther side, the

stranger continually

turning in his saddle

to have a look at his

pursuer. There was

no panic in his flight,

but rather the amused

rivalry with which a

good horseman who

is proud of his mount

contends with one

who has challenged

him. Below the hill

was a marshy plain,

studded with great

Druidic stones,

some prostrate,

some erect, some

bearing ot h e rs

across their tops,

like the huge doors

of some vanished

building. A path

ran through the

marsh with green

rushes as a danger-

signal on either

side of it. Across

this path many of

the huge stones

lying, but the white horse cleared

in its stride and Pommers followed

his heels. Then came a

mile of soft ground, where the lighter

weight again drew to the front, but it

ended in a dry upland, and once again Nigel

gained. A sunk road crossed it, but the white

cleared it with a mighty spring, and again the

yellow followed. Two small hills lay before

them, with a narrow gorge of deep bushes

between. Nigel saw the white horse bounding

chest deep amid the underwood. Next

instant its hind legs were high in the air and

the rider had been shot from its back. A

howl of triumph rose from amidst the bushes

and a dozen wild figures armed with club and

with spear rushed upon the prostrate man.

" A moi, Anglais, Â£ moi!" cried a voice,

were

them

close upon
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and Nigel saw the young rider stagger to

his feet, strike round him with his sword,

and then fall once more before the rush

of his assailants.

There was a comradeship among men of

gentle blood and bearing which banded them

together against all ruffianly or unchivalrous

attack. These rude fellows were no soldiers.

Their dress and arms, their uncouth cries

and wild assault, marked them as bandittiâ��

such men as had slain the Englishman

upon the road. Waiting in narrow gorges

with a hidden rope across the path, they

watched for the lonely horseman as a

fowler waits by his bird-trap, trusting that

they could overthrow the steed and then slay

the rider ere he had recovered from his fall.

Such would have been the fate of the

stranger, as of so many cavaliers before him,

had Nigel not chanced to be so close upon

his heels. In an instant Pommers had burst

through the group who struck at the pros-

trate man, and in another two of the robbers

had fallen before Nigel's sword. A spear

rang on his breast-plate, but one blow shore

off its head, and a second that of him who

held it. In vain they thrust at the steel-girt

man. His sword played round them like

lightning, and the fierce horse ramped and

swooped above them with pawing, iron-shod

hoofs and eyes of fire. With cries and

shrieks they flew off to right and left amidst

the bushes, springing over boulders and

darting under branches where no horseman

could follow them. The foul crew had gone

as swiftly and suddenly as it had come, and

save for four ragged figures littered amongst

the trampled bushes no sign remained of

their passing.

Nigel tethered Pommers to a thorn bush

and then turned his attention to the injured

man. The white horse had regained his feet

and stood whinnying gently as he looked

down on his prostrate master. A heavy

blow, half broken by his sword, had beaten

him down and left a great raw bruise

upon his forehead. But a stream gurgled

through the gorge, and a capful of water

dashed over his face brought the senses back

to the injured man. He was a mere stripling,

with the delicate features of a woman, and a

pair of great violet blue eyes which looked

up presently with a puzzled stare into Nigel's

face.

" Who are you ? " he asked. " Ah, yes, I

call you to mind. You are the young

Englishman who chased me on the great

yellow horse. By Our I^ady of Rocamadour,

whose vernicle is round my neck, I could

not have believed that any horse could have

kept at the heels of Charlemagne so long.

But I will wager you a hundred crowns,

Englishman, that I lead you over a five-mile

course."

" Nay," said Nigel; "we will wait till you

can back a horse ere we talk of racing it. I

am Nigel of Tilford, of the family of Loring,

a squire by rank and the son of a knight.

How are you called, young sir ? "

" I also am a squire by rank and the son

of a knight. I am Raoul de la Roche Pierre

de Bras, whose father writes himself Lord of

Grosbois, a free vavasour of the noble Count

of Toulouse, with the right of fossa and of

furca, the high justice, the middle and the

low." He sat up and rubbed his eyes.

" Englishman, you have saved my life as I

would have saved yours had I seen such

yelping dogs set upon a man of blood and

of coat-armour. But now I am yours, and

what is your sweet will ? "

" When you are fit to ride you will come

back with me to my people."

" Alas ! I feared that you would say so.

Had I taken you, Nigelâ��that is your name,

is it not ?â��had I taken you, I would not

have acted thus."

" How then would you have ordered

things ? " asked Nigel, much taken with the

frank and debonair manner of his captive.

" I would not have taken advantage of

such a mischance as has befallen me which

has put me in your power. I would give you

a sword and beat you in fair fight, so that I

might send you to give greeting to my dear

lady and show her the deeds which I do for

her fair sake."

" Indeed, your words are both good and

fair," said Nigel. " By St. Paul, I cannot

call to mind that I have ever met a man who

bore himself better. But since I am in my

armour and you without, I see not how we

can debate the matter."

" Surely, gentle Nigel, you could doff your

armour."

" Then have I only my underclothes."

" Nay, there shall be no unfairness there,

for I also will very gladly strip to my under-

clothes."

Nigel looked wistfully at the Frenchman,

but he shook his head.

" Alas ! it may not be," said he. " The

last words that Sir Robert said to me were

that I was to bring you to his side, for he

would have speech with you. Would that I

could do what you ask, for I also have a fair

lady to whom I would fain send you. What

use are you to me, Raoul, since I have gain- '
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no honour in the taking of you ? How is it

with you now ? "

The young Frenchman had risen to his

feet.

" Do not take my sword," he said. " I am

yours, rescue or no rescue. I think now that

I could mount my horse, though indeed my

head still rings like a cracked bell."

Nigel had lost all traces of his comrades,

but he remembered Sir Robert's words that

he should ride upon the sun, with the

certainty that sooner or later he would strike

upon the road. As they jogged slowly along

over undulating hills the Frenchman shook

off his hurt, and the two chatted merrily

together.

" I had but just come from home," said

he, " and I had hoped to win honour in this

country, for I have ever heard that the

English are very hardy men and excellent

people to fight with. My mules and my

baggage are at Evran, but I rode forth to see

what I could see, and I chanced upon your

army moving down the road, so I coasted it

in the hopes of some profit or adventure.

Then you came after me, and I would have

given all the gold goblets upon my father's

table if I but had my harness, so that I could

have turned upon you. 1 have promised the

Countess Beatrice that I will send her an

Englishman or two to

kiss her hands."

" One might perchance

have a worse fate," said

Nigel. " Is this fair dame

your betrothed ? "

"She is my love," an-

swered the Frenchman.

" We are but waiting for

the Count to be slain in

the wars, and then we

mean to marry. And this

lady of thine, Nigel ? I

would that I could see

her."

" Perchance you shall,

fair sir," said Nigel, " for

all that I have seen of

you fills me with desire

to go farther with you.

It is in my mind that we

might turn this thing to

profit and to honour, for

when Sir Robert has

spoken with you I am

free to do with you as I

will."

" And what will you

do, Nigel?"

" We shall surely try some small deed upon

each other, so that either I shall see the

Lady Beatrice or you the Lady Mary. Nay,

thank me not, for, like yourself, I have come

to this country in search of honour, and I

know not where I may better find it than at

the end of your sword-point. My good lord

and master, Sir John Chandos, has told me

many times that never yet did he meet

French knight or squire that he did not

find great pleasure and profit from their

company, and now I very clearly see that he

has spoken the truth."

For an hour these two friends rode

together, the Frenchman pouring forth the

praises of his lady, whose glove he produced

from one pocket, her garter from his vest,

and her shoe from his saddle-bag. She was

blonde, and when he heard that Mary was

dark he would fain stop then and there to

fight the question of colour. He talked, too,

of his great chateau at Lauta, by the head-

waters of the pleasant Garonne, of the

hundred horses in the stables, the seventy

hounds in the kennels, the fifty hawks in the

mews. His English friend should come

there when the wars were over, and what

golden days would be theirs ! Nigel, too,

with his English coldness thawing before this

young sunbeam of the South, found himself

" FOR AN HOUR THESE TWO FRIENDS RODE TOGETHER,"
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talking of the heather slopes of Surrey, of

the Forest of Woolmer, even of the sacred

chambers of Cosford. But as they rode

onwards towards the sinking sun, their

thoughts far away in their distant homes,

their horses striding together, there came

that which brought their minds back in an

instant to the perilous hillsides of Brittany.

It was the long blast of a trumpet blown

from somewhere on the farther side of a

ridge towards which they were riding. A

second long-drawn note from a distance

answered it.

" It is your camp," said the Frenchman.

"Nay," said Nigel; "we have pipes with

us and a nakir or two, but I have heard no

trumpet-call from our ranks. It behoves us

to take heed, for we know not what may be

before us. Ride this way, I pray you, that

we may look over and yet be ourselves

unseen."

Some scattered boulders crowned the

height, and from behind them the two young

squires could see the long, rocky valley

beyond. Upon a knoll was a small square

building with a battlement round it. Some

distance from it towered a great dark castle,

as massive as the rocks on which it stood,

with one strong keep at the corner and four

long lines of machicolated walls. Above, a

great banner flew proudly in the wind, with

some device which glowed red in the setting

sun. Nigel shaded his eyes and stared with

wrinkled brow.

" It is not the arms of England nor yet

the lilies of France, nor is it the ermine of

Brittany," said he. " He who holds this

castle fights for his own hand, since his own

device flies above it. Surely it is a head

gules on an argent field."

" The bloody head on a silver tray !" cried

the Frenchman. " Was I not warned against

him ? This is not a man, friend Nigel. It

is a monster who wars upon English, French,

and all Christendom. Have you not heard

of the Butcher of La Brohiniere ? "

" Nay, I have not heard of him."

" His name is accursed in France. Have

I not been told also that he put to death

this very year Gilles de St. Pol, a friend of

the English King?"

" Yes; in very truth it comes back to my

mind now that I heard something of this

matter in Calais before we started."

"Then there he dwells, and God guard

you if ever you pass under yonder portal, for

no prisoner has ever come forth alive. Since

these wars began he hath been a King to

himself, and the plunder of eleven years lies

in yonder cellars. How can justice come to

him, when no man knows who owns the

land ? But when we have packed you all

back to your island, by the Blessed Mother

of God we have a heavy debt to pay to the

man who dwells in yonder pile ! "

But even as they watched the trumpet-call

burst forth once more. It came, not from

the castle, but from the farther end of the

valley. It was answered by a second call

from the walls. Then in a long, straggling

line there came a wild troop of marauders,

streaming homewards from some foray. In

the van, at the head of a body of spearmen,

rode a tall and burly man, clad in brazen

armour, so that he shone like a golden

image in the slanting rays of the sun. His

helmet had been loosened from his gorget,

and was held before him on his horse's

neck. A great tangled beard flowed over

his breastplate and his hair hung down

as far behind. A squire at his elbow

bore high the banner of the bleeding

head. Behind the spearmen were a line of

heavily-laden mules, and on either side of

them a drove of poor country-folk, who were

being herded into the castle. Lastly came a

second strong troop of mounted spearmen,

who conducted a score or more of prisoners

who marched together in a solid body. Nigel

stared at them, and then, springing on his

horse, he urged it along the shelter of the

ridge so as to reach unseen a spot which was

close to the castle gate. He had scarce

taken up his new position when the cavalcade

reached the drawbridge and, amid yells of

welcome from those upon the wall, filed in a

thin line across it. Nigel stared hard once

more at the prisoners in the rear, and so

absorbed was he by the sight that he had

passed the rocks and was standing sheer upon

the summit.

" By St. Paul!" he cried. " It must

indeed be so. I see their russet jackets.

They are English archers."

As he spoke the hindmost one, a strongly-

built, broad-shouldered man, looked round

and saw the gleaming figure above him upon

the hill, with open helmet, and the five roses

glowing upon his breast. With a sweep of

his hands he had thrust his guardians aside,

and for a moment was clear of the throng.

" Squire Loring ! Squire Loring ! " he

cried. " It is I, Aylward the archer! It

is I, Samkin Aylward !" The next minute

a dozen hands had seized him, his cries were

muffled with a gag, and he was hurled, the

last of the band, through the black and

threatening archway of the gate. Then with
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a clang the two iron wings came to-

gether, the portcullis swung upwards, and

captives and captors,

robbers and booty,

were all swallowed up

within the grim and

silent fortress.

"'SQUIRE LORING ! SQUIRE LORING!' HE CRIED. 'IT is i, AYI.WARD THE ARCHER

CHAPTER XX.

HOW THE ENGLISH ATTEMPTED THE CASTLE

OF LA BROHINIERE.

FOR some minutes Nigel remained motion-

less upon the crest of the hill, his heart like

lead within him, and his eyes fixed upon the

huge grey walls which contained his unhappy

henchman. He was roused by a sympathetic

hand upon his shoulder and the voice of his

young prisoner in his ear.

" Peste ! " said he. " They have some of

your birds in their cage, have they not?

What then, my friend? Keep your heart

high. Is it not the chance of war, to-day to

them, to-morrow to thee, and death at last

for us all ? And yet I had rather they were

in any hands than those of Oliver the

Butcher."

" By St. Paul ! we cannot suffer it," cried

Nigel, distractedly. " This man has come

with me from my

own home. He

has stood between

me and death be-

fore now. It goes

to my very heart

that he should call

upon me in vain.

I pray you, Raoul,

to use your wits,

for mine are all

curdled in my

head. Tell me

what I should do

and how I may

bring him help."

The Frenchman

shrugged his

shoulders.

" As easy to

get a lamb un-

scathed out of a

wolves' lair as a

prisoner safe from

La Brohiniere.

Nay, Nigel,

whither do you

go ? Have you

indeed taken

leave of your

wits ? "

The squire had

spurred his horse

down the hill-side

and never halted

until he was within

a bow-shot of the

gate. The French

prisoner followed

hard behind him with a buzz of reproaches

and expostulations.

" You are mad, Nigel! " he cried. "What

do you hope to do then? Would you carry

the castle with your own hands? Halt, man,

halt, in the name of the Virgin ! "

But Nigel had no plan in his head, and

only obeyed the fevered impulse to do some-

thing to ease his thoughts. He paced his

horse up and down, waving his hand and

shouting insults and challenges to the garri-

son. Over the high wall a hundred jeering

faces looked down upon him. So rash and

wild was his action that it seemed to those

within to mean some trap. Therefore the

drawbridge was still held high and none

ventured forth to seize him. A few long-

range arrows pattered on the rocks, and then

with a deep booming sound a huge stone,

hurled from a mangonel, sang over the head
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of the two squires and crashed into splinters

amongst the boulders behind them. The

Frenchman seized Nigel's bridle and forced

him farther from the gateway.

" By the dear Virgin ! " he cried, " I care

not to have those pebbles about my ears, yet

I cannot go back alone, so it is very clear,

my crazy comrade, that you must come also.

Now we are beyond their reach! But see,

my friend Nigel, who are those who crown

the height ? "

The sun had sunk behind the western

ridge, but the glowing sky was fringed at its

lower edge by a score of ruddy twinkling

points. A body of horsemen snowed hard

and black upon the bare hill. Then they

dipped down the slope into the valley, whilst

a band of footmen followed behind.

" They are my people," cried Nigel, joy-

ously. " Come, my friend, hasten that we

may take counsel what we shall do."

Sir Robert Knolles rode a bowshot in front

of his men, and his brow was as black as

night. Beside him, with crestfallen face, his

horse bleeding, his armour dinted and soiled,

was the hot-headed knight, Sir James Astley.

A fierce discussion raged between them.

" I have done my devoir as best I might,"

said Astley.

" Alone I had ten

of them at my

sword point. I

know not how I

have lived to tell

it."

" What is your

devoir to me ?

Where are my

thirty bowmen ? "

cried Knolles, in

bitterwrath. "Ten

lie dead upon the

ground and twenty

are worse than

dead in yonder

castle. And all be-

cause you must

needsshbwall men

how bold you are,

and ride into a

bushment such as

a child could see.

Alas, for my own folly, that

ever I should have trusted

such a one as you with the

handling of men !"

"By God, Sir Robert, you

shall answer to me for

those words ! " cried Astley,

VoL itxxii.â��32.

with a choking voice. " Never has a man dared

to speak to me as you have done this day."

" So long as I hold the King's order I

shall be master, and, by the Lord, I will

hang you, James, on a near tree if I have

further cause of offence. How now, Nigel ?

I see -by yonder white horse that you, at

least, have not failed me. I will speak with

you anon. Sir Thomas Percy, bring up your

men, and let us gather round this castle, for,

as I hope for my soul's salvation, I will not

leave it until I have my archers or the head

of him who holds them."

That night the English lay thick round the

fortress of La Brohiniere so that none might

come forth from it. But if none could come

forth it was hard to see how any could win

their way in, for it was full of men, the walls

were high and strong, and a deep dry ditch

girt it round. But the hatred and fear

which its master had raised over the whole

countryside could now be plainly seen, for

during the night the brushwood men and the

villagers came in from all parts with offers of

such help as they could give for the intaking

of the castle. Knolles set them cutting

bushes and tying them into faggots. When

morning came he rode out before the wall

BESIDE HIM, WITH CRESTFALLEN FACE, HIS HORSE BLEEDING, HIS ARMOUR DINTED

AND SOILED, WAS THE HOT-HEADED KNIGHT, SIR JAMES ASTLEY."
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and held counsel with his knights and

squires as to how he should enter it.

" By noon," said he, " we shall have so

many faggots that we may make our way

over the ditch. Then we will beat in the

gate and so win a footing."

The young Frenchman had come with

Nigel to the conference, and now, amid the

silence which followed the leader's proposal,

he asked if he might be heard. He was

clad in the brazen armour which Nigel had

taken from the Red Ferret.

" It may be that it is not for me to join in

your council," said he "seeing that I am a

prisoner and a Frenchman. But this man

is the enemy of all, and we of France owe

him a debt even as you do, since many a

good Frenchman has died in his cellars.

For this reason I crave to be heard."

" We will hear you," said Knolles, coldly.

" I have come from Evran yesterday,"

said he. " Sir Henry Spinnefort, Sir Peter

la Roye, and many other brave knights and

squires lie there with a good company of

men, all of whom would very gladly join with

you to destroy this Butcher and his castle,

for it is well known amongst us that his

deeds are neither good nor fair. There are

also bombards which we could drag over the

hills, and so beat down this iron gate. If

you so order it I will ride to Evran and

bring my companions back with me."

" Indeed, Robert," said Percy, " it is in

my mind that this Frenchman speaks very

wisely and well."

"And when we have taken the castleâ��

what then ?" asked Knolles, scanning him

with his hard, grey eyes.

" Then you could go upon your way, fair

sir, and we upon ours. Or, if it please you

better, you could draw together on yonder

hill and we on this one, so that the valley

lies between us. Then if any cavalier wished

to advance himself or to shed a vow and

exalt his lady, an opening might be found for

him. Surely it would be shame if so many

brave men drew together and no small deed

were to come of it."

Nigel clasped his captive's hand to show

his admiration and esteem, but Knolles

shook his head.

" Things are not ordered thus, save in the

tales of the minstrels,'' said he. " I have no

wish that your people at Evran should know

our numbers or our plans. I am not in this

land for knight-errantry, but I am here to

make head against the King's enemies. Has

no one aught else to say ? "

Percy pointed to the small outlying

fortalice upon the knoll, on which also flew

the flag of the bloody head.

"This smaller castle, Robert, is of no

great strength, and cannot hold more than

fifty men. It is built, as I conceive it, that

no one should seize the high ground and

shoot down into the other. Why should we

not turn all our strength upon it since it is

the weaker of the twain ?"

But again the young leader shook his head.

" If I should take it," said he, " I am still

no nearer to my desire, nor will it avail me

in getting back my bowmen. It may cost a

score of men, and what profit shall I have

from it ? Had I bombards I might place

them on yonder hill, but having none it is

of little use to me."

" It may be," said Nigel, " that they have

scant food or water, and so must come forth

to fight us."

" I have made inquiry of the peasants,"

Knolles answered, " and they are of one

mind that there is a well within the castle

and good store of food. Nay, gentlemen,

there is no way before us save to take it by

arms, and no spot where we can attempt it

save through the great gate. Soon we will

have so many faggots that we can cast them

down into the ditch and so win our way

across. I have ordered them to cut a pine

tree on the hill and shear the branches so

that we may beat down the gate with it.

But what is now amiss, and why do they run

forward to the castle ? "

A buzz had risen from the soldiers in the

camp, and they all crowded in one direction,

rushing towards the castle wall. The knights

and squires rode after them, and when in

view of the main gate the cause of the dis-

turbance lay before them. On the tower

above the portal three men were standing in

the garb of English archers, ropes round

their necks and their hands bound behind

them. Their comrades surged below them

with cries of recognition and of pity.

" It is Ambrose," cried one. " Surely it

is Ambrose of Ingleton."

" Yes, in truth, I see his yellow hair. And

the other, him with the beard, it is Lockwood

of Skipton. Alas for his wife who keeps the

booth by the bridge head of Ribble ! I wot

not who the third may be."

" It is little Johnny Alspaye, the youngest

man in the Company," cried old Wat, with

the tears running down his cheeks ; " 'twas I

who brought him from his home. Alas!

Alas ! Foul fare the day that ever I coaxed

him from his mother's side that he might

perish in a far land !"
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There was the sudden flourish of a

trumpet and the drawbridge fell.

Across it strode a portly man with a

faded herald's coat. He halted warily

upon the farther side, and his voice

boomed like a drum.

" I would speak with your leader,"

he cried.

Knolles rode forward.

" Have I your knightly

word that I may advance

unscathed with all courteous

entreaty as befits a herald? "

Knolles nodded his head.

The man came slowly and

pompously forward.

" I am the messenger and

liege servant," said he, " of

the high baron, Oliver de

St. Yvon, Lord of La Bro-

hiniere. He bids me to

say that if you continue

your journey and molest

him no further he will en-

gage upon his part to make

no further attack upon you.

As to the men whom he

holds he will enrol them in

his own honourable service,

for he has need of long

bowmen, and has heard

much of their skill. But if

you constrain him, or cause

him further displeasure by

remaining before his castle,

he hereby gives you warn-

ing that he will hang these three men

over his gateway, and every morning

another three until all have been

slain. This he has sworn upon the

rood of Calvary, and as he has said, so will

he do, upon jeopardy of his soul."

Robert Knolles looked grimly at the

messenger.

" You may thank the saints that you have

had my promise," said he, "else would I

have stripped that lying tabard from thy back

and the skin beneath it from thy bones, that

thy master might have a fitting answer to his

message. Tell him that I hold him and all

that are within his castle as hostage for the

lives of my men, and that should he dare to

do them scathe he and every man that is with

him shall hang upon his battlements. Go,

and go quickly, lest my patience fail."

There was that in Knolles's cold grey eyes

and in his manner of speaking those last

words which sent the portly envoy back at a

quicker gait than he had come. As he

''l WOULD SPEAK WITH YOUR LEADER,' HE CRIED."

vanished into the gloomy arch of the gate-

way the drawbridge swung up with creak and

rattle behind him. A few minutes later a rough-

bearded fellow stepped out over the portal

where the condemned archers stood, and

seizing the first by the shoulders he thrust

him over the wall. A cry burst from the

man's lips and a deep groan from those of

his comrades below as he fell with a jerk

which sent him half-way up to the parapet

again, and then, after dancing like a child's

toy, swung slowly backwards and forwards

with limp limbs and twisted neck.

The hangman turned and bowed in mock

reverence to the spectators beneath him. He

had not yet learned in a land of puny archers

how sure and how strong was the English bow.

Half-a-dozen men, old Wat amongst them,

had run forward towards the wall. They
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were too late to save their comrades, but at

least their deaths were speedily avenged.

The man was in the act of pushing off the

second prisoner when an arrow crashed

through his head, and he fell stone dead

upon the parapet. But even in falling he

had given the fatal thrust, and a second

russet figure swung beside the first against

the dark background of the castle wall.

There on'y remained the young lad, Johnny

Alspaye, who stood shaking with fear, an abyss

below him, and the voices of those who

would hurl him over it behind. There was

a long pause before anyone would come

forth to dare those deadly arrows. Then a

fellow, crouching double, ran forward from

the shelter, keeping the young archer's body

as a shield between himself and danger.

" Aside, John, aside ! " cried his comrades

from below.

The youth sprang as far as the rope would

allow him, and slipped it half over his face

in the effort. Three arrows flashed past his

side, and two of them buried themselves in

the body of the man behind. A howl of

delight burst from the spectators as he

dropped first upon his knees and then upon

his face. A life for a life was no bad bargain.

But it was only a short respite which the skill

of his comrades had given to the young

archer. Over the parapet there appeared a

ball of brass, then a pair

of great brazen shoulders,

and lastly the full figure of

an armoured man. He

walked to the edge,

and they heard his

hoarse guffaw of

laughter as the ar-

rows clanged and

clattered against

his impenetrable

mail. He slapped

his breastplate, as

he jeered at them. ^^

Well he knew that

at the distance no

dart ever sped by

mortal hands could

cleave through his

plates of metal.

So he stood, the

great, burly

Butcher of La Bro-

hiniere, with head

uptossed, laughing

insolently at his

foes. Then, with slow

and ponderous tread, he

walked towards his boy â�¢victim, seized him

by the ear, and dragged him across so that

the rope might be straight. Seeing that the

noose had slipped across the face, he tried to

push it down, but the mail glove hampering

him, he pulled it off, and grasped the rope

above the lad's head with his naked hand.

Quick as a flash old Wat's arrow had sped,

and the Butcher sprang back with a howl of

pain, his hand skewered by a cloth-yard shaft

As he shook it furiously at his enemies a

second grazed his knuckles. With a brutal

kick of his metal-shod foot he hurled young

Alspaye over the edge, looked down for a

few moments at his death agonies, and then

walked slowly from the parapet, nursing

his dripping hand, the arrows still ringing

loudly upon his back-piece as he went.

" HE HURLED YOUNG ALSPAYE OVER THE EDGE."
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The archers below, enraged at the death

of their comrades, leaped and howled like a

pack of ravening wolves.

" By St. Dunstan," said Percy, looking

round at their flushed faces, "if ever we are

to carry it now is the moment, for these men

will not be stopped if hate can take them

forward."

" You are right, Thomas ! " cried Knolles.

" Gather together twenty men-at-arms, each

with his shield to cover him. Astley, do

you place the bowmen so that no head may

show at window or parapet. Nigel, I pray

you to order the countryfolk forward with

their fardels of faggots. Let the others

bring up the lopped pine tree which lies

yonder behind the horse lines. Ten men-

at-arms can bear it on the right, and ten on

the left, having shields over their heads. The

gate once down let every man rush in, and

God help the better cause !"

Swiftly and yet quietly the dispositions

were made, for these were old soldiers whose

daily trade was war. In little groups the

archers formed in front of each slit or crevice

in the walls, whilst others scanned the battle-

ments with wary eyes and sped an arrow at

every face which gleamed for an instant

above them. The garrison shot forth a

shower of crossbow bolts and an occasional

stone from their engine, but so deadly was

the hail which rained upon them that they

had no time to dwell upon their aim, and

their discharges were wild and harmless.

Under cover of the shafts of the bowmen a

line of peasants ran unscathed to the edge of

the ditch, each hurling in the bundle which

he bore in his arms and then hurrying back

for another one. In twenty minutes a broad

pathway of faggots lay level with the ground

u[>on one side and the gate upon the other.

With the loss of two peasants slain by bolts

and one archer crushed by a stone the ditch

had been filled up. All was ready for the

battering-ram.

With a shout twenty picked men rushed

forward with the pine tree under their arms,

the heavy end turned towards the gate.

The arbalestiers on the tower leaned over

and shot into the midst of them, but could

not stop their advance. Two dropped, but

the others, raising their shields, ran onwards

still shouting, crossed the bridge of faggots,

and came with a thundering crash against

the door. It splintered from base to arch,

but kept its place. Swinging their mighty

weapon, the storming party thudded and

crashed upon the gate, every blow loosening

and widening the cracks which rent it from

end to end. The three knights with Nigel,

the Frenchman Raoul, and the other squires

stood beside the ram, cheering on the men,

and chanting to the rhythm of the swing

with a loud " Ha!" at every blow. A great

stone loosened from the parapet roared

through the air and struck Sir James Astley

and another of the attackers, but Nigel and

the Frenchman had taken their places in an

instant, and the ram thudded and smashed

with greater energy than ever. Another

blow and another! The lower part was

staving inwards, but the great central bar

still held firm. Surely another minute would

beat it from its sockets.

But suddenly from above there came a

great deluge of liquid. A hogshead of it bad

been tilted from the battlement until soldiers,

bridge, and ram were equally drenched* in

yellow slime. Knolles rubbed his gauijtlet

in it, held it to his visor, and smelled it.

" Back ! back !" he cried. " Back before

it is too late ! "

There was a small barred window above

their heads at the side of the gate. A ruddy

glare shone through it, and then a blazing

torch was tossed down upon them. In a

moment the oil had caught and the .whole

place was a sheet of flame. The fir tree that

they carried, the faggots beneath thei$, their

very weapons were all in a blaze. "jFo right

and left the men sprang down int# the dry

ditch, rolling with screams upon the ground

in their endeavour to extinguish the flames

The knights and squires, protected by their

armour, strove hard, stamping and slapping,

to help those who had but leather jackets

to shield their bodies. From above a cease-

less shower of darts and of stones was

poured down upon them, while on the other

hand the archers, seeing the greatness of the

danger, ran up to the edge of the ditch, and

shot fast and true at every face which showed

above the wall. Scorched, wearied, and be-

draggled, the remains of the storming party

clambered out of the ditch as best they

could, clutching at the friendly hands held

down to them, and so limped their way back

amid the taunts and howls of their enemies.

A long pile-of smouldering cinders was all that

remained of their bridge, and on it Astley

and six other red-hot men lay glowing in

their armour. Knolles clenched his hands

as he looked back at the ruin that was

wrought, and then surveyed the group of men

who stood or lay around him nursing their

burned limbs and scowling up at the exultant

figures who waved on the castle wall. Badly

scorched himself, the young leader had no
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thought for his own injuries in the rage and

grief which racked his soul.

" We will build another bridge," he cried.

" Set the peasants binding faggots once

more."

But a thought had fl ished through Nigel's

mind.

" See, fair sir," said he. " The nails of

yonder door are red-hot and the wood as

white as ashes. Surely we may break our

way through it."

" By the Virgin, you speak truly," cried

the French squire. " If we can cross the

ditch the gate will not stop us. Come,

Nigel, for our fair ladies' sakes, I will race

you who will reach it first, England or

France."

Alas for all the wise words of the good

Chandos ! Alas for all the lessons in order

d.discipline learned from the wary Knolles.

In an instant, forgetful of

all things but this noble

challenge, Nigel was run-

ning at the top of his speed

for the burning gate. Close

at his heels was the French-

man, blowing and gasping,

as he clashed along in his

brazen armour. Behind

came a stream of howling

archers and men - at - arms,

like a flood which has

broken its dam. Down they

slipped into the ditch, rushed

across it, and clambered on

each other's backs up the

opposite side. Nigel, Raoul,

and two archers gained a

foothold in front of the

burning gate at the same

moment. With blows and

kicks they burst it to pieces,

and dashed with a yell of

triumph through a spray of

sparks into the dark arch-

way beyond.

For a moment they

thought with mad rapture

that the castle had been

carried. A dark tunnel lay

before them, down which

they rushed. But, alas ! at

the farther end it was blocked by

a second gateway as strong as

that which had been burned. In

vain they beat upon it with their

swords and axes. On each side

the tunnel was pierced with slits,

and the crossbow bolts, discharged

at only a few yards' distance, crashed through

armour as if it were cloth and laid man after

man upon the stones. They raged and leaped

before the great, iron-clamped barrier, but the

wall itself was as easy to tear down. It was bitter

to draw back, but it was madness to remain.

Nigel looked round and saw that half his

men were down. At the same moment Raoul

sank with a gasp at his feet, a bolt driven to its

socket through the links of the camail which

guarded his neck. Some of the archers seeing

that certain death awaited them were already

running back to escape from the fatal passage.

" By St. Paul !" cried Nigel, hotly.

" Would you leave our wounded where

this Butcher may lay his hands upon them ?

Let the archers shoot inwards and hold them

back from the slits. Now let each man raise

one of our comrades lest we leave our honour

in the gate of this castle."
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With a mighty effort he had raised Raoul

upon his shoulders and staggered with him

to the edge of the ditch. Several men were

waiting below where the steep bank shielded

them from the arrows, and to them Nigel

handed down his wounded friend, and each

archer in turn did the same. Again and

again Nigel went back, until no one lay in

the tunnel save seven who had died there.

Thirteen wounded were laid in the shelter of

the ditch and there they must remain until

night came to cover them. Meanwhile the

bowmen on the farther side protected them

from attack, and also prevented the enemy

from all attempts to build up the outer gate.

The gaping, smoke-blackened arch was all

that they could show for a loss of thirty men,

but that at least Knolles was determined to

keep.

Burned and bruised, but unconscious of

either pain or fatigue for the turmoil of his

spirit within him, Nigel knelt by the French-

man and loosened his helmet. The girlish

face of the young squire was white as chalk,

and the haze of death was gathering over his

violet eyes, but a faint smile played round

his lips as he looked up at his English

comrade.

" I shall never see Beatrice again," he

whispered. "I pray you, Nigel, that when

there is a truce you will journey as far as

my father's chateau and tell him how his

son died. Young Gaston will rejoice, for

to him come the land and the coat, the

war-cry and the profit. See them, Nigel,

and tell them that I was as forward as the

others."

" Indeed, Raoul, no man could have

carried himself with more honour or won

more worship than you have done this day.

1 will do your behest when the time comes."

" Surely you are happy, Nigel," the dying

squire murmured, "for this day has given

you one more deed which you may lay at the

feet of your lady-love."

" It might have been so had we carried

the gate," Nigel answered, sadly; "but by

St. Paul! I cannot count it a deed where

I have come back with my purpose unful-

filled. But this is no time, Raoul, to talk of

my small affairs. If we take the castle and I

bear a good part in ft, then perchance all

this may indeed avail."

The Frenchman sat up with that strange

energy which comes often as the harbinger of

death.

"You will win your Lady Mary, Nigel, and

your great deeds will be not three but a

score, so that in all Christendom there shall

be no man of blood and coat-armour who

has not heard your name and your fame.

This I tell youâ��I, Raoul de la Roche Pierre

de Bras, dying upon the field of honour.

And now kiss me, sweet friend, and lay me

back, for the mists close around me and I

am gone."

With tender hands the squire lowered his

comrade's head, but even as he did so there

came a choking rush of blood, and the soul

had passed. So died a gallant cavalier of

France, and Nigel, as he knelt in the ditch

beside him, prayed that his own end might be

as noble and as debonair.

CHAPTER XXI.

HOW THE SECOND MESSENGER WENT TO

COSFORD.

UNDER cover of night the wounded men

were lifted from the ditch and carried back,

whilst pickets of archers were advanced to

the very gate so that none should re-build it.

Nigel, sick at heart over his own failure, the

death of his prisoner, and his fears for

Aylward, crept back into the camp, but his

cup was not yet full, for Knolles was waiting

for him with a tongue which cut like a whip-

lash. Who was he, a raw squire, that he

should lead an attack without orders ? See

what his cra/.y knight-errantry had brought

about ! Twenty men had been destroyed by

it, and nothing gained. Their blood was on

his head. Chandos should hear of his con-

duct. He should be sent back to England

when the castle had fallen. Such were the

bitter words of Knolles, the more bitter

because Nigel felt in his heart that he

had indeed done wrong, and that Chandos

would have said the same, though, per-

chance, in kinder words. He listened in

silent respect, as his duty was, and then,

having saluted his leader, he withdrew apart,

threw himself down amongst the bushes and

wept the hottest tears of his life, sobbing

bitterly with his face between his hands. He

had striven hard, and yet everything had gone

wrong with him. He was bruised, burned,

and aching from head to foot. Yet so high

is the spirit above the body that all was

nothing compared to the sorrow and shame

which racked his soul.

But a little thing changed the current of

his thoughts and brought some peace to his

mind. He had slipped off his mail gauntlets,

and as he did so his fingers lit upon the tiny

bangle which Mary had fastened there when

they stood together upon St. Catherine's Hill

on the Guildford Road. He remembered

the motto curiously worked in filigree of
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-

gold. It ran, "Fats ce qite dois, adviegne que

pourraâ��c'est commandc au chevalier." The

words rang in his weary brain. He had

done what seemed right, come what might.

It had gone awry, it is true, but all things

human may do that. If he had carried the

castle he felt that Knolles would have for-

given and forgotten all else. If he had not

carried it, it was no fault of his. No man

could have done more. If Mary could see

she would surely have approved. Dropping

into sleep he saw her dark face, shining with

pride and with pity, stooping over him as he

lay. She stretched out her hand in his

dream and touched him on the shoulder.

He sprang up and rubbed his eyes, for fact

had woven itself into dream in the strange

way that it does, and someone was, indeed,

leaning over him in the gloom, and shaking

him from his slumbers. But the gentle

voice and soft touch of the Lady Mary had

changed suddenly to the harsh accents and

rough grip of Black Simon, the fierce Norfolk

man-at-arms.

"Surely, you are the Squire Loring?"he

said, peering close to his face in the darkness.

" I am he. What then ? "

" I have searched through the camp for

you, but when I saw the great horse tethered

near these bushes, I thought you would be

found hard by. I would have a word with

you."

" Speak on."

"This man Aylward, the bowman, was my

friend, and it is

the nature that

God has given me

to love my friends

even as I hate my

foes. He is also

thy servant, and it

has seemed to me

that you love him

well."

" I have good

cause so to do."

"Then you and

I, Squire Loring,

have more reason

to strive on his be-

half than any of

these others, who

think more of

taking the castle

than of saving

those who are ca{>

tives within. Do

you not see that

such a man as

this robber lord would, when all else had

failed him, most surely cut the throats of

his prisoners at the last instant before the

castle fell, knowing well that come what

might he would have short shrift himself?

Is that not certain ? "

" By St. Paul ! I had not thought of it."

" I was with you, hammering at the inner

gate," said Simon, "and yet once when I

thought it was giving way I said in my

heart ' Good-bye, Samkin. I shall never see

you more.' This Baron has gall in his soul,

even as I have myself, and do you think that

I would give up my prisoners alive, if I were

constrained so to do ? No, no ; had we won

our way this day it would have been the

death-stroke for them all."

" It may be that you are right, Simon,"

said Nigel, "and the thought of it should

assuage our grief. But if we cannot save

them by taking the castle, then surely they

are lost indeed."

"It may be so, or it may not," Simon

answered, slowly. " It is in my mind that if

the castle were taken very suddenly, and in

such a fashion that they could not foresee it,

then perchance we might get the prisoners

before they could do them scathe."

Nigel bent forward eagerly, his hand on

the soldier's arm.

" You have some plan in your mind,

Simon. Tell me what it is."

" I had wished to tell Sir Robert, but he

is preparing the assault for to-morrow and
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will not be turned from his purpose. I have,

indeed, a plan, but whether it be good or

not I cannot say until I have tried it. But

first I will tell you what put it into my

thoughts. Know, then, that this morning

when I was in yonder ditch I marked one

of their men upon the wall. He was a big

man with a white face, red hair, and a touch

of St. Anthony's fire upon the cheek."

" But what has this to do with Aylward ? "

" I will show you. This evening, after the

assault, I chanced to walk with some of my

fellows round yonder small fort upon the

knoll to see if we could spy a weak spot in

it. Some of them came to the wall to curse

us, and among them whom should I see but

a big man with a white face, red hair, and a

touch of Anthony's fire upon his cheek.

What make you of that, Squire Nigel?"

"That this man had crossed from the

castle to the fort.'

"In good sooth, it must indeed be so.

There are not two such kenspeckled men in

the world. But if he crossed from the castle

to the fort it was not above the ground, for

our own people were between."

" By St. Paul, I see your meaning!" cried

Nigel. " It is in your mind that there is a

passage under the earth from one to the

other?"

" I am well sure of it."

â�¢' Then, if we should take the small fort,

we may pass down this tunnel, and so carry

the great castle also."

"Such a thing might happen," said Simon,

"and yet it is dangerous also; for surely

those in the castle would hear our assault

upon the fort, and so be warned to bar the

passage against us, and to slay the prisoners

before we could come."

" What, then, is your rede ? ".

" Could we find where the tunnel lay,

Squire Nigel, I know not what is to prevent

us from digging down upon it and breaking

into it so that both fort and castle are at our

mercy before either knows that we are there."

Nigel clapped his hands with joy.

" 'Fore God ! " he cried. " It is a most

noble plan ! But, alas, Simon, I see not how

we can tell the course of this passage or

where we should dig."

" I have peasants yonder with spades,'

said Simon. " There are two of my friends,

Harding of Barnstaple and West-country

Will, who are waiting for us with their gear.

If you will come to lead us, Squire Nigel,

we are ready to venture our bodies in the

attempt."

What would Knolles say in case they

Vol. milâ��33.

failed ? The thought flashed through Nigel's

mind, but another came swiftly behind it.

He would not venture farther unless he

found hopes of success. And if he did

venture further he would put his life upon it.

Giving that, he made amends for all errors.

And if on the other hand success crowned

their efforts, then Knolles would forgive his

failure at the gateway. A minute later, every

doubt banished from his mind, he was

making his way through the darkness under

the guidance of Black Simon.

Outside th^ camp the two other men-at-

arms were waiting for them, and the four

advanced together. Presently a little group

of figures loomed up in the darkness. It was

a cloudy night, and a thin rain was falling

which obscured both the castle and the fort,

but a stone had been placed by Simon in the

daytime which assured that they were between

the two.

" Is blind Andreas there ? " asked Simon.

" Yes, kind sir, I am here," said a voice.

" This man," said Simon, " was once rich

and of good repute, but he was beggared by

this robber lord, who afterwards put out his

eyes, so that he has lived for many years in

darkness at the charity of others."

" How can he help us in our enterprise if

he be indeed blind ? " said Nigel.

" It is for that very reason, fair lord, that

he can be of greater service than any other

man," Simon answered, " for it often happens

that when a man has lost a sense the good

God will strengthen those that remain.

Hence it is that Andreas has such ears that

he can hear the sap in the trees or the cheep

of the mouse in its burrow. He has come to

help us to find the tunnel."

"And I have found it," said the blind

man, proudly. " Here I have placed my

staff upon the line of it. Twice as I lay there

with my ear to the ground I have heard foot-

steps pass beneath me."

" I trust you make no mistake, old man,"

said Nigel.

For answer the blind man raised his staff

and smote twice upon the ground, once to

the right and once to the left. The one

gave a dull thud, the other a hollow boom.

" Can you not hear that ?" he asked.

" Will you ask me now if 1 make a mistake ? "

" Indeed, we are much beholden to you !"

cried Nigel. " Let the peasants dig then,

and as silently as they may. Do you keep

your ear upon the ground, Andreas, so that

if anyone pass beneath us we shall be

warned."

So, amid the driving rain, the little group
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toiled in the darkness. The blind man lay

silent, flat upon his face, and twice they

heard his warning hiss and stopped their

work, whilst someone passed beneath. In

an hour they had dug down to a stone arch,

which was clearly the outer side of the tunnel

roof. Here was a sad obstacle, for it might

take long to loosen a stone, and if their work

were not done by the break of day then

their enterprise was indeed hopeless. They

loosened the mortar with a dagger and at

last dislodged one small stone, which enabled

them to get at the others. Presently a dark

hole, blacker than the night around them,

yawned at their feet, and their swords could

touch no bottom to it. They had opened

the tunnel.

" I would fain enter it first," said Nigel.

" I pray you to lower me down." They held

him to the full length of their arms and then,

letting him drop, they heard him land safely

beneath them. An instant later the blind

man started up with a low cry of alarm.

" A DARK HOLE, BLACKER THAN THE NIGHT AROUND THEM, YAWNED AT THEIR PEET."

" I hear steps coming," said he. " They

are far off, but they draw nearer."

Simon thrust his head and neck down the

hole.

" Squire Nigel," he whispered, " can you

hear me ? "

" I can hear you, Simon."

" Andreas says that someone comes."

" Then cover over the hole," came the

answer. " Quick, I pray you, cover it over."

A mantle was stretched across it so that

no glimmer of light should warn the new-

comer. The fear was that he might have

heard the sound of Nigel's descent. But

soon it was clear that he had not done so,

for Andreas announced that he was still

advancing. Presently Nigel could hear the

distant thud of his feet. If he bore a lantern

all was lost. But no gleam of light appeared

in the black tunnel, and still the footsteps

drew nearer. Nigel breathed a prayer of

thanks to all his guardian saints as he

crouched close to the slimy wall and waited

breathless, his

dagger in his hand.

Nearer yet and

nearer came the

steps. He could

hear the stranger's

coarse breathing

in the darkness.

Then, as he

brushed past, Nigel

bounded upon

him with a tiger

spring. There was

one gasp of aston-

ishment, and not

a sound more, for

the squire's grip

was on the man's

throat, and his

body was pinned

motionless against

the wall.

' ' S i m o n !

Simon!" cried

Nigel, loudly.

The mantle was

moved from the

hole.

" Have you a

cord ? Or your

belts linked

together may

serve."

One of the

peasants had a

rope, and Nigel
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soon felt it dangling against his hand. He

listened, and there was no sound in the

passage. For an instant he released his

captive's throat. A torrent of prayers and

entreaties came forth. The man was shaking

like a leaf in the wind. Nigel pressed the

point of his dagger against his face and dared

him to open his lips. Then he slipped the

rope beneath his arms and tied it.

" Pull him up ! " he whispered, and for an

instant the grey glimmer above him was

obscured.

" We have him, fair sir," said Simon.

" Then drop me the rope, and hold it

fast."

A moment later Nigel stood among the

group of men who had gathered round their

captive. It was too dark to see him and

they dared not strike flint and steel. Simon

passed his hand roughly over him and felt

a fat, clean-shaven face, and a

cloth gaberdine which hung to

the ankles.

"Who are you?" he

uhispered. " Speak the truth

anil speak it low, if you would

ever speak again."

The man's teeth

chattered in his head

with cold and fright.

" I speak no English,"

he murmured.

"French, then," said

Nigel.

" I am a holy priest

of God. You court the

ban of Holy Church

when you lay hands

upon me. I pray you

let me go upon my way,

for there are those

whom I would shrive

and housel. If they

should die in sin their

damnation is upon you."

" How are you called,

then ? "

" I am Dom Peter de

Cervolles."

"De Cervolles, the

arch - priest, he who

heated the brazier when

they burned out my

eyes!" cried old Andreas.

"Of all the devils in

hell there is none fouler

than this one. Friends,

friends, if I have done

aught for you this night,

I ask but one reward, that ye let me have

my will of this man."

But Nigel pushed the old man back.

"There is no time for this," he said.

" Now, hark you, priestâ��if priest indeed you

beâ��your gown and tonsure will not save you

if you play us false, for we are here of a set

purpose and we will go forward with it, come

what may. Answer me, and answer me

truly, or it will be an ill night for you.

In what part of the castle does this tunnel

enter ? "

In the lower cellar."

What is at the end ? "

An oaken door."

Is it barred ? "

' Yes, it is barred."

' How would you have entered ? "

' I would have given the password."

' Who, then, would have opened ? "

THK ^QUIRES GRIP WAS ON

THE MAN'S THROAT."



26o

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" There is a guard within."

" And beyond him ? "

" Beyond him are the prison cells and the

gaolers."

" Who else would be afoot ? "

" No one save a guard at the gate and

another on the battlement."

" What, then, is the password ? "

The man was silent.

" The password, fellow ! " The cold points

of two daggers pricked his throat, but still

he would not speak.

"Where is the blind man?" asked Nigel.

" Here, Andreas, you can have him and do

what you will with him."

"Nay, nay," the priest whimpered. " Keep

him off me. Save me from blind Andreas !

I will tell you everything."

"The password, then, this instant! "

" It is ' Benedicite.'"

"We have the password, Simon," cried

Nigel. " Come, then, let us on to the

farther end. These peasants will guard the

priest, and they will remain here lest we wish

to send a message."

" Nay, fair sir, it is in my mind that we

can do better," said Simon. " Let us take

the priest with us, so that he who is within

may know his voice."

" It is well thought of," said Nigel; " and

first let us pray together, for indeed this

night may well be our last." He and his

three men-at-arms knelt in the rain and

sent up their simple orisons, Simon still

clutching tight to his prisoner's wrist. The

priest fumbled in his breast and drew some-

thing forth.

" It is the heart of the blessed Confessor

Saint Enogat," said he. " It may be that it

will ease and assoil your souls if you would

wish to handle it."

The four Englishmen passed the flat silver

case from hand to hand, each pressing his

lips devoutly upon it. Then they rose to

their feet. Nigel was the first to lower him-

self down the hole; then Simon, then the

priest, who was instantly seized by the other

two. The men-at-arms followed them. They

had scarcely moved away from the hole when

Nigel stopped.

" Surely someone else came after us,"

said he.

They listened, but no whisper or rustle

came from behind them. For a minute

they paused and then resumed their journey

through the dark. It seemed a long, long

way, though in truth it was but a few hundred

yards before they came to a door with a

glimmer of yellow light around it, which

barred their passage. Nigel struck upon it

with his hand.

There was the rasping of a bolt and then a

loud voice : " Is that you, priest ? "

"Yes, it is I," said the prisoner, in a

quavering voice. " Open, Arnold !''

The voice was enough. There was no

question of passwords. The door swung

inwards, and in an instant the janitor was

cut down by Nigel and Simon. So sudden

and so fierce was the attack that, save for the

thud of his body no sound was heard. A

flood of light burst outwards into the passage,

and the Englishmen stood with blinking eyes

in its glare. In front of them lay a stone-

flagged corridor, across which lay the dead

body of the janitor. It had doors on either

side of it, and another grated door at the

farther end. A strange hubbub, a kind of

low droning and whining filled the air. The

four men were standing listening, full of

wonder as to what this might mean, when a

sharp cry came from behind them. The

priest lay in a shapeless heap upon the

ground and the blood was rushing from his

gaping throat. Down the passage, a black

shadow in the yellow light, there fled a

(Touching man, who clattered with a stick as

he went.

" It is Andreas," cried West-country Will.

" He has slain him."

"Then it was he that I heard behind us,"

said Nigel. " Doubtless he was at our very

heels in the darkness. I fear that the priest's

cry has been heard."

" Nay," said Simon, " there are so many

cries that one more may well pass. Let us

take this lamp from the wall and see what

sort of devil's den we have around us."

They opened the door upon the right, and

so horrible a smell issued from it that they

were driven backward. The lamp which

Simon held forward showed a monkey-like

creature mowing and grimacing in the

comer, man or woman none could tell, hut

driven crazy by loneliness and horror. In

the other cell was a grey-bearded man

fettered to the wall, looking blankly before

him, a body without a soul, yet with life still

in him, for his dull eyes turned slowly in

their direction. But it was from behind the

central door at the end of the passage that

the chorus of sad cries came which filled

the air.

"Simon," said Nigel, "before we go

farther we will take this outer door from its

hinges. With it we will block this passage,

so that at the worst we may hold our ground

here until help comes. Do you back to the
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camp as fast as your feet can bear you. The

peasants will draw you upwards through the

hole. Give my greetings to Sir Robert, and

tell him that the castle is taken without fail

if he come this way with fifty men. jSay

that we have made

a lodgment within

the walls. And tell

him also, Simon,

that I would

counsel him to

"THE PRIEST LAY IN A SHAPELESS HEAP UPON THE GROUND.

make a stir before the gateway, so that the

guard may be held there whilst we make

good our footing behind them. Go, good

Simon, and lose not a moment."

But the man-at-arms shook his head.

" It is I who have brought you here, fair

sir, and here I b;ch through fair and foul.

But you spe?"- wisely and well, for Sir Robert

should indeed be told what is going forward

now that we have gone so far. Harding, do

you go with all speed and bear the gentle

Nigel's message."

Reluctantly the man-at-arms sped upon

his errand. They could hear the racing of

his feet and the low jingle of his harness

until they died away in the tunnel. Then

the three companions approached the door

at the end. It was

their intention to wait

where they were until

help should come, but

suddenly amid the

babel of cries within

there broke forth an

English voice, shouting

in torment.

" My God !" it cried,

" I pray you, comrades,

for a cup of water, as

you hope for Christ's

mercy ! " A shout of

laughter, and the thud

of a heavy blow fol-

lowed the appeal.

All the hot blood

rushed to Nigel's head

at the sound, buzzing

in his ears and throb-

bing in his temples.

There are times when

the fiery heart of a man

must overbear the cold

brain of a soldier. With

one bound he was at

the door, with another

he was through it, the

men-at-arms at his

heels. So strange was

the scene before them

that for an instant all

three stood motionless

with horror and sur-

prise.

It was a great vaulted

chamber, brightly lit by

many torches. At the

farther end roared a

great fire. In front of

it three naked men

were chained to posts in such a way

that flinch as they might they could never

get beyond the range of its scorching

heat. Yet they were so far from it that no

actual burn would be inflicted if they could

but keep turning and shifting so as con-

tinually to present some fresh portion of

their flesh to the flames. Hence they

danced and whirled in front of the fire,

tossing ceaselessly this way and that within

the compass of their chains, wearied to

death, their protruding tongues
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" SO STRANGE WAS THE SCENE DEKORE THEM THAT FOR AN INSTANT ALL THREE STOOD MOTIONLESS."

and blackened with thirst, but unable for

one instant to rest from their writhings and

contortions.

Even stranger was the sight at each side of

the room, whence came that chorus of groans

which had first struck upon the ears of Nigel

and his companions. A line of great hogs-

heads were placed alongside the walls, and

within each sat a man, his head protruding

from the top. As they moved within there was

a constant splashing and washing of water.

The white, wan faces all turned together as

the door flew open, and a cry of amazement

and of hope took the place of those long-

drawn moans of despair. At the same

instant two fellows clad in black, who had

been seated with a flagon of wine between

them at a table near the fire, sprang wildly to

their feet, staring with blank amazement at

this sudden inrush. That instant of delay-

deprived them of their last chance of safety.

Midway down the room was a flight of stone

steps which led to the main door. Swift as

a wild cat Nigel bounded towards it and

gained the steps a stride or two before the

jailers. They turned and made for the other

which led to the passage, but Simon and his

comrade were nearer to it than they. Two

sweeping blows, two dagger thrusts into

writhing figures, and the ruffians who worked

the will of the Butcher lay dead upon the

floor of their slaughter-house.

(To be continued.)



Picttires by Famous Amateurs.

BY RONALD GRAHAM.

T is frequently one of the

oddities of genius that it be-

lieves itself capable of totally

different achievement from

that in which it has made

its mark. A tragedian thinks

he is intended for a great comedian : a

professional humorist is convinced that

tears or melodrama is his forte. Many of

our great writers succeeded in persuading

themselves that, but for an accident or the

taste of the time, the world would have been

richer by a great delineator of Nature,

another Hogarth, another Turner, another

Leech.

In some

cases, of course,

there came a

time of disillu-

sionment, when

the spell was

broken and the

artist threw

down the brush

or pencil in ex-

change for the

pen or the

sword, reserving

his skill thence-

forward merely

as a means of

diversion or

entertainmen t

to his friends.

I remember the

late eminent

soldier, Sir

Michael Bid-

dulph, Black

Rod, telling me,

naively: " I was

bom to be an

artist, but I

drifted into

soldiering." His

numerous pictures certainly showed great

natural talent. General Baden-Powell might

perhaps say the same. Sir Henry Thomp-

son and Sir Harry Johnston are other names

which will occur to the reader of amateur

artists of distinction. The law and medicine

have each spoilt (or saved) numerous budding

painters. But the pen and pencil go most

naturally hand in hand, although instances

are very rare when writing and drawing are

MARIE ANTOINETTE.

as meritorious in so equal a degree as they

were in, let us say, the case of George du

Maurier.

The spectacle of Thackeray humbly

waiting on young Charles Dickens with a

portfolio of sketches, anxious to obtain

the commission to illustrate " Pickwick,"

is almost pathetic. For years Thackeray

toiled away in Paris, with brushes and

palette, copying Gros and \Vatteau and

Lucas von Leyden ("a better man than

1 Hirer and as great as Raphael ") ; seem-

ingly regarding his literary skill as

mediocre in comparison with either.

There can be

no doubt that

Thackeray's pen-

and-ink draw-

ings â�� whatever

their imperfec-

tions from the

point of view of

the art masterâ��

are fu 11 of a

character of

their own â�� just

that kind of

character which

makes Cruik-

shank's designs

so precious. But

we are told that

when he set out

to be a painter

in oils he took

Bonington as his

model, and re-

solved to execute

subject pictures

in the fashion

which was so

popular in that

day. A friend

of Thackeray's

youth has re-

corded how he devoted several weeks to

the portrait of a young lady with whom he

was rather smitten, very much as Clive

in the novel painted Ethel Newcome's

counterfeit presentment. " It was a dread-

ful daub, but I did not dare to tell him so ;

and I think he afterwards came to this

melancholy conclusion himself, for he after-

wards destroyed it and never saw his fair

sitter again."

BY W. M. THACKERAY.
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A YOUNG SPANISH LADY.

Hv CHARLES DICKENS.

Numbers of Thackeray's drawings exist, as

little unlike as may be to the sketches with

which he illustrated his early works. There

are even canvases by him somewhere extant.

One of the earliest

sketches I have

seen is a copy of

a picture by Sal-

vator Rosa. An-

other more fini-

shed is apparently

a portrait of Marie

Antoinette, rather

too plump of

feature. This is

reproduced on the

preceding page.

Upon Dickens

as an artist a

paper has already

appeared in THE

STRAND MAGA-

ZINE, but the

drawings there

rendered were

rather more crude

â��or at least less

laboured

the head of the young Spanish

lady here given which he drew

for the album of his sister

Laetitia, afterwards the wife

of his friend Henry Austin.

This drawing is in colours,

and no doubt was considered

a very fine performance by the

artist, who was then engaged

in Parliamentary reporting,

and who afterwards gave so

much trouble to other artists

illustrating his works. He had

then ceased to draw at all,

but he retained a certain

knowledge of what drawings

ought to be, a knowledge

which sharpened his criticism

and occasionally embarrassed

Cruikshank, and after an in-

terval of twenty years Luke

Fildes and Marcus Stone.

" I am delighted with my

faculty for drawing," wrote the

great musician, Mendelssohn.

" It is a great pastime with

me." Yet the most one can

say of the water-colours with

which Mendelssohn literally

dowered his friends is that

they are genteel productions,

never rugged or personal. Even the sketch-

books containing the fruits of his tour in the

Highlands are said by their present owner to

contain nothing wild or robust. A placid

THE ARTIST'S HOME. BY F. MENDELSSOHN.

- than Rfproditctd from " IIorttey'9 Recollectioni of a Royal Academician." Â£y permission of Mr. John Mumg.
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lake, a quiet glen, a distant view of town or

village, with these Mendelssohn the artist

contented himself. The sketch reproduced is

one of several given to his friend, the father

of the late J. C. Horsley, R.A., as a Christ-

mas present away back in the " forties," and

not long before the great musician's untimely

decease.

Of Victor Hugo as an artist we may

express ourselves in less guarded terms. In

abundantly, even upon the walls of his bed-

chamber, on the table linen, on the backs of

letters and envelopes and tradesmen's billsâ��

black towers and pinnacles (as in the specimen

here given) or swart trees upstanding amidst

strong shadows. One would like to repro-

duce an abundance of theseâ��and, indeed,

someone in France has published a book

entitled " Drawings by Victor Hugo," but,

although a quarto, it is a scanty affair and

A MEDIEVAL STRONGHOLD.

Hv VICTOR HUGO.

his productions, even those achieved with,

cigar-ends smeared with ink, there is un-

mistakable genius. He is as little conven-

tional as Gustave Dor^ or Rudyard Kipling.

There is an impression of vigorous strength,

a suggestion of mystery in his slightest

sketches. During Hugo's residence in

Guernsey he used to produce these sketches

Vol. xxxiL-34.

gives less than a dozen. There must be

hundreds of drawings extant by the author of

" Les Miserables." '

But a greater than Mendelssohn, whom he

met at Weimar in 1831, Wolfgang von Goethe,

once laboured under the belief that in pic-

torial art and not literature lay his real

strength. This was after he had found out
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his shortcomings on the stage, although

almost to the end of his days Goethe was a

fair actor. But then Goethe was everything

â��poet, actor, dramatist, theatrical manager,

musician, painter, and sculptor. His draw-

ings lacked fireâ��in none of those I have

come across is there anything of the spirit

which animated " Goetz von Berlichingen."

They are chiefly landscapes, with placid

you will soon have a picture." Several early

sketches by Tennyson have come under the

hammer at auction, sometimes as merely

accompanying his autograph, but one with

more pretension we reproduce on the next

page. It cannot be said that the drawing

is altogether true or that it presents any

inherent originality, but as the work of an

eminent poet it has great interest.

-

â�¢^

.

:

t^^l^l-i^* â�¢â�¢ â�¢ - .- - :

I ':^ T-' ,-' '- - - -"

'

A LANDSCAPE.

figures in the foreground, as in the one here

given.

That Tennyson was a pictorial artist was,

perhaps, not suspected by the world at large

until, in his declining years, they learned that

at Farringford he passed pleasant moments

at the easel when wearied with turning

couplets and polishing hexameters. In his

" Life," by his son, the present I ,ord Tenny-

son, we are told that the famous painter

Watts urged"-.him to continue his painting.

"Add a daub every day," he wrote, "and

BY WOLFGANG VON GOETHE.

Infinitely greater was the artistic talent of

Tennyson's brother poet, Robert Browning,

although we greatly regret that a better

example of his work than the sketch of the

three Russians which Browning dispatched

to some member of his family from the

Continent half a century and more ago

cannot be furnished. The drawing of the

human figure is far more difficult of perform-

ance than landscape. Any young lady of

moderate talent could have done Tennyson's

mossy ruin, but many artists of Academy

\
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A RUINED CASTLE.

rank would have

no reason1 to be

ashamed of

Browning's sketch.

We are told that

the latter poet

devoted a great

deal of his time

to drawing and

devising odd

effects with his

impromptu pic-

tures. One of his

diversions was

" roasting brown

pa per over a

candle" to pro-

duce certain weird

effects. Unhappily

none of these

eccentric produc-

tions remain.

Charles Kings-

ley's skill with the

pencil was quite

Kv ALFRED TENNYSON.

unusual, and at one period

of his career he founded

and taught a drawing

class at Bideford. There

are many examples of his

pencil scattered hither

and thither amongst

Kingsley's friends and

their heirs and successors.

One is a clever study of

a fisherman now belonging

to Mr. R. Biddulph, while

another in quite a different

style is a landscape with

an inn in the foreground,

which we reproduce.

" My dear sir," once

wrote John Ruskin to a

critic, " if you only knew

how difficult it is to paint

even a decent picture you

would not say the severe

things you do of those

who fail." Yet Ruskin,

who was conscious of

having failed as a painter,

once produced a picture

which earned the com-

mendation of both Watts

and Millais. Millais

wrote : " A most astonish-

ing picture," and Watts

remarked of it to Mr.

STUDY OF THREE RUSSIANS,

BY ROBERT BROWNING.
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A COUNTRY INN.

Cosmo Monkhouse, " I don't know any-

body else who could have done it."

" Ruskin is a great writer who knows how to

paint stones and clouds " was the summing-

up of a Saturday Reviewer, and although at

an early period of his career the prophet

and critic seemed about to be lost in the artist,

Bv CHARLES KINGSLEY.

yet Ruskin quickly recognised his limitations

and confined himself to those carefully-

pencilled and tinted elucidations of his text

with which all his readers are familiar. The

present drawing, however, shows a rarer and

bolder flight.

We see here a spacious firmament packed,

A WONDERFUL CLOUD EFFECT.

cottrtety of 3fr. '.<â�¢â�¢<â�¢,'â�¢ Allen.

BY JOHN RUSKIN.

s
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A CHURCH DOOR.

BY THOMAS HARDY.

adorned, and glorified by multi-

tudinous clouds of every

description. Beneath the clcud

rack which stretches across the

picture stands silhouetted

against the sun's radiance the

fabric of a mighty cathedral.

The whole is an effect worthy

of the great Turner himself.

Before becoming a novelist,

and indeed for some little time

after, Mr. Thomas Hardy fol-

lowed the profession of archi-

tect. In the pursuit of this

calling he produced many ex-

cellent architectural drawings,

amongst which is one at least

which shows considerable feel-

ing and appreciation of the

picturesque. It was acquired

some years ago, with others, of

a bookseller in Salisbury, into

whose possession it had come

on the death of a former fellow-

student of the novelist's, and is

here reproduced. These drawings

were left at the office and promptly

confiscated, very much as Aubrey

Beardsley's architectural plans and

sketches were on his abandoning

his first vocation.

Readers of the " Just So Stories "

do not need to be told that Mr.

Rudyard Kipling is an artist of

quite an uncommon order. Yet,

although his father was a painter

and art - master by profession,

" Ruddy " is said to be wholly un-

trained. " He liked doing things

his own way," writes one who knew

him at school, "and if he wanted

to make a hill square and cover it

with vermilion grass he would do it."

Yet the study of a tiger's head, be-

longing with three other drawings

accompanying this article to Mr.

R. J. Jephson, shows that he could

at times obseve convention and

nature at the same time. It is

an open secret that Mr. Kipling

has other drawings of the "Just

So " pattern in store for the public

at no very remote time.

A TIGER'S HEAD.

BY RUJJYARD KIPLING.



HE big cardboard box was

on the bed, its lid lay on the

floor ; the maid had just deftly

fastened the last mysterious

hook hidden in the last foamy

cluster of laceâ��the wedding-

gown was " on " !

" I suppose," said Miss Winston, revolving

slowly, craning her neck over her shoulder in

a futile endeavour to survey the back of her

own waistâ��" I suppose it fits pretty well,

Barker ? "

" Lovely, miss ! " declared the maid, with

enthusiasm. " Beautiful! "

" It will do, I dare say," said Miss Winston,

a little coldly. " Yes, I'll try the shoesâ��it

will be hateful if they pinch to-morrow.

You had better fasten them perhapsâ��I'll

keep them on a little while. There's

mother's bell. If she wants to see me in

this ask her to come soon so that I can take

it off. A letter? Oh, yes, I see." The

maid hurried out as the bell pealed again,

and she glanced at the letter as it lay on the

table. " From Cynthia ! Oh ! " she said.

A letter, though it be from the most

effusively-affectionate and strenuously-sym-

pathetic of bosom friendsâ��and Cynthia

was bothâ��must necessarily take a back-seat

to the fit of a wedding-gown, particularly

when the wedding is next day. Miss Winston

turned to the cheval-glass to contemplate

herself again.

It was hardly a regulation wedding-gown.

It was soft and lacy and silky and white,

but it boasted neither train nor orange-

blossoms, and to-morrow a hat would replace

the orthodox veil. It was as it was in

accordance with the wish of the bridegroom.

" You don't mean to have the ordinary long-

tailed arrangement, I hope ? And veils are

ghastly," he had said on the only occasion

when he had mentioned the subject. To the

surprise of everybody, Miss Winston had

docilely complied, and Cynthia had remarked

darkly that Peterborough was the sort of

man who always did get his own way.

" Look at him ! " had added Cynthia, when

pressed to explain herself, which was oracular,

but not enlightening. Miss Winston, look-

ing at him, had seen a clean-built, broad-

shouldered, black-haired, black-browed man,

looking every day of his three-and-thirty

years, whose jaw and chin were very square

and firm, and whose steel-grey eyes were very

keen and bright. Of course, he was neither

elegant in figure nor handsome in face, but

she did consider that Cynthia, in declaring

with a mysterious small shiver that " there

was something about him " â�� presumably
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something which produced the shiverâ��was

really going rather too far. She was not in

the least in love with Lord Peterborough ;

she would probably never have accepted him

but forâ��but for certain circumstances ; and

equally of course, he was not in love with

her, but she desired to do him justice.

The fact that he had asked her to marry him

immediately after the collapse of a certain

mine had swallowed up the whole of the

fortune left her by her godmother was cer-

tainly in his favour. She felt that Cynthia,

in contemptuously declaring that forty

thousand pounds was " too paltry" a sum

for the consideration of a man in his

position, had almost trenched upon the

absurd, for everybody knew that Peter-

borough was not so rich. To be wept over

as a victim when one is about to become a

viscountess is unquestionably a little trying.

Cynthia's passionate declaration that she

could not attend the wedding and " witness

the sacrifice " had, indeed, almost made her

laugh. She decided that Cynthia, since she

married the artistic young man whom she

declared her " affinity " â�� his hair was too

long and his coats were too baggy to elicit

her own admirationâ��was not so nice as she

used to be. One didn't want, she had said

to herself with petulance, " to be drowned in

sympathy '." She wasn't in the least senti-

mental about Frankâ��she sometimes called

Peterborough Frankâ��but he would neither

eat her nor beat her. It was all right; she

was going through with it; they would get on

well enough, she supposed, butâ��but

Her hazel eyes looked very big and forlorn

as she turned away and took up Cynthia's

letter. She shrugged her shoulders under

her wedding-gown.

" Another wail, I suppose," she said.

The word was scarcely too strong â��

Cynthia's letters, like Cynthia herself, had,

since her engagement, been pitched in a

depressing!)' minor key. This was no. ex-

ception. Miss Winston, putting it down,

stood frowning. Cynthia, of course, was a

dear, but she might, if she must write at all

on the eve of one's wedding-day, have tried

to be at least a little cheerful. The offer of

her home as "an asylum " in the, apparently,

shortly-to-be-anticipated time when sne would

find matrimony and Peterborough unbear-

able, was really going farther than she had

gone yet! And it was distinctly lacking in

tact to hint so darkly at somebody else. For

she might just as well have written Harry

Warrender's name and done with it!

Miss Winston sank down into a chairâ��

her charming face had lost its pretty pink.

She had loyally made up her mind never to

think of Harry Warrender again, but it was

impossibleâ��thanks to Cynthiaâ��to avoid

doing it now. She had never been able to

understand why he had not asked her to

marry him. It was while she was smarting

under his unexplained withdrawal, and the

knowledge that he had gone abroad, that she

had accepted Peterborough. She did not

know whether it was a comfort or otherwise

to know that he had not deserted her on

account of the loss of her fortune, for when

the mine collapsed he had been out of

England for a week. The alternativeâ��that

he had only flirtedâ��that he had not really

cared, was quite as humiliating. She had

had a fierce little sense of exultation in

accepting Peterborough. He was an in-

finitely better match, and Harry had always

been jealous of him. She had refused to be

sympathi/ed with on the matter, even by

Cynthia, and nowâ��well, she need not have

written about him, for it was the same as

writing. No doubt he had absolutely for-

gotten her ; she would probably not see him,

and would certainly never hear from him,

again. She turned her head and saw on the

table, where it must have lain under Cynthia's,

a letter addressed to her in his handwriting !

She went cold and hot and white and red,

but she tore it open with shaking fingers. It

was not long. When she put it down hsr

face was as colourless as her wedding-gown,

and her hands were shaking more.

So he had cared for her ! He had asked

for her father's permission to marry her, and

had been peremptorily refused ! Well, she

could believe that. Her father had never

liked Harry's attentions, and told her bluntly

that she ought to do much better for herself

than the second son of a country squire

whose lieutenancy in a crack regiment pro-

bably absorbed what little he had beyond

his pay twice over. Yes; she could believe

that her father, hot-tempered and obstinate,

had said No ! Butâ��but could it be true that

it was Peterborough's fault that she had

never heard of itâ��that he had persuaded her

father to be silent, and had then and there

made his own proposal for her? He had

always disliked Harry, but could he have

stooped to play such a treacherous part as

that ? It would have been treachery, for she

had always believed that it was only after her

own acceptance of him that he had spoken

to her father. Why, it had been a plot!â��

she had been bought and sold between them

if this were trueâ��and the reasons giv
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made it look true. Her father had been

ready to sell her to a title and position ;

Peterborough had been willing to stoop to

buy the wife he chanced to fancy ! " Well,

he won, for he has got you and you care for

him, I hope," Harry wrote at the end of the

passionate lines which told her that he loved

her as he always must and should love her,

and craved her pardon for thus daring to

write to bid her farewell. Of course, she

forgave him ! Of course, she understood his

wanting her to know that he had not trifled

with and left herâ��it was natural, as he said,

that he should feel unable to resist the

temptation of setting himself so far right,

although it was so hopelessly too late. But

was it too late ? Had Peterborough got her?

Not yet ! Miss Winston's hazel eyes began

to glitter; she stood up looking at the two

letters. Part of a sentence in Cynthia's

caught her eye : " Whatever happens, you

have always an asylum in my home, dearest,"

Cynthia had written. She had laughed upon

reading it first, irritated and amused, saying

to herself that Frank was not an ogre, and

that Cynthia was a goose. But now ! She

clenched her hands and broke into a laugh.

She would go to

Cynthia! To-morrow

should not be her

wedding - day, for she

"'WHATEVER HA

WEAKEST, CYNTHIA HAD WRITTEN.

would not marry Peterborough then or at all.

(It was a comfortâ��her heart, thumping fast

already, gave an extra violent jump at the

thought of coming face to face with himâ��it

was a comfort to reflect that he was not in

the house, but was coming from the Northâ��

his " place " was in the Northâ��by the night

train, and would not arrive until the morn-

ing.) She would leave a few lines for her

father, saying that she refused to marry him

and why. Cynthia would take her in and

would uphold and defend herâ��yes, even

against Peterborough himself!

She scrawled the few lines in a desperate

hurryâ��they were about equally indignant,

incoherent, and resolute, and more shaky

and blotted than either. Dare she wait to

change ? No. At any moment her mother

might appear; she must run away from her

bridegroom and her wedding-day in her

wedding-gown. In that long evening cloak

â��it was warm, luckilyâ��she would be taken,

if anybody noticed her in the train â��Cynthia

was unreasonable enough to live at Pinnerâ��

for a returning theatre-goer. In a moment

her white glories were hidden under its folds

and its hood pulled over her head. She

stole down the staircase into

her father's den, left her few

lines in a conspicuous place,

got across the hall unseen, and

let herself out into the bright,

cold January night. A provi-

dentially passing cab answered

her signal as she reached the

kerb. In another moment she

was being driven to Euston as

fast as the horse could go.

In spite of the cabman's

haste she almost lost the train.

She had barely time to rush

for the booking-office, fly along

the platform, and spring into

an empty first-class compart-

ment before it began to move.

It was a smoking compartment,

she noticed, looking about her,

breathless. But that didn't

matter ; if anybody got in at

VVillesden she could easily find

another seat, as it was a corri-

dor train. Plenty of people did

get in at Willesden, but her

solitude was not invaded.

Sitting in her corner, cuddled

up in her cloak, she kept her

cheek pressed against the glass,

on the look - out for Pinner.

They were close upon it now ;

IN MY HOME,
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would there be a cab at the station ? What

would Cynthia say ? The engine uttered a

warning shriek, there was a flash of vague

lights, and the station was gone ! They had

dashed through and not stopped at all !

Miss Winston started to her feet, her

mouth open for the cry she was too horrified

to utter. Darting out into the corridor she

collided violently with a passing person in an

official cap, and clutched him as though he

were a last straw.

" Pinner ! " she gasped. " We've passed

it. We haven't stopped!"

" Pinner ? No, miss. Sha'n't stop before

Crewe. This is the twelve o'clock special to

Liverpool."

He passed on. Miss Winston sank limply

into a seat again.

" This," she said, aloud, with the desperate

composure of despairâ��"this is too simply

awful for anything! It's a dream, or some-

thing ! It must be ! "

Of course, she understood. She had been

too early for the right train instead of almost

too late; but her headlong hurry had waited

for nothing. She pulled out her purseâ��

snatched up without examination at the last

moment â��and explored its contents, to stare

at it with yet blanker dismay. She would

arrive in Crewe somewhere about half-past

three in the morning, hatless, gloveless, almost

as bad as shoeless, and possessed of five and

ninepence and a postage stamp ! Truly, it

was pleasantâ��truly, it was a nice situation !

And to-morrowâ��no, to-dayâ��was to have

been her wedding-day!

She started up with a frightened cry. With

a shrill screaming of the engine whistles, and

a grinding jar of brakes, the train slowed

down and stood still.

Miss Winston hurried out into the corridor.

Somebody had opened a door; the air seemed

a whirl of snowflakes ; down upon the line

figures with lanterns moved to and fro ; in

the confusion of bewildered questions and

shouted answers she presently made out

what was wrong. A London-bound train

had crashed into a luggage train, and was off

the line. It had occurred a mile or so out-

side the next station. News of the catas-

trophe had been wired on directly, but it was

feared too late to stop the Liverpool special

before she passed Rugby, so men with

lanterns had run along the track to warn her.

Many passengers were injured; the line

would not be clear for hours ; the Liverpool

special must shunt into a siding until day-

light. The station was not more than two

miles away. Her passengers could take their

Vol. Â«Â«iiâ��35.

choice between staying where they were until

morning and walking on and finding shelter

in the adjacent town. Miss Winston, listen-

ing, shivering, again inclined to think that

this must really be some awful dream,

grasped a blue arm that passed and looked

up into an official face.

"Could one wire from there?" she

demanded. " Wire to town ? "

" Meaning Chesterford, miss ? From the

station you could. Going to get out ? "

" Yes, I'll walk on," said Miss Winston.

One's mother, she reflected, as she stepped

gingerly upon the footboard and jumped

downâ��oh, those white kid shoes with their

Lou'is heels !â��one's mother may be ready

and willing to stand by cheerfully while one

is sacrificed, but she is not to be lightly

driven out of her wits with anxiety. Common

humanity dictated that a wire to say that she

was safe and sound should be dispatched

without delay. She gathered her skirts

about herâ��oh, the draggled laces and soaked

flounces of that unhappy wedding-gown !â��

and made one of the straggling score or two

of unfortunates who were setting out for

Chesterford.

If the journey had possessed the nature of

an awful dream, that walk partook of the

characteristics of a still more awful night-

mare. Blown by the wind and half blinded

by the snow, her feet soaked, her hands

frozen, she came at last upon the scene of the

accident. A great heap of wreckage blocked

the line, moving figures and flitting lights

showed blurred through the snow ; most of

the injured had been taken away; some were

in course of removal; there were groans and

cries now and then ; one figure, covered with

a tarpaulin, lay terribly still. Turning /rom

it, shuddering, she saw beside the track a

signalman's hut. It was lighted ; perhaps

she could shelter there to rest and get her

breath. She had just reached it when some-

one, coming out, brushed roughly against

her, and she fell back with a scream. He

saw her pale face in the circle of her snow-

covered hood, and uttered an exclamation

almost as loud.

" Sybil ! " he cried.

Peterborough ! Miss Winston stood staring

in dumb horror. She could no more find

her tongue than she could have repressed her

scream. He was hatless ; his clothing was

all draggled and torn, one sleeve hanging in

ribbons. She saw that, and how white he

was in the instant that her heart, leaping into

her throat, started beating madly. In a

moment the incredulous amazement of hT
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eyes would change to suspicion, anger, and

then . He caught her arm, pulling her

into the hut.

" Sybil!" he repeated, in a tone of utter

bewilderment. " You ! " He dropped her

arm. His black brows knitted ; something

of the look she dreaded to see flashed into

his eyes. " How upon earth do you come

here ? "

Providence, in

the shape of a

shout from out-

side, saved her

from the necessity

of reply. Peter-

borough swung

round to the door.

" I'm wantedâ��

I've been helping

them. Wait!" he

com manded.

" Stay here till I

come back !"

He went. There

was a chair ; Miss

Winston sank

limply into it.

Stay there until

he came back !

In default of any

asylum to which

to run â�� oh,

Cynthia, comfort-

ably unconscious

at Pinner ! â�� she

must needs do

that! How had

he come there ?

A moment's reflec-

tion answered the

question. The wrecked train must be his train

â��the train in which he had been travelling

to his bride and his wedding-day. And she,

running away from it and from him, had run

into his very arms ! What would he say

when he came back and she was forced into

telling him the truth ? She set her teeth,

whipping up her memory of his treachery.

It did not matter what he said, and he would

probably dare to say little. She heard his

step outside, and started to her feet as he

came in.

He stood looking at her, one hand

gripping the rough table-edge. Without

looking at him she saw that the black hair

lay wet and clogged upon his forehead, and

wondered what made it so. The bright

keenness of his eyes seemed to take in the

whole of her from top to toe â�� her snow-

"M1SS WINSTON STOOD STARING IN DUMB HORROR.

covered cloak and wind-blown hair, the

drenched and draggled white flounces of

that luckless wedding-gown, her soaked and

mire - spattered shoes. And upon his face

there grew and hardened the look which she

had expected to see.

" May I ask," he questioned, slowly,

" what you are doing here ? "

"Iâ��I did not

mean it," Miss

Winston faltered.

She was so horri-

bly cold that her

voice quaked like

her body. " Iâ��

was going to

Cynthia. I got

into the wrong

train."

"To Mrs. Mere-

dith?" His voice,

rising loud on the

question, sank

again. " Perhaps

I may ask why ? "

" To ask her to

keep me," Miss

Winston faltered

again.

"To keep you?"

Peterbo rough

echoed. His tone

was as sharp as

the contraction of

his black brows,

but it did not scare

her half so much

as the moment of

dead silence that

followed.

" Why ? " he demanded, curtly. She stood

dumb. " Why ? " he asked again.

" Because I had to," Miss Winston burst

out recklessly. She tried to forget how cold

she was, what a forlorn, bedraggled spectacle

she must look. " She always told me I

could go to her if I felt I couldn't bear

things, and I couldn't." She stopped.

"You know I've never wanted to marry you,"

she said.

" Oh ! " said Peterborough slowly. He

half laughed. " Isn't it a bit late to find it

out ? " He paused. " So you were running

away from me, were you ? "

" Yes !" avowed Miss Winston, defi-

antly.

" Having waited until your very wedding-

day to do it ! I'm obliged for your con-

sideration ! Also to Mrs. Meredith, whom, I
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suppose, I have to thank for putting it into

your head ? "

"You are speaking of my friend," said

Miss Winston, haughtily.

"And my enemy." He laughed again.

"Pooh 1 Do you suppose I don't know the

part that little fool has played with her

romantic rubbish ever since you were first

engaged to me ? I repeatâ��I am obliged to

her !"

" Then you need not be !" Miss Winston

flashed. He deserved no mercyâ��he should

have none; it was ridiculous to stand

quaking before him, as though she and not

he were the culprit. " It was not Cynthia's

fault, although she did say I could go to her

if I was as miserable when I was married as

she knew I should be. I had a letter from

Harryâ��Harry U'arrender."

" What ? " cried Peterborough, loudly.

" He wrote to say good-bye, and to tell me

that he had never treated me badly. He

never did treat me badly! He asked my

father for his permission to marry me and

was refused." She stopped. " Is it true

that you knew it ?"

"Certainly I knew it."

"And thatâ��as Harry says he is sureâ��you

persuaded him not to tell meâ��not to let me

know?"

" How the deuce should Warrender know

that?" ^'

" It doesn't matter how he knows it. Is it

true?"

" Suppose it is ?" said Peterborough,

coolly.

" It is !" Miss Winston cried. She stared

â�� she had hardly, she told herself, expected

such a composedly barefaced confession as

that " I might have known it!" she said,

contemptuously.

" Might you ? Perhaps I might ask how

Warrender dared write to you at all when

you were almost my wife, and I call him an

unspeakable cad for having done so in such

a fashion." He paused. " You have done

me the honour to run away from me. You

were not, I suppose, running to him ? "

"What do you mean?" demanded Miss

Winston, wrathfully.

" Merely that if he chanced to see you here

he might imagine it. His married sister's

place, where he is staying, is, as I suppose

you are aware, just outside Chesterford."

" I did not know it. I was going to

Cynthia, as I told you," asseverated Miss

Winston, hotly. " Of course, Lord Peter-

borough, if you choose to think other-

wise "

" Oh, I don't think otherwise ! Under

the circumstances it is about sufficient to

think as I do," Peterborough retorted,

bitterly. " Iâ��I "

" Frank !" shrieked Miss Winston, franti-

cally.

She clutched him as he swayed and

staggered. His dead weight dragged through

her arms to the floor. She screamed again

as she fell on her knees beside him and

somebody came running into the hut. In

some occult fashion she knew that he was a

doctor.

"He has fainted!" she gasped. "He is

dying ! He'll die ! "

" No, no ! " said the doctor. He thought

he had seldom seen so pretty or so horror-

stricken a face. He looked down. " What

â��he? He has been helping us â�� don't

know what I should have done without him

â��but I didn't know he was hurtâ��didn't say

so. What is it?"

"Iâ��I don't know," Miss Winston said,

helplessly. Her eyes were fixed in fascinated

horror upon the unconscious face on her

arm. How dreadfully white it wasâ��and was

the dank hair upon his forehead red as well

as wet ? " We â�� we were talking," she

gasped, " and all in a moment he staggered

and fell down."

" Ah ! " commented the doctor. He was

on his knees ; his hands and eyes were busy.

" I seeâ��a nasty knock on the headâ��lucky

the skull isn't fractured. Andâ��bless me !

what's this ? Why, this arm's crushed, and

torn from the shoulder to the elbow ! No

wonder he fainted ! "

" Oh, he'll dieâ��he'll die ! I know he'll

die." Miss Winston cried, distractedly.

" No, no. There's no danger. He'll

come to directly. Let me take him from

youâ��he'll lie more easily. You know who

he is ? "

" Lord Peterborough."

" Oh ! " The doctor glanced up, his keen

eyes taking in the soiled daintiness of her

white gown, and the costliness of her draggled

cloak. " I beg your pardon, madam, I under-

stand. You are his wife ? "

" No, no !' Miss Winston cried. She

flamed helplessly scarlet all over her face,

stammering she hardly knew what. " Iâ��no

â�� that isâ��not yet," she said.

The doctor made no answer ; whatever he

thought he discreetly kept to himself. She

stood by silently while he bound up the

lacerated arm and the bleeding head. It

seemed to her hours before all was done, and

hours again before the truck which was to



276

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

' HE HAS PAINTED I ' SHE GASPED. ' HE IS DYING !

take him into Chesterford was ready. He

had groaned and stirred but not returned to

consciousness when they carried him out to

it. No one appeared to question her right

to go with him, and it never occurred to her

not to go. When he was carried into the

inn at Chesterford he was still insensible,

and the dawn was just breaking upon what

was to have been her wedding-day.

" He has insisted upon getting up,

although he would have done better to stay

quiet until to-morrow. And he begs that

you will be good enough to see him," said

the doctor, looking at Miss Winston.

" Ohâ��h ! " faltered Miss Winston, look-

ing wide-eyed at the doctor.

" He is anxious about wiring to your

people," said the doctor.

" Oh, I forgot it!" exclaimed Miss Win-

ston, guiltily. She looked at the door of the

adjoining room as though she suspected

Peterborough of lurking behind it. "Very

well â��- thank youâ��I will go

in a minute," she stam-

mered.

The doctor went out. Miss

Winston eyed the door again

but did not approach it.

Peterborough, injured and

bandaged and ghastly no

doubt, but in the full posses-

sion of himself and his senses,

was a formidable prospect to

encounter. She had slept for

an hour or two in the big

grandfather's chair by the fire ;

her cloak and dress had been

dried, she had bathed her

face and smoothed her hair,

but she must surely look a

most woe-begone and demoral-

ized object? There was a

glass over the mantelpiece;

she inspected herself. Even

Peterborough could hardly

find it in his heart to bully

that white - cheeked, forlorn

little spectre. She supposed

she must go ; he was capable

of coming out after her if she

didn'tâ��if he could stand, and

she supposed he could stand.

She was moving laggingly

towards the door when the

outer .one suddenly opened.

She looked round and started

back with a gasp.

" Harry ! " she cried.

" Miss Winstonâ��Sybil ! You ! "

Harry Warrender ! Harry, looking even

handsomer, gayer, brighter than he had been

used to look six months ago, when her heart

had jumped whenever she met his blue eyes

or heard his musical voice; Harry in riding-

dress, flushed with the keen morning air,

and the next moment white with sheer

amazement as he snatched off his cap.

" Iâ��Iâ��rode over," he stammered. " We

â��heard of the accident. I came to see

what Iâ��could hear about it. Iâ��I'd no

idea "

He stopped. It seemed that he could

not take his astonished eyes from her face,

Miss Winston moved slowly back, laying her

hand upon the grandfather's chair.

" I got your letter," she said.

"Myâ�� my letter?" he stammered

again.

"Yes." She pausedâ��to find the right

words was difficult. " Iâ��was very much

surprised."
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" Andâ��and angry, I suppose ? " He

looked awayâ��looked round the room. It

flashed into her head that she had never

before known Harry awkward. " Iâ��I'm

afraid you consider that I ought not to have

written it. Perhaps it wasâ��ill-advised. I'm

afraid you were angry."

" Not exactly angry." Decidedly angerâ��

towards himâ��had not been her sensation ;

far from it. " But it would certainly have

been better not to write it. You must have

felt that yourself, I think."

" It was true, anyhow," said Warrender,

suddenly dogged. He glanced over his

shoulder doorwards, made a quick step

forward ; she made a corresponding step

back. " Yes, every word was true, Sybilâ��I

swear it. I was most awfully fond of you,

and I know you cared for me."

"Was?" Miss Winston echoed.

" Yes. I was desperately in love with you.

Was ? I am !" He came another step

nearer, eagerlyâ��she was so pretty with her

little pale face and big eyes, prettier than

ever. " Ah, if only things had gone well

with us, dear, if only we'd been treated

squarely, instead of "

He stopped. The movement he made

towards the door as its latch rattled was as

though he would have shut and held it. And

he lookedâ��yes, he looked frightened ; there

was no other word. It opened; a voice

spoke from outside. It

was shrill, metallic, high-

pitched, twangy â�� an un-

mistakable feminine voice

produced through an

American nose.

" Say, Harry, aren't you

coming?" it drawled.

" Guess there isn't any-

thing to wait for â�� guess

this accident's only a little

one - horse affair, anyway.

You must wait till we get

to the States if you want

to see a real, almighty

smash-up. We'll be late

for lunch, and I'm real

hungryâ��do hurry up ! "

The emphatic smack of

the speaker's riding-whip

was audible as she walked

away. There was a

moment's awful silence.

Miss Winston broke it.

Despite her draggled

gown, dishevelled hair.

she looked taller than

usualâ��which, under such conditions, is

difficult.

"That was Miss Cutlerâ��Miss Sadie

Cutler ? " she said.

" Yes," Warrender muttered.

" I thought so. Anybody who has heard

her once is not likely to mistake her!"

She paused, laughed. " Of course, I under-

stand ! You are engaged to her ? "

" Hang it! " Possibly the ejaculation was

even stronger. Miss Winston, intensely

erect, lifted her superciliously-raised eye-

brows a line higher. He looked down,

shuffled a foot. " Wellâ��yes," he muttered

as before.

"Of course. I beg to congratulate you."

She laughed again. " I forget just how

much money she has, but I know it is a

tremendous lot. It ought to be a good deal,

because I recollect you used to say that you

hated the sight of her, and that the very

sound of her voice set your teeth on edgeâ��

and you are likely to hear a good deal of it."

Her freezing tone changed to match her

suddenly blazing eyes. " How dared you ? "

she said between her teeth. " How dared

you write that letter to me ?"

"Sybil!" Warrender exclaimed.

" How dared you? " Miss Winston repeated,

fiercely. " How dared you write it ? How

dared you say to me what you were saying

a moment ago, and she not twenty yards

1 HOW [lAklli YOU WRITE THAT LETTER TO ME ?
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away ? " She looked at himâ��inspected him

mercilessly from head to heel. " I don't

think I ever saw a perfect cad before !" she

said.

" Cad or not, what I wrote was true.

Ask Peterborough if it isn't. Ask him if

he didn't persuade your father to hold his

tongue, and do it to get you himself. Ask

him, and see if you'll be able to tell me then

that What ? Peterborough !"

He stopped dead, gaping, staring. The

inner door had opened and Peterborough

stood there, his wounded head bandaged, his

injured arm bound and slung across his

breast. He advanced, looking at Miss

Winston.

" I would suggest," he said, composedly,

"that you tell Mr. Warrender nothing but

that he had better go."

" Iâ��I did not know," Warrender stam-

mered. " I did not know you were here."

"No?" Peterborough's black brows went

up a line. " So it appears," he said, coolly.

" But may I ask in who else's charge and

company you expected to find this lady ? "

" Iâ��I didn't know," Warrender stammered

again. " Iâ��did not understandâ��I thought

â�� I believedâ��it is aâ��aâ��mistake." He had

got to the door. " Iâ��I am sorry," he said,

with his head down, " for anything that I

may have said or done to annoy you, Lady

Peterborough. There is no more I can

say."

He got out of the door as if the room were

a trap. As it shut Miss Winston sank with

a gasp into the grandfather's chair. She was

thankful that it was there to sink into.

Peterborough spoke.

" I ought to tell you," he said, cool and

dry, " that I listened at the door there."

"Oh," said Miss Winston, weakly, "did

you?"

" Yes ; and I appeared when I did because

I was afraid you might say how you came to

be here, which, for your own sake, I didn't

choose that you should do. â�¢ I could see

what he thoughtâ��just what I told you he

would think, and what he accused me of is

perfectly true. I did persuade your father

not to tell you of his proposal, and ask for

you myself."

" Oh!" said Miss Winston, exactly as

before. "Did you?"

" I did ; and I'm going to tell you why.

I suspected thenâ��' knew ' is a better wordâ��

that your money was goneâ��knew it as well

as I did that Warrender had managed to

catch your fancy."' He paused. " I thought

I had tested the stuff he was made of pretty

well, and guessed that, if you accepted himâ��

as you would have doneâ��he'd try to back

out when he knew. He's not to be blamed

for it, I suppose. We're all as we are, and

he can no more afford to take a penniless

wife with expensive tastesâ��hence Miss

Cutler; he has been engaged to her for a

monthâ��than he can afford to buy the earth.

So I did it." He laughed grimly. " A man

hardly likes, you see, to watch the girl he

cares for made a fool of in that fashion."

"Cares for?" Miss Winston echoed. She

looked round at him for the first time. " You

â��you don't care for me," she faltered.

"Oh!" He stared at her, frowning. "Then,

perhaps," he said, coldly, " you will tell me

why you suppose I did myself the honour of

asking you to be my wile ?"

"Iâ��I don't know. Because youâ��you

wanted to be married, I thought,' Miss

Winston stammered as before.

" Exactly ! Because I wanted to be

married ! " assented Peterborough, dryly.

" We'll leave it at that." He paused, drew a

step nearer. " And it's what we'd better be,

it seems."

" Married ? " cried Miss Winston, blankly,

" Now ?"

" Yes. Warrender believes that you are

my wife already, you see. Which is one

good reason. Andâ��well, have you thought

of what is likely to happen when you go

home ?"

" Oh, no ! " Miss Winston lifted a scared

face. " Dad will be furious. I hadn't

thoughtâ��I daren't!" she exclaimed, faintly.

" Iâ��I left a letter, you know."

" Exactly. I can believe that you would

not find it pleasant. I don't want to talk

to you about scandal-mongering tongues,

particularly that young ass's ; but you know

what they are well enough. So under the

circumstances we had better be married.

And the sooner the better. Don't you

think so?"

" Yesâ��if you like," said Miss Winston,

whispering.

" Very well. We'll go up to London by

the afternoon train and be married there

to-morrow. The doctor says I ought to keep

quiet for a day or two, but that's rubbishâ��

I can travel well enough. Do you agree to

that ? "

" Yes, if you like," Miss Winston whispered

again.

" Very well," Peterborough repeated. He

laughed harshly. "After all, it doesn't make

much difference ; I only find out how things

are a little sooner than I should have done.
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And they need be no worse for you than they

would have been if that young cad had not

written his letter. Of course, you under-

stand that Iâ��won't bother you. I undertake

not to do that"

" No," assented

Miss Winston,

slowly; " I don't

WELL GO UP TO LONDON By THE AFTERNOON TRAIN AND BE MARRIED THERE.

suppose you'llâ��bother me." She critically

inspected the toe of a used-to-be-once-

upon-a-time white shoe. "The doctor

thought we were, too, you know," she

observed, with a casual air.

" Were what ? " Peterborough demanded,

curtly.

" Married," said Miss Winston.

" Married ? He did ? How was

that ? "

" Whenâ��when you fainted, you know,"

Miss Winston explained, turning her attention

to the second shoe. She shook her headâ��

the one was as hopeless a wreck as the other.

" I was frightened, you see," she said.

" Oh ! " Peterborough ejaculated. He

gave a grim half-laugh. " Well, it's an

argument in favour of what I've been saying.

But it was awkward for you. What did you

say?"

"I! Ohâ��Iâ��erâ��I saidâ��not yet," Miss

Winston faltered.

" What ? " Peterborough demanded.

"Not yet," Miss Winston repeated, de-

murely.

" You said that ? " He swung round ; he

made a stride towards her; it seemed

threatening; she involuntarily retreated still

farther into the arms of the chair. "That,"

he said, very slowly, "was

before you had seen

Warrender ? "

" Y-e-s," murmured Miss

Winston, rosy.

A pause. He stood

staring at her. She grew

rosier and rosier. When

he broke the silence he

was almost as white as

she was pink.

" Perhaps," he said, in

an odd voice, ominously

quiet, " perhaps, recollect-

ing that you had run away

expressly to escape marry-

ing me, you will do me

the favour of explaining

what you meant by that ? "

Miss Winston half

glanced up. His jaw

looked very square, his

mouth very grim, his eyes

were very bright. It was

impossible to get any

farther away in the chair.

She promptly burst into

tears. " You ought to

know, I should think,"

she sobbed. " It hasn't

all been my fault â�� you know it hasn't.

Why should I be nice to you when you

weren't very nice to me, and never seemed to

want me to be either ? " She fumbled in her

bodice and pulled out a preposterous lace

handkerchief with a cambric centre at least

three inches square, dabbing it against her

hidden eyes. " Whenâ��when you faintedâ��

1â��I thought I should die, and when Harry

came he didn't m-matter a bit ! I didn't

care if he was engaged to forty American

girls talking through their horrid nosesâ��I

thought it was a b-bub-blessing because he

couldn't b-bo-bother me ! I was only furious

because he had dared to write me that

stupid letter. I didn't mind if you had

made father not tell me about his pro-

posing â�� not really. And how could I

know you cared for me ? You never said

you did."

" Said ! " Peterborough echoed, loudly.

" Good heavens, child, didn't you know it

without that ? You don't want me to say it,

do you ? "

" Ye-es," sobbed Miss Winston, weeping
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in her draggled wedding-gown, "y-yes,

I do!"

He said it with comprehensive amplifica-

tions. Also he roundly called himself a fool

in that he had not done it before and often

â�¢â��perhaps with some reasonâ��and Miss

Winston, with a shameless abandonment of

the sacred obligations of friendship, de-

undutiful twinkle, " must be simply ramping

by this time ! "

" He shall cease to ramp. Listen : why

should we wait for London and to-morrow ?

Grandchester is barely ten miles away. I've

got the special licence and the ring in my

pocket, and I know one of the canons of the

cathedral thereâ��he'll marry us at an hour's

"'VE-KS,' SOUBED MISS WINSTON, WEEPING."

nounced Cynthia as a gaby. Finally, when

her sobbing had come to an end

" The first thing we must do is to wire to

your people," he said.

" Mums," opined Miss Winston, pen-

sively, "is probably out of her mind long

ago ! "

" Telling them that we shall be married

to-morrow."

" If she isn't already," observed Miss Win-

ston, resignedly, " that will send herâ��after

my letter."

"Humph! It's on the cards." He re-

flected. " Don't you think a message

saying that we are married would be

more calculated to soothe their feelings ?

Your father might regard it as more satis-

factory."

" Dad," remarked Miss Winston, with an

notice, if he recovers the shock. Under the

circumstances, what's wrong .vith Grand-

Chester ? "

Miss Winston appeared to consider that

there wasn't anything wrong with Grand-

Chester.

" Then we'll do it!" declared Peterborough.

" It was to be the twenty-ninth, and the

twenty-ninth it shall be ! " He laughed out

joyously, like a boy; his uninjured arm

slipped round her waist again. " And,

sweetheartâ��I'm a cheerful-looking scarecrow,

I knowâ��but as you do care a little, and

since it's our wedding-day, and most particu-

larly because it's what you've never given

me yet, don't you think you might ? "

Miss Winston thought so.

And the canon of the cathedral was much

surprised.



The Diplomacy of the Sultan.

BY CHEDO MIJATOVICH, FORMER SERVIAN MINISTER TO THE SUBLIME PORTE.

[The following account of the diplomatic methods of the Ruler of Turkey is not only interesting as a

character-study of the Sovereign, but provides a very amusing comedy of real life.]

am sure that the greatest judge of men and

things in the East

would without hesita-

tion confirm my state-

ment.

A few years ago I

left London for Con-

stantinople to repre-

sent my country as an

Envoy Extraordinary

and Minister Pleni-

potentiary to His

Imperial Majesty the

Sultan. I went there,

carrying with me

several prejudices

which I had adopted

from some of my

English friends. In a

few months I found

that- they were not

borne out by facts. I

found Abdul-Hamid a

man of somewhat timid,

gentle disposition,aman

loving poetry, literature,

and art, more especially

music; very patient and

very considerate, very

sensitive to all that

touches his personal

dignity, yet truly humble

and modest; melan-

choly and sad looking,

but with a keen appreciation of the humours

of real life. I learned soon to admire his

Turkish patriotism, his devotion to the

interests and honour of the Ottoman Empire,

his sentiment of duty to his own people.

It is quite true that with all his remarkable

intelligence he is not easily accessible to

Vol. xxxii--36.

modern ideas in a European sense. It is

true that, unnecessarily and wrongly, he is

the practical reincarnation of the famous

saying of the " Roi-Soleil "â��" L'Etat, 9'est

moi!" But otherwise he is certainly a

remarkable politician, almost a statesman,

and undoubtedly the cleverest diplomatist

Professor Vamberyâ�� among all the able diplomatists who adorn

Constantinople.

DO not hesitate to say that

by far the most interesting

man on the whole stretch

between Budapest and Bagdad

isâ��Sultan Abdul-Hamid. Not

as Sultan, but as man. And I

HIS EXCELLENCY CHF.DO MIJATOVICH

From a Photo, by Lafayette.

I

have, personally, deep

respect and great ad-

miration for Sultan

Abdul-Hamid, notwith-

standing that my own

diplomatic skill (pro-

bably not very great)

was badly humiliated

by his own superior

diplomacy.

I will tell you one

of my experiences,

which is very character-

istic of the diplomatic

methods of the Golden

Horn, or rather of the

Yildiz Kiosk, which

has swallowed the

Golden Horn as well as

Pera, Galata, and the

true Turkish Stambul.

Among the objects

of my diplomatic mis-

sion to Constantinople

one was to obtain,

without any delay, from

His Majesty the per-

mission that a com-

patriot and a personal

friend of mineâ��already

three years elected

to be Archbishop of a See in Macedoniaâ��

should be at once consecrated. My poor

friend, the elected but not consecrated Arch-

bishop, sang solemnly a Te Deitm when he

heard of my appointment to Constantinople.

He wrote to me that he now saw himself

already consecrated, and that he was
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paring the address which he was to pro-

nounce in the cathedral on the occasion of

his consecration. I was confident that my

friend did not over-estimate either my good-

will or my diplomatic skill. Of course I was

quite a new man on the old slippery ground

on the Bosphorus.

As all questions, great or small, discussed

between the foreign Ministers and the

Sublime Porte are of complicated nature,

so this apparently insignificant question of

the consecration of an already elected Arch-

bishop was one of great entanglement. My

Government wanted to hurry the consecra-

tion of the Archbishop because he belonged

to our nationality, but just that circumstance

aroused every other nationality in Macedonia

to work, through their official representatives

in Constantinople, to prevent it. Besides,

the Ambassador of a Great Power manifested

some willingness to promote the consecration

of our Archbishop, thereby furnishing suf-

ficient inducement to the Ambassador of

another Great Power to exert himself to the

uttermost to prevent his colleague succeed-

ing. Under such circumstances it was not

strange that the Sultan should have thought

was the object of my application for an

audience, viz., my duty to urge, on behalf of

my Government, the consecration of our

Macedonian Archbishop.

I was pleasantly surprised, and considered

it of a good augury, that on the very day of

my application I received from Tahsin Bey a

note informing me that His Imperial Majesty

would be pleased to receive me in private

audience that very week, on Friday after the

Selamlik. Many of my colleagues congratu-

lated me on my rare good fortune in having

so promptly obtained an audience with the

Sultan. But those of them who had more

experience of the Golden Horn diplomacy

smiled in a peculiar way, as if I had been

telling them some good joke. I hardly need

say that in a long, ciphered despatch I

informed my Government of my impending

success. I may add that I wrote to my

friend the elected but not yet consecrated

Archbishop to ask him to pray as hard

as he could for my success with the Sultan

on his behalf on that eventful Friday of this

week.

Of course, on Friday noon I was the

lfrom a]
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that, for his own interests, it was best to

keep that question indefinitely open. As

long as it was open we all needed the

Sultan's good-will to succeed in our object,

and naturally were ready to oblige him in

some other question and somewhere else.

As I mentioned, my duty was to urge

and insist upon the speediest possible con-

secration. I therefore applied formally for a

private audience with His Imperial Majesty

'he Sultan. Naturally I had to state what

first to arrive at the kiosk adjoining the

Yildiz Palace, from which the members of

the diplomatic corps witness the Sultan's

driving to and from the Hamidiya Mosque.

I selected the best window, and placed

myself in such evidence that the Sultan

could not fail to see me. I wanted in that

way to remind His Imperial Majesty of his

promise to receive me in private audience on

his return to the palace.

Five minutes after the Sultan had entered
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the mosque His Majesty's most courteous

Chamberlain, Emin Bey, entered the draw-

ing-room in which the diplomatists were

assembled, sipping Mocha coffee and smoking

the Sultan's cigarettes. His Excellency

brought to every " chief of the mission " His

Majesty's personal salutations. Addressing

himself to me, Emin Beyâ��bowing most

politely, and touching with his white

hand his heart, lips, and foreheadâ��

said:â��

" His Imperial Majesty desires to

know how is the health of your

Excellency ? "

" Deeply obliged to

His Majesty, I feel quite

well, as you see," I

answered.

"His Majesty will be

pleased to hear it. But

how is the health of

her Excellency Madame

your wife ? I do not

see her here," continued,

with evident anxiety, the

polite emissary of the

Sultan.

I assured him that my

wife was quite well, but,

as I should have the

honour of being received

by His Majesty in private

audience and could not

accompany her home,

she preferred not to

come that day to the

Selamlik.

That answer seemed

to disturb Emin Bey, for

he began to rub his

hands, looked from the

corner of his eyes to the

right and to the left,

cleared his throat, and

then, approaching me

quite close, whispered:â��

"His Imperial Majesty

commanded me to tell

you that he looked for-

ward with great pleasure

to his meeting with you

to-day, as he wished

very much to talk with you on several im-

portant subjects. But, alas ! as it is said,

them immediately on his return to the

palace. His Majesty hopes you will under-

stand that, under such circumstances, he can-

not, to his great and sincere regret, receive

you to-day. But if your Excellency could

come next Friday His Majesty would receive

you without fail, and with great pleasure!"

Of course I felt disappointed, but at the

same t i m c 1

could not do

otherwise than

admire the Sul-

tan for his zeal

in attending to

the most press-

ing State busi-

ness. I said so to Emin Bey, and asked

him to convey to His Majesty my grateful

IF YOUK EXCELLENCY COULD COME NEXT FRIDAY HIS

MAJESTY WOULD RECEIVE YOU WITHOUT FAIL."

'L'homme propose, Dieu dispose!' The very thanks for his gracious invitation to come

moment he was leaving the palace for the

mosque, several long ciphered despatches

arrived from our embassies abroad, and

next Friday.

On the next Wednesday I sent our drago-

man to Yildiz Kiosk to remind Tahsin Bey

naturally His Majesty wishes to attend to that His Majesty had promised to receive me
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on Friday. " Oh, certainly !" said Tahsin to

my dragoman ; " His Majesty commanded

me to remind the Minister not to forget to

come. His Majesty wishes particularly to

talk with his Excellency."

After that I was very confident. I revised

my notes, reconsidered modus procedendi, and

prepared my opening address and my final

expression of thanks. On Friday I hurried

early to the Ambassadors' kiosk, highly

elated, placed myself again at the window en

evidence, and succeeded in catching the eye of

the Padishah of All the True Believers when

he, looking very dejected and melancholy,

passed our kiosk down towards the mosque.

Here is again the smiling and amiable

Emin Bey.

" His Imperial Majesty sends me to give

your Excellency His Imperial salutation, and

to ask you how is the health of your

Excellency."

" Never better, as I am quite happy at the

prospect of being honoured by His Majesty's

reception in private audience."

Emin Bey did not allow himself to be

perturbed in the recitation of his stereotyped

formulas.

" And how is the health of her Excellency

Madame your wife?" he went on, brushing

away my hints at the reception in private

audience.

I told him my wife would feel highly

honoured by His Majesty's gracious inquiry

after her health.

Then Emin began to rub his hands

nervously, looked to the right and to the left,

cleared his throat, just as he did on the

former occasion, and then, coming nearer to

me to talk into my ear, began in a slow

whisper: " His Majesty commanded me to tell

your Excellency that he looked forward with

much pleasure to meeting you to-day, especi-

ally as he wished to talk with you on some

interesting subjects. But just as His Majesty

was leaving the palace there arrived her

Imperial Highness the sister of His Majesty.

She declared she wanted to see His Majesty

urgently. His Majesty said he has no doubt

whatsoever that your Excellency well knows

that we owe our utmost courtesy to the ladies,

and that, consequently, you will understand

that His Majesty, on the return to the

palace, must receive her Imperial Highness.

But as His Majesty cannot say how long his

interview with his sister may last, he thought

you would agree with him that, in such cir-

cumstances, it is far better to adjourn your

own interview with His Majesty to next

Friday."

Of course, it was very provoking. But

what was to be done ? Surely it would have

been most ridiculous to protest against His

Majesty's preferring to disappoint me rather

than his own sister. On the contrary, I

thought it rather a pleasing feature in Abdul-

Hamid's character that he should show such

deference to his sister.

I evolved a diplomatic and complimentary

answer, which pleased poor Emin so much

that he shook both my hands most cordially,

and assured me that nothing, absolutely

nothing, could prevent His Majesty having

the much-desired pleasure of talking with me

next Friday after the Selamlik.

I felt somewhat humiliated when I had to

cipher to my Government that my private

audience with the Sultan was again adjourned.

As for the poor unconsecrated Archbishop,

I thought it charitable not to let him know

that his earnest prayers were not yet answered.

I consoled myself with the thought that days

glide rapidly in Constantinople, and that the

next Friday I must surely have the audience,

as there was no scientific probability that

three accidents would happen one after the

other. This time political arithmetic more

than the effusive assurances of Emin Bey

reassured me. It is quite true some of my

diplomatic colleagues thought it would

be safer not to rely too much on the

theory of probabilities of the political arith-

metic of Western Europe, inasmuch as on

the Golden Horn the Oriental political

arithmetic obtains.

Anyhow, next Friday I drove again to the

Ambassadors' kiosk in good spirits. It seemed

to me humanly impossible that my audience

ahould be again adjourned. Still, I took

some extra precautions to be doubly sure that

I should be received. I sent my dragoman to

Tahsin Bey and Ibrahim Bey to let them

know that I was, so to say, at the gates of

Yildiz Kiosk waiting to be admitted to the

solemnly-promised audience.

His Majesty passed our kiosk in an open

victoria and raised his eyes to our windows

and saw me bowing deeply to him from one

of the windows of the kiosk.

And as usual the sweetly smiling Emin

Bey arrived to present the Sultan's salu-

tations. But when he turned his steps

towards me I was surprised to notice that his

face was no longer lit by his usual smile, but,

on the contrary, looked as if the shadow of

some misfortune had darkened it. Still, he

recited bravely the Sultan's salutations and

kind inquiries in the usual form, began to

rub his hands and looked somewhat embar-
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** HIS MAJFSTV PASSED OUR KIOSK IN AN OPEN VICTORIA.

rassed, and then surprised me with the

question :â��

"Is it not true that your Excellency's

admirable education was made in Germany ? "

"Well," I answered, "all I can say is

that my education, like cheap merchandise in

general, was made in Germany."

" Allah Kerim ! Thank God ! " said Emin,

and really looked for the moment quite

relieved. " I know now that you will under-

stand."

" But what do you mean, Emin Bey ?"

I asked.

" I mean this," he answered, " that, having

been several years in Germany, your

Excellency must know the power of that

empire, and therefore you will understand the

situation."

" I do not understand the situation at all,

and 1 wish you to tell me plainly, is His

Majesty to receive me to-

day, or does he mean

never to receive me ? " I

spoke with some emotion,

and could with difficulty

suppress my anger.

" Oh, no, no ! " poor

Emin said, hurriedly.

"Oh, no, no, and again

no ! His Majesty will cer-

tainly receive you next

Friday, but for to-day, to

His Majesty's great disap-

pointment, the German

Ambassador deprives him

of the pleasure, to which

His Majesty looked for-

ward with quite intelligible

impatience!"

" But what have /to do

with the German Ambas-

sador ? " I asked.

"Of course, not you,

but His Majesty has. I

will explain it. Baron

Marschall von Bieberstein

has been unexpectedly

called to Berlin. The

Ambassador leaves to-

morrow, and naturally

wants to see His Majesty

before leaving."

" Very well," I said, as

quietly as I could; " I

will wait until the Am-

bassador leaves His

Majesty, even if I must

wait one or two or more

hours."

"Oh, no, no! It is impossible!" Emin

assured me, with great emphasis and no small

alarm. " You see, the German Ambassador's

audience never lasts less than an hour,

sometimes longer. And then after such an

audience His Majesty must retire to his

working cabinet to make notes, and after

such an exhausting work His Majesty is too

tired to receive anyone else. You see, it

is impossible that you should be received

to-day. But if you come next Friday "

Then I really lost my temper. " Next

Friday," I interrupted Eminâ��"next Friday

I will not expose myself to a new humilia-

tion, to come here only to be sent away for

the fourth time ! I will ask my Government

to relieve me of my duties, and the next

Friday I shall be, fortunately, at some dis-

tance from Constantinople."

And I left the Ambassadorial kiosk in a
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passion which had nothing Ambassadorial in

it. But this undiplomatic temper gained for

me a diplomatic success. The Sultan sent

to me his temporary Master of the Cere-

monies to tell me that His Majesty regretted

all those unavoidable delays, and to invite

me to comeâ��ntxt Friday.

And the next Friday he did me the honour

to receive me. But

His Majesty received me in a small but

luxuriously-furnished room.

He was standing in front of a sofa, dressed

"HIS MAJESTY WAS STANDING IN FRONT OF A SOFA, DRKSSKD IN THF UNIFORM OF A

TURKISH COLONEL."

in the uniform of a Turkish colonel, his left

gloved hand holding somewhat nervously the

handle of his sword. His long and melan-

choly face was curiously lit by a benign but

sad smile. There was a reflex of that

peculiar smile even in his dark and generally

sad eyes. You might have read in them a

subdued benevolence, perhaps also a sub-

dued irony ! Probably he knew and felt all

the humour of the coming " diplomatic

transaction," and smiled in a quiet enjoy-

ment of it.

To me the situation was, however, very

earnest. Taking a small arm-chair to which

the Sultan invited me by a slight movement

of his hand, Iâ��not without some palpita-

tion of heart and some slight perspiration

on my foreheadâ��tried to bring back to my

memory the elaborately prepared introduc-

tion to my discourse on the Archbishop's

consecration.

I sat just opposite the Sultan, who alone

took a seat on the sofa. About a yard

distant to the left of the Sultan and to

the right of me, His Majesty's principal

interpreter, Ibrahim Bey, took his place

on a small chair. On my left sat my own

interpreter, a

young Arme-

nian, who was

acknowledged,

even by the

Sheik-ul-Islam,

as unsurpassed

in the k now-

ledge of the

Turkish lan-

guage. The

foreign Ambas-

sadors and

Ministers always

take with them

to the audi-

ence with the

Sultan their

own inter-

preters. Gene-

rally their task

is to control the

correctness of

the translations

made by the Sul-

tan's interpreter.

Abdul - Ha-

ni i d, looking

straight into my

face, said a

few sentences in

the beautifully

sonorous Turkish language, but almost sot to

voce.

Ibrahim Bey bowed deeply to the Sultan,

and, touching the carpet with the back of his

right hand and uplifting himself to the back

of his chair, raised his hand to his forehead.

He repeated these gymnastic proofs of his

respectful adoration of his master after every

sentence pronounced by His Majesty. He

certainly looked very pale and very tired at

the end of these exercises, which lasted

somewhat more than half an hour.

" His Majesty commands me to tell your

Excellency," began Ibrahim, " that he re-
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gretted much not to have been able to

receive you earlier. It was a great dis-

appointment to His Majesty, as he wanted to

talk with you on a certain subject. How-

ever, His Majesty is pleased to see you here

to-day, and he hopes he can at once gratify

his desire and talk to you on that subject."

I begged Ibrahim Bey to assure His

Majesty that I was deeply grateful for the

honour of this reception, the more so as

my Government had ordered me to bring a

certain important and urgent matter to the

personal knowledge of His Majesty. I added

that I considered it a good augury that

apparently His Majesty desired to speak to

me on the same subject.

The Sultan moved his head a little towards

me, smiled enigmatically, and said something

again sot to voce.

" Before entering into the subject His

Majesty wants to know how long you were

an accredited Minister to the Court of St.

James's ? "

I thought that rather a strange introduc-

tion to the question of the consecration of

an Archbishop of Macedonia! Still, I

answered that I had been something like

seven years Minister in London at different

times.

"Then His Majesty thinks you must be

well acquainted with the English society and

English people."

I answered that, with all due modesty, I

flattered myself that I knew something about

them.

" Very well. His Majesty is anxious to

hear your opinion about English women."

I could not help exclaiming " What! " and

turned to my dragoman to see if Ibrahim had

correctly rendered the Sultan's question.

My interpreter moved his head affirma-

tively, and meanwhile Ibrahim Bey repeated:

" His Majesty is anxious to hear what you,

knowing the English society as you do, think

of English women ? "

" They are good and beautiful women,"

I answered, laconically, wondering what on

earth English women have to do with my

unconsecrated friend the Macedonian Arch-

bishop !

" His Majesty says certainly during his

stay in England he had seen several beautiful

women."

I opened my eyes in utter astonishment.

" Has your Majesty been in England per-

sonally ? " I ventured to ask.

" Oh, yes. I and my elder brother Muracl

accompanied our uncle Sultan Abdul Axisâ��

may the heavenly bliss surround him !â��to

England when he went to visit Queen

Victoria."

His Majesty said that in very subdued,

hardly audible tones, and looked very serious

and sad. We were all silent for a few

moments. What His Majesty thought I, of

course, did not know. As he was a very

sensitive and truly pious man, perhaps the

memory of his ill-fated uncle and unfortunate

brother brought sadness to his heart.

Then I noticed, to my pleasant relief, that

that peculiar, melancholy smile was slowly

driving away the sadness from the Sultan's

face.

His Majesty began again in sonorous

Turkish language a somewhat long state-

ment, which poor Ibrahim, after many times

figuratively taking the dust from the carpet

and strewing it on his head, translated into

French for me.

" His Majesty says on that occasion a

very tall and handsome colonel, a charming

man, was attached to their service. His

Majesty adds that he believes several years

later he heard or read somewhere that that

colonel died on a battle-field as a brave

soldier. But on the occasion of their visit

to England the first thing every morning was

for the colonel to order that a bottle of

Scotch whisky and soda-water should be

placed on a small table in their sitting room.

' Then the colonel would deliver to my

brother and myself an address on the salu-

tary virtues of that beverage. We told him

that it was against the precepts of our religion

to drink alcoholic beverages. To our great

astonishment the brave colonel entered with-

out hesitation into an attempt to prove that

Scotch whisky could not have been pro-

hibited by the Koran. When at last he saw

there was no chance that we should be

converted to his view, he would wind up his

efforts by expressing his regrets, and at the

same time his hope that at any rate we

would not object to his own personal homage

to the virtues of Scotch whisky. Of course

we told him that we could not have anything

to say against that!'

The Sultan probably knows French well

enough. I conclude so from the interest

with which he followed Ibrahim Bey's trans-

lation, and from the fact that he took the

word again the moment Ibrahim finished his

last sentence. He talked very earnestly for

some time, and then wound up by positively

laughing for some reason or other.

" His (Majesty says," Ibrahim continued,

" that these tactics were regularly repeated

every morning by the colonel. ' At last,' His
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Majesty says, ' my brother and myself, having

noticed how bottle after bottle of the Scotch

whisky was emptied, held a consultation.

We said to ourselves, "The colonel is an excel-

lent man and soldier ; we like him well, he is

our friend, we are his friends. But are we

doing the duty of true friends when we do not

tell him that he ought not to drink so much?"

And we both agreed that, as friends, we ought

to tell him so. And we did tell him so. But

what was his answer? He looked at us in

amazement. Then he laughed loudly, as 'f

exceedingly amused. " What ! " he asked.

" Is it possible that your Imperial Highnesses

think I drink too

much Scotch whisky?

But what would you

say if you were to

see how much some

of our great society

ladies drink ! " And

then he laughed still

louder.'

" And now, your

Excellency," said

Ibrahim, almost

solemnly, "what His

Imperial Majesty

wants to know from

you is just this : Is it

true that the Eng-

lish society ladies do

drink?"

I answered in all

sincerity and not with-

out some warmth :

" What might have

been the case some

thirty or thirty-five

years ago I do

not know, but the present generation of

English society ladies is certainly not at all

addicted to drink ; that His Majesty can take

as a positive fact."

The Sultan's ironical smile had disappeared

again. He looked earnest, as though con-

templating a difficult problem. He told me

through Ibrahim Bey : " I am very pleased

to hear you say so. You confirm to me my

own notions on the "question. I have often

asked myself: Could the English nation be

what it is if English women were drinking

more than, or even as much as, Englishmen ?

I am very glad that your own observations in

London confirm my own conjectures."

His Majesty continued talking about

ABUUL-HAMID, SULTAN OF TURKEY.
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English women still for a few minutes, in a

somewhat complimentary and admiring

manner, and I was in full sympathy with

him. He, for instance, knew and repeated

what an ancient Pope said to some English

women : "You are not Anglse but Angeli."

I breathed again. Mentally I stretched

my arms and clasped those Angels to my

heart.

"Sire," I said, emulating Ibrahim Bey in

deeply bowing to His Majesty, " Sire, your

mention of angels reminded me of Heaven,

Heaven reminded me of church, and the

church brought to my mind the case of that

excellent person and

the most faithful sub-

ject of your Majesty,

the Archbishop of

Macedonia, whose

consecration "

His Majesty proved

again that he under-

stood French. He did

not let me proceed,

but, interrupting me,

said : " Surely you

will not drag in an

Archbishop into our

pleasant talk about

English women ! No,

no ! The day for talk-

ing about your Arch-

bishop has not yet

arrived. Leave it to

me to let you know-

when that day arrives.

I will then call you,

and we may have as

satisfactory a conver-

sation as I have had

a pleasant one with you to-day."

And then His Majesty rose. With a slight

move of the head, and again with his soft

and sad smile in his eyes and on his face, he

dismissed me graciously.

When I found myself again in my

brougham, driving down the hill from Yildiz

Kiosk to Beshiktash, I could not but admit

my diplomatic defeat. At the same time I

could not help admiring the diplomatic

genius of Sultan Abdul - Hamid. All

these continuous efforts to move forward

a simple question had been fruitless, just

because Abdul-Hamid was in his quiet way

determined that it should not be moved

forward yet.
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IX.

DYMCHURCH FLIT."

UST at dusk the soft Septem-

ber rain began to fall on the

hop - pickers. The mothers

wheeled the bouncing per-

ambulators out of the garden ;

bins were put away, and books

made up. The young couples strolled home,

two to each umbrella, and the single men

walked behind them laughing. Dan and

Una, who had been picking after lessons,

marched off to roast potatoes at the oast-

house, where old Hobden, with Blue-eyed

Bess, his lurcher-dog, lived all the month

through, drying the hops.

They settled themselves, as usual, on the

sack-strewn cot in front of the fires, arid,

when Hobden drew up the shutter, stared,

as usual, at the flameless bed of coals

spouting its heat up the dark well of the

roundel. Slowly he cracked off a few fresh

pieces of coal, packed them, with fingers that

never flinched, exactly where they would do

most good; slowly he reached behind him

till Dan tilted the

potatoes into his

iron scoop of a

hand; carefully he

arranged them

round the fire, and

then stood for a

moment, black

against the glare.

As he closed the

shutter, the oast-

house seemed dark

before the day's

end, and he lit the

candle in the lan-

thom. The child-

ren liked all these

things because they

knew them so well.

The Bee Boy,

Hobden's son, who

is not quite right

in his head, had

slipped in like a

shadow. They only

guessed it by Bess's

stump-tail wagging

against them.

VoL acxiLâ��37.

A big voice began singing outside in the

rain :â��

" Old Mother Laidinwool had nigh twelve months

been dead,

She heard the hops were doing well, and then

popped up her head."

" There can't be two people alive to holler

like that ! " cried old Hobden.

" For, says she, ' The boys I've picked with when I

was young and fair,

They're bound to be at hoppin', and I'm '"

A man showed at the doorway.

" Well, well! They do say hoppin'll draw

the very dead, and now I believe 'em. You,

Tom ? Tom Shoesmith ? " Hobden lowered

his lantern.

"You're a hem of a time makin' your mind

to it, Ralph !" The stranger strode inâ��

three full inches taller than Hobden, a

grey - whiskered, brown - faced giant with

clear blue eyes. They shook hands, and

the children could hear the hard palms grit

together.

" You ain't lost none o' your grip," said

Hobden. " Was it twenty or thirty year

HOBDEN CAREFULLY ARRANGED THEM ROUND THE FIRE.
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back you broke my head in Robertsbridge

Fair?"

"Only twenty an' no odds 'tween us

regardin' heads, neither. You had it back at

me with a hop-pole. How did we get home

that night ? Swimmin' ? "

" Same way the pheasant come into

Gubbs's pocket

â��by a little

luck an' a deal

o' conjurin'."

Old Hobden

laughed in his

deep chest.

" I see you've

not forgot your

way about the

woods. D'ye

do any o' this

still?" The

stranger pre-

tended ' to look

along a gun.

Hobden an-

swered with a

quick movement

of the hand as

though he were

pegging a rabbit-

wire.

" No. That's

all that's left me

now. Age she

must as Age she

can. An' what's

your news since

all these years ? "

"Oh, I've bin to

Plymouth, I've

bin to Doverâ��

I've bin ramblin',

boys, the wide

world over,"

the man answered

cheerily. "I

reckon I know

as much of Old

England as most." He turned towards the

children and winked.

" I lay they told you a sight o' lies, then.

I've been into England fur as Wiltsheer once.

I was cheated proper over a pair of gloves,"

said Hobden.

" There's fancy talkin' everywhere. You've

cleaved to your own parts pretty middlin'

close, Ralph."

"Can't shift an old tree 'thout it dyin',"

Hobden chuckled. " An' I be no more

anxious to die than you look to be to help

me with my hops to-night."

"A HOP-POCKET DROPPED THROUGH

STIFFENED AND FATTENED AS

The great man leaned against the brick-

work of the roundel, and swung his arms

abroad. " Try me !" was all he said, and

they stumped upstairs laughing.

The children heard their shovels rasp on

the cloth where the yellow hops lie drying

above the fires, and all the oast-house filled

with the sweet.

sleepy smell as

they were turned.

" Who is it ? "

Una whispered

to the Bee Boy.

" Dunno, no

more'n you â�� if

you dunmo," said

he, and smiled.

The voices on

the drying- floor

boomed and

chuckled to-

gether, and the

heavy footsteps

went back and

forth. Presently

a hop-pocket

dropped through

the press - hole

overhead, and

stiffened and fat-

tened as they

shovelled it full

" Clank ! " went

the press, and

rammed the

loose stuff into

tight cake.

"Gently!''

they heard Hob-

den cry. " You'll

bust her crop if

you lay on so.

You be as care-

less as Barton's

bull, Tom. Come

an' sit by the

fires. Tis meat and drink talkin' of old

times."

They came down, and as Hobden opened

the shutter to see if the potatoes were done

Tom Shoesmith said to the children, " Put

a plenty salt on 'em. That'll show you the

sort o' man / be." Again he winked, and

again the Bee Boy laughed.

" / know what sort o' man you be," old

Hobden said, groping for the potatoes round

the fire.

" Do ye?" Tom went on behind his back.

" Some of us can't abide horseshoes, or

THE PRESS-HOLE OVERHEAD, AND

THEY SHOVELLED IT FULL."
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church bells, or running water; an', talkin'

o' runnin' water"â��he turned to Hobden,

who was backing out of the roundelâ��" d'you

mind the great floods at Robertsbridge,

when the miller's man was drowned in the

street ? "

"Middlin' well." Old Hobden let him-

self down on the coals by the fire door.

" I was courtin' my woman on the Marsh that

year. Carter to Mus' Plumb I was, gettin'

ten shillin's week. Mine was a Marsh

woman."

"Won'erful odd-gates place â�� Romney

Marsh," said Shoesmith. " I've heard say

the world's divided into Europe, Ashy, Afriky,

Australy, an' Romney Marsh."

"The Marsh folk think so," said Hobden.

" I had a hern o' trouble to get my woman to

leave it."

"Where did she come out of? I've forgot,

Ralph."

"Dymchurch under the Wall," Hobden

answered, with a potato in his hand.

"Then she'd be a Pettâ��or a Whitgift,

would she ? "

" \Vhitgift." Hobden broke open the

potato and ate it with the curious neatness

of men who make most of their meals in the

blowy open. " She growed to be quite

reasonable-like after livin' in the Weald

awhile, but our first twenty year or two she

was odd-fashioned, no bounds. But she was

a won'erful hand with bees." He cut away

a little piece of potato and threw it out to

the door.

"Ah I I've heard say the Whitgifts could

see farther through a millstone than most,"

said Shoesmith. " Did she ? "

" She was honest-innocent of any nigro-

mancin'," said Hobden. " Only she'd read

signs and significations out o' birds flyin',

stars fallin', hees hivin', and such. An' she'd

lie awakeâ��listenin' for calls, she said."

" That don't prove naught," said Tom.

"All Marsh folk has been smugglers since time

everlastin'. 'Twould be in her blood to listen

o' nights."

" Nature-ally," old Hobden replied, smiling.

" I mind when there was smugglin' a sight

nearer us than the Marsh be. But that wasn't

my woman's trouble. Twas a passel o' no-

sense talk," he dropped his voice, "about

Pharisees."

" Yes. I've heard Marsh men beleft in

em." Tom looked straight at the wide-eyed

children beside Bess.

"Pharisees," cried Una. "Fairies. Oh,

I see."

"People o' the Hills," said the Bee Boy,

throwing half of his potato towards the

door â�¢

" There you be !" said Hobden, pointing

at him. " My boy, he has her eyes and her

out-gate senses. That's what s/te called 'em !"

" And what did you think of it all ? "

"Umâ��urn," Hobden rumbled. "A man

that uses fields an' shaws after dark as much

as I've done, he don't go out of his road

excep' for keepers."

" But settin' that aside ? " said Tom, coax-

ingly. " I saw ye throw the Good Piece out-

at doors just now. Do ye believe orâ��do ye ?"

" There was a great black eye in that

later," said Hobden, indignantly.

" My liddle eye didn't see un, then. It

looked as if you meant it forâ��for Anyone

that might need it. But settin' that aside.

D'ye believe orâ��do ye ? "

" I ain't sayin' nothin', because I've heard

naught, an' I've seen naught. But if you

was to say there was more things about after

dark in the woods than men, or fur, or

feather, or fin, I dunno as I'd go to call

you a liar. Now turnabout, Tom. What's

your say ? "

" I'm like you; I say nothin'. But I'll

tell you a tale, an' you can fit it as how you

please."

" Passel o' silly stuff," growled Hobden.

" The Marsh men they call it Dymchurch

Flit," Tom went on, slowly. " Hap ye have

heard it ? "

" My woman she've told it me scores o'

times. Dunno as I didn't end by belieftin'

itâ��sometimes."

Hobden crossed over as he spoke, and

sucked with his pipe at the yellow lantern

flame. Tom rested one great elbow on one

great knee, where he sat among the coal.

" Have you ever bin in the Marsh ? " he

said to Dan.

" Only as far as Rye, once," Dan answered.

"Ah, that's but the edge. Back behind

there's steeples settin' beside their churches,

an' wise women settin' beside their doors, an'

the sea settin' above the land, an' ducks

herdin' wild in the diks " (he meant ditches).

" The Marsh is justabout riddled with diks

an' sluices, an' tide-gates an' water-lets. You

can hear 'em bubblin' an' grummelin' when

the tide works in "em, an' then you hear the

sea rangin' up all along the Wall. You've

seen how flat she isâ��the Marsh ? You'd

think nothin' easier than to walk eend-on

acrost her ? Ah, but the diks an' the water-

lets, they twists the roads about as ravelly as

witch-yarn on the spindles. So ye get all

turned round in broad daylight."
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" That's because they've dreened the

waters into the diks," said Hobden. "When

I courted my woman the rushes was green ;

an' the Bailiff o' the Marshes, he rode up

and down as free as the fog."

" Who was he ? " said Dan.

" Why, the Marsh fever an' ague. He've

clapped me on the shoulder once or twice.

But now the dreenin' off of the waters have

done away with the fevers; so they make a

joke, like, that the Bailiff o' the Marshes

broke his neck in a dik. A won'erful place

for bees an' ducks 'tis too."

"An' old," Tom went on. "Flesh an'

Blood have been there since time everlastin'

beyond. Well, now, speakin' among them-

selves, the Marsh men say that from time

everlastin' beyond the Pharisees favoured the

Marsh above the rest of Old England. I lay

the Marsh men ought to know. They've

been out after dark, father an' son, smugglin'

some one thing or t'other, since wool grew to

sheep's backs. They say there was always a

middlin' few Pharisees to be seen on the

Marsh. Impident as rabbits, they was.

"THEY SAY THERE WAS ALWAVS A MIDDT.IN' FEW PHARISEES TO BE SEEN ON THE MARSH.

They'd dance on the nakid roads in the nakid

daytime ; they'd flash their liddle green lights

along the diks, comin' an' goin', like honest

smugglers. Yes, an'times they'd lock the church

doors against passon an' clerk of Sundays."

" That 'ud be smugglers layin' in the lace

or the brandy till they could run it out o' the

Marsh. I told my woman so," said Hobden.

"I'll lay she didn't beleft it, thenâ��not if she

was a Whitgift. A won'erful choice place for

Pharisees, the Marsh, by all accounts, till

Queen Bess's father he come in with his

Reformations."

" Would that be a Act o' Parliament like ?"

Hobden asked.

"Sure-ly. Can't do nothing in Old England

without Act, Warrant, an' Summons. He got

his Act allowed him, an', they say. Queen

Bess's father he used the parish churches

something shameful. Justabout tore the

gizzards out of I dunnamany. Some folk

in England they held with 'en; but some

they saw it different, an' it eended in 'em

takin' sides an' burnin' each other no bounds,

accordin' which side was top, time bein''.

That tarrified the Pharisees : for Good-will

among Flesh an' Blood is meat an' drink to

'em, an' ill-will is poison."

" Same as bees," said the Bee Boy. " Bees

won't stay by a house where there's hating."

"True," said

Tom. "This Re-

formations tarrified

the Pharisees same

as a reaper goin'

round a last stand

o' wheat tarrifies

the rabbits. They

packed into the

Marsh from all

parts, and they

says, ' Fair or foul

we must flit out o'

this, for Merry

England's done

with, an' we're

reckoned among

the Images.'"

"Did they all

see it that way ? "

said Hobden.

" All but one

that was called

Robin â��â�¢ if you've

heard of him.

What are you

laughing at?"

Tom said to Dan.

"The trouble

didn't tech Robin, because he'd cleaved

middlin' close to people like. No more he

never meant to go out of Old England â��

not he; so he was sent messagin' for help

among Flesh an' Blood. But Flesh an'
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Blood must always think of their own

concerns, an' Robin couldn't get through

at 'em. They thought it was echoes, off the

Marsh."

" What did youâ��what did the fairies

want ? " Una asked.

" A boat, to be sure. Their liddle wings

could, no more cross the Channel than so

many tired butterflies. A boat an' a crew to

sail 'em over to France, where yet awhile

folks hadn't tore down the Images. They

couldn't abide Canterbury Bells ringin' to

Bulverhithe for more pore men an' women

to be burnded, nor the King's proud messenger

ridin' through the land givin' orders to tear

down the Images. They couldn't abide it no

shape. Nor yet they couldn't get their boat

an" crew to flit by without leave an' Good-will

from Flesh an' Blood, an' Flesh an' Blood

came an' went about its own business the

while the Marsh was swarvin' up, an' swarvin'

up with Pharisees from all England over,

striving all means to get through at Flesh

an' Blood to tell 'en their sore need. I

don't know as you've ever heard say

Pharisees are like chickens ? "

" My woman used to say that," said

Hobden, folding his big brown arms.

" You run too many chickens together, an'

the ground sickens like, an' you get a squat,

an' your chickens die. Same way, you crowd

Pharisees all in one placeâ��they don't die,

but Flesh an' Blood walkin' among 'em is apt

to sick up an' pine off. They don't mean it,

an' Flesh an' Blood don't know it, but that's

the truthâ��as I've heard. The Pharisees

bein' all stenched up an' frighted, an' tryin'

to come through with their supplications,

they nature-ally changed the thin airs and

humours in Flesh an' Blood. It lay on the

Marsh like thunder. Men saw their churches

ablaze with the wildfire in the windows after

dark ; they saw their cattle scatterin' and no

man carin' ; their sheep flockin' and no man

drivin' ; their horses latherin" an' no man

leadin' : they saw the liddle low green lights

more than ever in the dik-sides ; they heard

the liddle feet patterin' more than ever round

the houses; an' night an' day, day an' night,

'twas all as though they were bein' creeped up

on, and hinted at by some one or other that

couldn't rightly shape their trouble. Oh, I

lay they sweated ! Man an" maid, woman

an' child, their nature done 'em no service

all the weeks while the Marsh was fillin' up

with Pharisees. But they was Flesh an'

Blood, an' Marsh men before all. They

reckoned the signs signified trouble for

the Marshâ��or that the sea 'ud rear up

against Dymchurch Wall an' they'd be

drownded like Old Winchelsea ; or that the

Plague was comin'. So they looked for the

meanin' in the sea or in the clouds, far an'

high up. They never thought to look near

an' knee-high, where they could see naught.

" Now there was a poor widow at Dym-

church under the Wall, which, lacking man or

property, she had the more time for feeling ;

and she come to feel there was a Trouble

outside her doorstep bigger an' heavier than

aught she'd ever carried over it. She had

two sonsâ��one born blind, and t'other struck

dumb through fallin' off the Wall when he

was liddle. They was men grown, but not

wage-earnin', an' she worked for 'em, keepin'

bees and answerin' questions."

" What sort of questions ? " said Dan.

" Like where lost things might be found,

an' what to put about a crooked baby's neck,

an' how to join parted sweethearts. She felt

the Trouble on the Marsh same as eels fcel

thunder. She was a wise woman."

" My woman was won'erful weather-tender,

too," said Hobden. " I've seen her brish

sparks like off an anvil out of her hair in

thunderstorms. But she never laid out to

answer questions."

"This woman was a Seeker like, an'

Seekers sometimes find. One night, while

she lay abed, hot an' aching, there come a

Dream an' tapped at her window, and

' Widow Whitgift,' it said, ' Widow Whitgift!'

" First, by the wings an' the whistling, she

thought it was peewits, but last she arose an'

dressed herself, an' opened her door to the

Marsh, an' she felt the Trouble an' the

Groaning all about her, strong as fever, an'

she calls : ' What is it ? Oh, what is it ?'

" Then 'twas all like the frogs in the diks

peeping : then 'twas all like the reeds in the

diks clip-clapping; an' then the great Tide-

wave rummelled along the Wall, an' she

couldn't hear proper.

" Three times she called, an' three times

the Tide-wave did her down. But she

catched the quiet between, an' she cries out,

' What is the Trouble on the Marsh that's

been lying down with my heart an' arising

with my body this month gone ? ' She felt

a liddle hand lay hold on her gown-hem, an'

she stooped to the pull o' that liddle hand."

Tom Shoesmith spread his huge fist before

the fire and smiled at it.

" ' Will the sea drown the Marsh ?' she

says. She was a Marsh woman fust an'

foremost.

" ' No,' says the liddle voice. ' Sleep sound

for all o' that.'
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"' Is the Plague comin' to the Marsh ?'

she says. Them was all the ills she knowed.

" ' No. Sleep sound for all o' that,' says

Robin.

" She turned about, half mindful to go in,

but the liddle voices grieved that shrill an'

sorrowful she turns back, an' she cries: ' If

it is not a Trouble of Flesh an' Blood, what

can I do ?' The Pharisees cried out upon

her from all round to fetch them a boat

to sail to France, an' come back no more.

"THE PHARISEES CRIED OUT UPON HF,R FROM ALL ROUND TO FETCH THEM A

BOAT TO SAIL TO FRANCE."

"'There's a boat on the Wall,' she says,

' but I can't push it down to the sea, nor sail

it when it's there.'

"' Lend us your sons,' says all the

Pharisees. ' Give 'em leave an' Good-will to

sail it for us, Motherâ��O Mother !'

" ' One's dumb, an' t'other's deaf,' she says.

'But all the dearer to me for that; and you'll

lose them in the big sea.' The voices just

about pierced through her; an" there was

children's voices too. She stood out all she

could, but she couldn't hold out against that.

So she says : ' If you can draw my sons for

your job, I'll not hinder 'em. You can't ask

no more of a Mother.'

" She saw them liddle green lights dance an'

cross till she was dizzy; she heard them liddle

feet patterin' by the thousand ; she heard

cruel Canterbury Bells ringing to Bulverhithe,

an' she heard the great Tide-wave ranging

along the Wall. That was

while the Pharisees was

workin' a Dream to wake

her two sons asleep : an'

while she bit her fingers she

saw them two she'd borne

come out an' pass her with

never a word. She followed

'em, cryin' an' cryin', to the

old boat on the Wall, an' that

they took an' runned down

to the Sea.

" When they'd stepped

mast an' sail the blind son

speaks: 'Mother, we're

waitin' your leave an' Good-

will to Take Them over.'"

Tom Shoesmith threw

back his head and iialf shut

his eyes.

"Eh, me!" he said. "She

was a fine, valiant woman,

the Widow Whitgift. She

stood twistin' the eends of

her long hair over her fingers,

an' she shook like a poplar,

makin' up her mind. The

Pharisees all about they

hushed their children from

cryin' an' they waited dumb-

still. She was all their

dependence. Thout her

leave an' Good - will they

could not pass, for she was

the Mother. An' she shook

like a aps tree makin' up her

mind. Last she drives the

word past her teeth, an*

' Go !' she says. ' Go with

my leave an' Good-will.'

" Then I sawâ��then, they say, she had to

brace back same as if she was wadin' in

tide water ; for the Pharisees just about flowed

past herâ��down the beach to the boat, I

dunnamany of 'emâ��with their wives an'

children an' valuables, all escapin' out of

cruel Old England. Silver you could hear

clinkin', an' liddle bundles hove down dunt
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" SHE SAW THEM TWO SHE'D BORNE COME OUT AN1 PASS HER WITH NEVER A WORD."

on the bottom boards, an' passels o' liddle

swords an' shield's raklin', an' liddle fingers

an' toes scratchin' on the boatside to board

her when the two sons pushed her off. That

boat she sunk lower an' lower, but all the

Widow could see in it was her boys movin'

hampered like to get at the tackle. Up sail

they did, an' away they went, deep as a Rye

barge, away into the mists, an' the Widow

Whitgift she sat down and eased her grief

till momin' light."

"I never heard she was all alone," said

Hobden.

" I remember now. The one called Robin

he stayed with her, they tell. She was all too

grievious to listen to his promises."

" Ah ! She should ha' made her bargain

beforehand. I allus told my woman so !"

Hobden cried.

" No. She loaned her sons for a pure love-

loan, bein' as she sensed the Trouble on the

Marshes, an' was simple good-willing to ease

it" Tom laughed softly. " She done that.

Yes, she done that! From Hithe to

Bulverhithe, fretty man an' petty maid, ailin'

woman an' wailin' child, they took the

advantage of the change in the thin airs just

about as soon as the Pharisees flitted. Folks

come out fresh an' shining all over the Marsh

like snails after wet. An' that while the

Widow Whitgift sat grievin' on the beach.

She might have beleft usâ��she might have

trusted her sons would be sent back. She

fussed, no bounds, when their boat co'me in

after three days."

" And, of course, the sons were both quite

cured ? " said Una.

"No-o. That would have been out o'

Nature. She got 'em back as she sent 'em.

The blind man he hadn't seen naught of

anything, an' the dumb man nature-ally, he

couldn't say aught of what he'd seen. I

reckon that was why the Pharisees pitched

on 'em for the ferrying job."

" But what did youâ��Robin, promise the

Widow ? " said Dan.

" What did he promise, now ?" Tom

pretended to think. "Wasn't your woman

a Whitgift, Ralph ? Did she ever say ? "

" She told me a passel o' silly stuff when

he was born." Hobden pointed at his son.

"There was always to be one of 'em that

could see farther into a millstone than

most."

" Me ! That's me !" said the Bee Boy so

suddenly that they all laughed.
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" I've got it now ! " said Tom. " So long

as Whitgift blood lasted, Robin promised

there would allers be one o' her stock

thatâ��that no trouble 'ud lie on, no maid

'ud sigh on, no night could frighten, no

fright could harm, no harm could make sin,

an' no woman could make unhappy."

" Well, ain't that just me ? " said the Boy,

where he sat in the silver square of the great

September moon that was staring into the

oast-house door.

" They was the exact words she told me

when we first found he wasn't like other boys.

But it beats me how ye know "em," said

Hobden.

" Aha! There's more under my hat

besides hair ! " Tom laughed and stretched

himself. " When I've seen these two young

folk home, we'll make a night of old days,

Ralph, with passin' old talesâ��eh ? An'

where might you

live ? " he said,

gravely, to Dan.

"An' do you

think your Pa

'ud give me a

drink for takin'

you there,

Missy?"

They giggled

so at this that

they had to run

out. Tom picked

them both up,

set one on each

broad shoulder,

and 'tramped

across the ferny

pasture where the cows puffed milky puffs at

them in the moonlight.

" Oh, Puck ! Puck ! I guessed you right

from the beginning almost. How could you

ever do it ?" Una cried, swinging along

delighted.

" Do what ?" he said, and climbed the

stile by the pollard oak.

" Pretend to be Tom Shoesmith," said Dan,

and they ducked to avoid the two little ashes

that grow by the bridge over the brook. He

was almost running.

" Yes. That's my name, Mus' Dan," he

said, hurrying over the silent shining lawn,

where a rabbit sat by the big white-thorn

near the croquet ground. " Here ye be."

He strode into the old kitchen yard, and

slid them down as Ellen Cook came to ask

questions.

" I'm helping in Mus' Spray's oast-house,"

he said to her.

"No, I'm no

foreig ner. I

knowed this

country 'fore

your Mother was

torn ; an' â�� an'

it's dry work

casting, Miss.

Thank you."

Ellen Cook

went to get a

jug, and the

children went

i n â�� magicked

once more by

Oak, Ash, and

Thorn !

1 'HOW COULD YOU EVER DO IT?' UNA CRIED.'

(To be concluded.)



The Magic of Music.

SYMPOSIUM OF ANECDOTES BY LEADING ARTISTES SHOWING THE

WONDERFUL INFLUENCE OF MUSIC OVER THE HUMAN MIND.

N olden times a good deal

more was thought and said

about the influence of music

over the human mind than is

the case to-day, and history

=â�¢â�¢* hands down to us many striking

instances in which its power was evidenced

by the soothing of sorrow or even the actual

cure of disease. Many of these tales can no

doubt be accounted for as mere superstitions

and fables, yet even in these days of hard

matter of fact there are happening almost

every day instances which go to prove how

great a spell music can and does undoubtedly

cast over human beings.

Among prominent artistes of the day there

is hardly one who cannot relate some anec-

dote showing that his or her playing or

singing, as the case may be, has curiously

affected certain individuals. Often one par-

ticular song or piece has the power above

all others to affect its hearers, and that such

influence is for good is found almost in-

variably to be the case.

In order to prove this the following anec-

dotes bearing on the question have been

collected for the benefit of readers of THE

STRAND.

Mme. Parti's Toronto Anecdote.

Mme. Adelina Patti has many anecdotes

to relate, and it would be

difficult to find one which

paid a higher tribute to

the fascination of music

than the following.

"Once in San Fran-

cisco," she says, " I was

just about to go on the

stage when there was a

terrific report somewhere

in the front of the house.

I was very much

frightened, as I thought

that what I had heard was

someone shooting at the

stage from the gallery.

Apparently the audience

also was becoming alarmed,

but before I had time to

ask what was the matter,

Mr. Wilson, who was my

stage - manager at that

Vol. wMii.â��38.

MME. ADRI.1NA PATTI.

Frtm a Photo, by Elliott it Fry,

time, almost dragged me before the curtain

and told me to sing ' Home, Sweet Home.'

The moment I began to sing, the familiar air

so fascinated the audience that their alarm

gradually subsided, and they took their seats

again and remained quite quietly in their

places. How terrible a panic had been

averted I did not know until a little while

later, when, having safely returned to my

hotel, I was informed that a man in the upper

circle had flung a bombâ��whether at the

stage or at one of the boxes never transpired

â��which exploded in his hand and blew him

almost to pieces."

Perhaps even more striking is the story

that Mme. Patti tells about an event which

shows the attractive power of music.

" Many years ago," she relates, " I per-

formed at a concert-hall in Toronto. The

time of my visit was mid-winter, and on the

night of the concert the thermometer stood

at many degrees below freezing-point. The

concert - hall was packed to overflowing;

indeed, there was a large crowd outside,

which, unable to find seating accommodation,

clamoured to be allowed to stand in the

gangways.

" Just as I was about to go on the stage I

noticed that, in spite of the fact that I had

given instructions for the temperature in the

hall to be kept as nearly.as possible at sixty

degrees, it was becom-

â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢^^â�¢K ing so draughty and so

bitterly cold that I feared

I should catch a chill, and

had all the cracks and

crevices round the plat-

form screened with pieces

of scenery and curtains.

Still the temperature

seemed to grow colder

and colder, and after I

had sung one or two

songs I sent for my stage-

manager and told him

that I thought there

must be a door or a

window open somewhere.

He assured me, how-

ever, that he had been

most careful in this re-

spect, but hardly were the

words out of his mouth
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than, happening to look up, he noticed that

a large skylight in the roof was wide open.

" Needless to say, he severely reprimanded

those who had been instructed to see that

the skylight was closed, but when they

assured him that this

had been done he him-

self made his way on to

the roof to investigate

matters. The mystery

was soon explained.

About fifty men from

the crowd who had

been unable to obtain

seats were so deter-

mined to hear the con-

cert that they got up

on to the roof of the

next building, whence

they found access on

to the roof of the con-

cert-hall, and, opening

the skylight already

mentioned, lay down

beside it, protecting

themselves from the

cold as best they

could with their coats and some blankets.

" Music must have had an extraordinary

fascination for these men to induce them to

remain out in the free/ing cold as they did."

Mme. Albani Tells the Effect of " Home,

Sweet Home."

The following incident told by Mme.

Albani Gye is surely a very practical proof of

the influence that music

has for good over the

human mind :â��

" Many years ago I

sang at a concert which

was given at the Albert

Hall in aid of the Home

for Incurables. I sang

several songs on that

occasion, but that

which appeared to

please the audience

most was 'Home,

Sweet Home'; indeed,

T was recalled several

times after singing that

song.

" A few days later

I was surprised to

receive a letter from a

lady who did not give

her name, but who

signed herself anony-

MME. Al.BAM.

Pram a Photo, by Elliott A fry.

MR. PADEREWSKI.

From a Photo, by BIHM <t Pr\i,

mously, and who said that she had been very

much affected and touched by the way I had

sung the song mentioned. It had, she said,

brought home to her the terrible mental

sufferings that must be experienced by

those who know that

they are never to ex-

perience again the joys

of an earthly home and

the love and affection

of their friends and

relations there, and

had made her long to

do something to allevi-

ate the lot of these

poor sufferers.

" In conclusion, she

told me that she had

sent a thousand pounds

to the charity on be-

half of which I had

been singing, and I

think you will agree

that in this case, at any

rate, the hypnotism and

influence for good of

the human voice were

made apparent in a very real and practical

manner."

Mr. Paderewski and His Blind Admirer.

An exceedingly touching incident is related

by Mr. Paderewski about an occasion when

he performed extemporaneously at a well-

known institute for the blind. " I was asked

by a friend one day," he relates, " to accom-

pany him to a home for

the blind in which he

was interested, and

whither he was going

on one of his periodical

visits. I was very deeply

touched by the evident

patience and forbear-

ance from complaint of

those afflicted in so ter-

rible a manner, and I

very readily consented,

at my friend's request,

to do what I could to

furnish them with a little

temporary pleasure by

playing to them.

" I accordingly sat

down at the piano and

played several pieces

that I thought most

likely to please them,

but after about twenty
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minutes my own thoughts became so sad at

thinking of the pitiable nature of the in-

firmities of my audience that I unconsciously

began to play music which reflected my

mental condition. When 1 finished, and as

I sat still for a moment, myself deeply moved

by the feelings that had found expression

through my ringers, a member of my audi-

ence, with the tears running from his sight-

less eyes, came up and, flinging his arms

about me, thanked me most effusively, and

said he was certain I could only be

Paderewski, about whose playing he had

heard so often. I may say that none of the

inmates of the home had been told of my

identity."

rAme. Kirkby Lunn and " The Three

Fishers."

" Quite recently," says Mme. Kirkby Lunn,

" I leamt for the first time of an incident

MMK. KIRKBY LUNN.

frota a Phalo till Kliatt it fry.

that resulted from my singing at Mme. Patti's

concert at the Albert Hall in June, 1905.

"On that occasion I sang, amongst other

songs, 'The Three Fishers.' A few weeks

ago I had a letter from a lady, in which she

informed me that her son had lost his wife

within a month of their marriage during the

spring of 1905, and had been almost demented

with grief until the night when he heard me

sing the song I have referred to at the Albert

Hall. For some reason the refrain had a

peculiarly soothing effect upon him. Within

a week his spirits and his health improved,

while his fits of despondency became less

frequent, and disappeared altogether when his

mother played over to him upon the piano

certain bars of the music which accompanied

the words, ' For men must work and women

must weep,' etc.

" She would play this over to him again

and again, sometimes for half an hour at a

stretch, and it invariably had the effect of

soon restoring him to something like his old

spirits. She even went so far as to say that,

had it not been for the ability of this par-

ticular piece of music to soothe him, her son

would have lost his reason. I do not think

that it will be easy to find any more striking

illustration of the power of music over the

mind."

Mme. Clara Butt Tells of a Doubtful

Compliment.

Mme. Clara Butt has very many anecdotes

to tell bearing on the hypnotism of music.

" After singing ' Kathleen Mavourneen ' as an

MMK. CLARA BUTT.

from Â« Photo. 6Â» Elliott it Fry.

encore at Cardiff, a few years ago," she says,

"an amusing little incident occurred to me

in connection with an old Irishman whom I

found waiting for me when I left the concert-

hall. With tears in his eyes he caught hold

of my cloak and, falling upon his knees,

began to bless me in his rich brogue.

' Bedad,' he concluded, ' I don't know who

wrote that song, but, shure, if he's dead,

'twould make him turn in his grave to have

heard the way ye sang it to-night.' "

Mme. Butt has been particularly struck

by the fact that certain of the songs she sings

seem to possess a much greater power to

move members of her audiences than pthers,
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For instance, whenever she sings " Abide

With Me," she almost invariably receives

some proof that members of the audience

have been particularly affected. Sometimes

she is met at the door of

the concert-hall afterwards

by people begging her to

allow them to bring some

sick relative to where she

is living in order that she

may sing the song to them,

because they feel sure it

would make them better.

It was after singing this

song, also, that she re-

ceived the following

curious letter:â��

BELOVED MADAME,â��I know

this is only, as it should he,

one tribute out of a thousand,

but I must send it. I have

heard you every time you have

sung at Plymouth, and God

only knows through what

trouble and difficulty I have

come since the first time ; but

always you are the same, only

more perfect every time you

sing, and it is you, beloved,

that make the great gift such a help and comfort to

thousands. God bless you and yours, and make your

future more lovely even than the past,'and give me a

place somewhere near you in Heaven that 1 may hear

you sing the song ot the redeemed there. Forgive

this if it troubles you ; I was

sorry you were so weary last

night.

A WOMAN WHO

LOVES You.

Mr. Ben Davies and

the Lady in the

Omnibus.

" Many years ago," re-

lates Mr. Ben Davies,

" when I took the part

of Geoffrey Wilder in

'Dorothy,' I had fre-

quent opportunities of

observing the influence

of music over certain

minds. For over eight

hundred nights did I

appear in the part named,

and I soon began to

recognise familiar faces

among the audience.

One old gentleman, ac-

companied by his wife

and daughter, came regularly once a week,

always occupying the same seat, until I grew

to look upon them as old friends and used to

invariably greet them with a friendly nod-

MR. BEN DAVIKS.

from a Photo, by Elliott & fry.
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"After I had been performing in

' Dorothy' for about a year I happened

to be returning home one night in an

omnibus, when an old lady who was sitting

beside me timidly re-

quested to know whether

she might speak to me.

On my replying in the

affirmative, she next begged

to be allowed to shake

hands with me, and then

went on to inform me that

so greatly was she fascina-

ted by my singing that she

had been to see ' Dorothy'

ninety times. ' I hope to go

ninety times more !' she

added. ' I have kept the

counterfoils of the tickets,

and I paid every time !'

" I never saw the old

lady again, and I have no

idea who she was or where

she came from, but it is

evident that she was one

of those over whom music's

magic spell was cast."

How Miss Ada Crossley Moved Queen

Victoria to Tears.

The following anecdote told by Miss Ada

Crossley, apropos of a

visit to Windsor to sing

before the late Queen,

is only one of many that

she could tell testifying

to the power of music,

but this particular inci-

dent has remained very

vividly in her mind : â��

" I sang before the

late Queen Victoria on

several occasions, but

that of which I have the

clearest recollection was

when, during the dark

days of the South African

War, I journeyed to

Windsor to sing before

Her Majesty in Men-

delssohn's ' Elijah,' a

performance of which

was given in St. George's

Chapel.

" Her Majesty ap-

peared to listen to the music most attentively,

but it was not until my solo, ' O, Rest in the

Lord,' that it became apparent how keenly

under the spell of the music Her Majesty was.
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" As I sang it became evident that the

Sovereign was deeply moved, and before my

solo was finished she was weeping tears of

genuine emotion."

Mr. Mark Hambourg's Frenzied Listener.

Mr. Mark Hambourg, the famous pianist,

sends the following anec-

dote : " I had a most un- ^^tffl

pleasant experience a few

years ago, when touring in

New Zealand. I was giving

a recital before a large

audience, when a man

quite near the front sud-

denly leaned forward and

clutched wildly at the arm

of a young lady in the

next row. Apparently he

had no idea of what he

was doing, for, instead of

at once releasing his hold

and apologizing, he con-

tinued to tighten his grasp,

the while his eyes were

fixed steadily upon me,

until my attention was at-

tracted by the cry that his

victim could not suppress.

" Fearing that a madman was numbered

amongst the audience, I continued to ex-

temporize a few chords with my left hand

while I motioned to my manager to attend

to the matter, but the break in the melody

so occasioned proved

sufficient to bring the

man to his senses. He

suddenly sat up, pressed

his hands to his eyes,

and then, realizing that

he had been carried

away by his feelings, he

hastily but profusely

apologized to the young

lady for his behaviour.

Fortunately there was a

vacant seat in the very

first row, and to this my

manager escorted him,

so as to make quite

sure that the same

thing did not occur

again."

Miss Marie Hall and

an Offer of Marriage.

Miss Marie Hall,

who is now in the

midst of an extensive

ME. MARK HAMBOURG.

Frmn a Photo, by Elliott & fry.

MISS MARIE HAL!..

frrnn o Photo, bu Elliott it FIT/.

provincial tour, sends us the following

contribution:â��

" My personal experience, it is true, does

not extend over many years, but in spite

of this I have had numerous proofs that my

playing sometimes affects individuals to an

extraordinary extent. I very vividly remem-

ber, for instance, how.

j^^^ shortly after I made my

debut, I was much perse-

cuted by an individual who

sought my hand in marri-

age. The first intimation

I had of his existence was

brought me by the post in

the shape of a letter, in

which he stated that

having heard me play he

realized for the first time

how far short he fell of

goodness. For years, he

explained, he had never

thought of religion or of

any future life, but had

been content to go on in

a self-centred, selfish way,

never hesitating to do

wrong if he benefited

thereby. But during my

playing the enormity of his sins had suddenly

been brought home to him and he longed to

be good. This, he felt, could only be achieved

if he had frequent opportunities of hearing

me play, and he implored me to become his

wife and so help, as he

put it, ' to save at least

one soul.'"

Miss Fanny Davies

and the School Girls.

Miss Fanny Davies,

the well-known pianist,

is able to quote an

incident that occurred

only last July to show

the power of music :â��

" I recently visited

a large girls' school to

conduct an examina-

tion of the one hundred

and five students there,

and found that they

had been taught on a

system which, though

all right so far as cer-

tain points in tech-

nique were concerned,

utterly divorced music

from sound. After
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examining the girls and finding that they

were mechanical, but devoid of musical in-

sight, I tried to convince them that

something more than mere technique was

required, and that music could exercise a

wonderful power over the

mind, by playing to them

for more than an hour

such pieces as they

chose. That my efforts

had the desired effect is

evidenced, I think, by

the following letter,

which I received a few

days later from a member

of the staff:â��

DEAR Miss DAVIES,â��May

I thank you for the enormous

pleasure you gave to all of us

on Wednesday evening ? You

took us out of ourselves and

lifted us up higher, and

helped us to realize, as never

before, the beauty and purity

and majesty of music. It was

so good of you to give us so

generously of your God-given

gift, and ( know it was a revelation to our children

and to many of us members of the staff. Thank you

very much.

Yours gratefully,

" I prize that letter very highly indeed,

because it makes me

hope that the spell of

music, instead of having

been lifted when the

playing ceased, may

continue to be exercised

over the minds of the

girls, and so impress

upon them the beauties

of sound as to revolu-

tionize the methods of

teaching at that school

for all time."

MISS FAN

From a Photo.

Mischa Elman Tells a Very Touching

Story.

Even quite the younger generation of

players can sometimes bear witness to the

effect that music has on

certain minds. Mischa

Elman, the extraordin-

arily-gifted boy musician,

sends the following anec-

dote :â��

"Not very long ago an

old lady who had been

to many of the concerts

at which I had appeared,

and who had frequently

expressed admiration for

my playing, sent me an

urgent request that I

would go to her home,

where she lay very ill in-

deed, in order that I

might soothe her by my

playing. The request was

one that I found it im-

possible to refuse, and I accordingly went

to her residence.

" I found that she was indeed very ill, but

she was able to beg me to play to her the

'Traumerei' of Schumann, which was her

favourite piece. My sur-

roundings and the nature

of my errand made me

play it that day as I had

never played it before, a

thing for which I am very

glad, since my listener

passed quietly away be-

fore the last strains died

out, and I like to think

that I was able to give

her pleasure and add to

her peace of mind/'

NY DAVIES.

bi KllioU A Fry.

MISCHA ELMAN.

From a Photo, by Thf. London Stereoscopic Co.
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THE MATING.

UR first glimpse of a White

Admiral butterfly on the wing

is almost startling. We must,

however, make our way south

and to secluded woods if we

wish to see this handsome

insect flying; since, in the British Isles, its

habitat is almost entirely confined to the

southern counties. We may perchance be

sauntering through a sunlit glade of the New

Forest, or along a woodland path in Surrey,

Sussex, or Devonshire, or, it may be, in the

Isle of Wight, when, like a flash of light, two

of these lovely insects suddenly come into

view. Although their flight is bold, swift,

and continuous, yet they stand out most

conspicuously in the sunlight as they carry

on their giddy flirtation, for the contrasting

velvety black and white of the

upper surfaces of their wings

cannot be other than showy in

the bright sunlight.

In this way we have caught

a glimpse of these charming

butterflies, and long to see

them again while we continue

our ramble in the wood. We

come upon many and various

kinds of butterflies, hut nearly

all seem commonplace after

witnessing the sportive flight

and striking hues of the White Admiral. Of

course, if we should fortunately happen to

catch a glimpse of the male insect of the

larger and rarer Purple Emperor butterfly

(which frequents almost the same localities)

flashing his purple hues in the sunlight, we

might for the moment forget the insects that

had just charmed us so much. But the

Purple Emperor when flying loves to sail

above the summits of the tall oak trees, and

is rarely seen low down, unless it is seeking

carrion, on whichâ��incongruous as it may

seemâ��this gorgeously - coloured insect de-

lights to feast.

No Purple Emperor has appeared to view,

however, and we are still looking in vain for

White Admirals even when we reach the end

of the glade; for these insects are not usually

FIG. T.â��A magnified view of the

butterfly's egg, which is really only

about half the sue of a pin's head.

seen in large numbers even in their favourite

haunts. But it may be interesting to state

that, from inquiries made by the writer, he

learns that during last season (1905) this

species of butterfly was very abundant in

the New Forestâ��much more, so, in fact, than

for many years past; and 'in other districts

for which it is known to have a partiality in

other counties, White Admirals have again

been especially numerous this year. Given,

then, a favourable winter to follow, the

butterfly should be largely in evidence next

season, and its extinction, predicted so confi-

dently by some authorities, will, it is hoped,

be deferred indefinitely.

THE EGG.

Just as we have reached the end of the

glade, and, therefore, almost given up hopes

of seeing another Admiral, right on the very

borderabutterflyappears, hover-

ing against a honeysuckle bush.

Yes, sure enough, it is an Ad-

miral. There are the con-

spicuous white bands and spots

on the velvety black ground of

the surface of the wings. But

surely something is amiss. The

flight of this butterfly is alto-

gether different from that of

the previous examples we have

seen. It is irregularly flutter-

ing from leaf to leaf of the

honeysuckle, apparently carefully examin-

ing each, much as an insectivorous bird

might do when seeking a meal. And every

now and again it alights upon a leaf or dis-

appears amidst the foliage for a moment or

two, shortly reappearing to perform similar

movements amongst other leaves, and so on

over and over again, but always amidst

honeysuckle leaves. After some minutes

spent in this occupation the butterfly flies

along the glade, eventually disappearing

amongst the trees.

Before we leave the wood we must care-

fully examine those leaves around which the

insect has been moving, for they have a story

to tell. We have, fortunately, alighted upon

the very beginning of things in the various

life stages of this charming butterfly.
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Truth to tell, the insect we have just seen

so busily and seriously occupied was once as

frivolous and coquettish as the one we saw

pursued in the love-chase. But no longer

has she the time or inclination for winged

dalliance up and down the glades; she has

much more important affairs on hand. She

FIG. a.â��The tiny caterpillar's method of feeding is curious,

for the larva carefully consumes all the green leaf from the

central vein, working from the tip downwards,

is looking out suitable sites on which to

deposit her tiny eggs. This accounts for the

careful manner in which she was scrutinizing

the leaves when we first saw her. Although

she cannot eat green food herself, yet, by

some mysterious instinct, she knows quite

well that the baby caterpillars which will

eventually hatch from her eggs will need

honeysuclde leaves to feed upon.

So we carefully search amongst the leaves,

and there, without a doubt, on quite a

number of them we find a single egg

deposited. These eggs are about half the

size of a pin's head, of a pearly hue, and are

generally placed on the edge of the upper

surface of the leaf, often near the apex. But

let me show you one of them through my

pocket lens, and then you will see what a

really wonderful little object it is (Fig. i).

It is sculptured with hexagonal pits and

studded over with sharp spines, which latter

probably serve to protect it from the attacks

of some of its parasitic foes. Let us now

make a note of the date when these wonder-

ful eggs were deposited (July i6th), for we

have more to learn about them.

THE CATERPILLAR.

Twelve days later from one of these

minute eggs emerges a tiny caterpillar; and

soon from the other eggs further little cater-

pillars appear. The baby caterpillar slowly

toddles along the edge of the leaf toward-.

the apex, never ceasing until the very tip of

the leaf is reached. At first it is so very

small and eats so little that it feeds for

several hours on the tip of the leaf without

causing any apparent destruction. Two or

three days later, though, while the caterpillar

is still not very obvious, its ravages become

more apparent, for its curious method of

feeding betrays itâ��at least to the observant

entomologist. Look at illustration Fig. 2,

and observe how from the tip of the midrib

the leaf is being slowly consumed. The cater-

pillar does not eat the leaf indiscriminately,

but steadily devours it from above downwards,

and then, what is more curious still, when it

has for the time finished feeding and desires

to rest, it ascends to the very tip of the

cleaned midrib and there it peacefully sleeps,

descending to its dining-room area below

when it again needs refreshment. The skin

of the young caterpillar is very rough, and,

probably by resting in this elevated position

on the bare vein of the leaf, its superficial

resemblance to a tiny portion of the leaf still

adhering to the vein makes it less likely to

be seen by its enemies than if it rested in the

feeding area, where insectivorous foes would

be more disposed to glance. The process of

consuming the leaf is a slow one, for the

caterpillar at this stage does not eat largely,

but spends much time at rest. Perhaps by

the end of August it may, or may not, have

started on a second leaf, and, in fact, at that

period seems little desirous of feeding at

all. In September it makes its way to the

FIG. 3.â��In September the caterpillars spin silken threads

riliout the bases of the leaf-stalks lo prevent the leaves falling

in the autumn,
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base of the leaf, and commences to spin

some silken threads about the stalk where it

joins the stem. Marvellous though it may

seem, yet this tiny and unreasoning larva is

preparing for winter. Some intuitive instinct

some night, or maybe

that

_

FIG. 4.â��Throughout the winter months the tiny caterpillars rest

hidden in the shrunken portions of the leaves they so carefully

attached with silken cahles to the branches.

has warned it

early morning, in

the near future

there may come a

nipping frost, after

which those honey-

suckle leaves, al-

most ready to sepa-

rate from their

parent stems, will

fall suddenly and

without warning.

So the young

caterpillar takes

time by the fore-

lock and guards

against disaster,

lest it should fall

also when the

leaves drop.

In illustration

Fig. 3 we see the

tiny caterpillar

carefully spinning

silken threads round the base of the leaf

stalk, in readiness for the autumn " fall."

Then the edges of the remaining uneaten

portion of the leaf are stitched together

with other threads, the caterpillar snugly

ensconcing itself in the hollow at the base

of the leaf. In due course, when the leaf

should naturally

drop, although it

separates from the

main stem in the

usual way, yet the

silken cables pre-

vent it falling.

Thus it remains

hanging to the

stem and dries and

shrivels around the

young larva (Fig.

4), looking exactly

like many other

bits of tattered

leaves round about

it which for various

reasons remain at-

tached to the

stems, but giving

no indication of

its living burden

within.

Vol. xxxii.â��39.

FIG. 5.â��In early May the caterpillars are about half grown.

In its leafy covering the tiny caterpillar

sleeps away the slowly passing winter months,

disguised from the few of its enemies that are

abroad and protected from wintry blasts,

frosts, and rain alike. .From six to seven of

the twelve months of its life it spends in this

long rest, and if it

did not feed on

honeysuckle leaves

it might have to

wait longer; but

honeysuckle leaves

are amongst the

earliest that push

aside the protec-

tive winter scales

that surround their

buds.

Some day in

April the warm sun

wakes up the

young larva from

its long sleep, and

it works its way

through some

weak spot of its

winter domicile.

To its great

delight, when it

gets outside, it finds abundant young and

juicy honeysuckle leaves round about it.

Then it discovers how really hungry it is and

begins forthwith to eat ravenously. It may

be due to this gnawing hunger that its earlier

habit of daintily cleaning the midrib of the

leaf is quite lost, for it now consumes any

portion of the

leaves indiscrimi-

nately. As a con-

sequence of its

ravenous appetite

it begins to grow

rapidly, so that,

from time to time,

it gets too large for

its skin, which it

has to moult, a new

skin with ample

room for further

growth developing

beneath the one

about to be cast

off. In illustration

Fig. 5 we see two

larvae as they ap-

pear on May 4th.

We notice, too,

that they are de-

veloping a spiny
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~Hy the

iddl.

of May the caterpillars are full grown.

appearance,

this feature

but

be-

comes more appa-

rent when they are

full grown.

By the middle of

May we find the

larvae full fed, and

in Fig. 6 are shown

some caterpillars

as they appear at

this stage (May

18th). They are of

a bright green

col o ur, shading

darker along the

upper surface and

lighter towards the

sides, where the

FIG. 7.â��When the larva is full-fed it spins a little silken pad to a

branch and suspends itself to this by its tail end.

it through the next stage in its develop-

ment its appetite declines. Then it

selects a comfortable spot on a stem or

on the vein of a leaf, and there it pro-

ceeds to spin a little silken pad. When

this pad is completed the larva suspends

itself to it by its tail claspers, and so

hangs head downwards, in a slightly

curved position (Fig. 7). In this atti-

tude the larva remains motionless for

from two to three days. Then it seems

to suddenly wake up, and a wriggling

movement begins. While we watch it

we see that something is happening to

the caterpillar. It is swinging from side

to side, and as it swings we observe that

the caterpillar's skin has broken away

near its head, and with each swing the

skin is slowly sliding towards its tail end.

And, lo! in the course of a minute or

two we have enacted before us a com-

plete transforma-

tion, for the cater-

pillar becomes a

curious two-horned

pupa or chrysalis.

In illustration Fig. 8

the chrysalis is seen

making its last

swing, with the

shrunken caterpillar

skin at its tail end.

When the moul-

ted skin is almost

free, a very dexter-

ous feat has to be

performed by the

pupa, for it has to

withdraw the

light area terminates in a white band. Long

and short, dark brown, branched spines

also decorate their dorsal parts. Perhaps

these prickly spines make the larva un-

palatable to some of their enemies.

We have seen that, counting from the

time the eggs were deposited, it requires

about ten months to develop the full-grown

caterpillar. Now, as the complete life of

the insect occupies not more, and some-

times less, than twelve months, it follows

that some considerable development has

to be made during the short remaining

period of time. This development we

have now to record.

THE PUPA OR CHRYSALIS.

So soon as the caterpillar has assimi-

lated sufficient green leaf material to carry

FIG. 8.â��After hanging as shown in Fig. 7 for two or tlirt*

days, it moults its last caterpillar skin (which can be sÂ«q

shrunken up at its tail end) and becomes a chrysalis.
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extremity of its abdomen

from its cast-off skin, and

apparently with nothing

to hold to in the mean-

while. However, this

gymnastic manoeuvre is

quickly and successfully

performed, the pupa ad-

hering in some peculiar

way to some other parts

of its larval skin while it

disconnects its latter por-

tions, and then reconnects

them directly with the

silken pad, a number of

tiny hooks being pro-

vided on the tip of the

abdomen for this pur-

pose. Then the last

caterpillar skin falls

away, and we have

no longer a caterpillar,

for the dormant pupa or chrysalis is bom.

THE BUTTERFLY.

At first the chrysalis is very much the same

colour as the larva, but the area covering the

embryo wings slowly darkens in hue, eventu-

ally assuming a deep olive-green shade. The

other parts are of a pale green shaded with

brown, the whole being flecked with streaks

and spots of bright gold.

From the time when the pupa under

observation formed (May 2oth) it hung for

sixteen days (until June 4th). Then it

became obvious that some further develop-

ment was about to take place. The shell of

the chrysalis assumed a greasy appearance,

and the pupa dark-

ened very much in

colour ; the latter

being due to the

dark-coloured wings

of the insect within,

now almost ready

to emerge as a

fully - developed

butterfly (Fig. 9).

Our purpose now

must be to endea-

vour to witness the

birth of the butter-

fly, and in this we

have set ourselves

no light task. The

emergence from the

chrysalis and un-

folding of the wings

of the butterfly are

but the work of a

FIG. 9.â��At the beginning of June the chrysalis

assumes a greasy appearance, and the dark colour

of the butterfly, now almost ready to emerge, shows

through the semi-transparent shell of the chrysalis.

FIG. 10.â��Then, the opportune moment arrived, the chrysalis

bulges at its broader end, and then bursts. Instantly through the

opening appears the head and foreparts of the butterfly.

few seconds; but, as we

have no means of ascer-

taining the exact moment

(of the next twelve or

twenty - four hours, per-

haps) when the insect will

appear, there is no alter-

native if we are deter-

mined to see it enter its

new sphere of life as a

butterfly ; we must watch

and wait patiently.

About 10 a.m. the fol-

lowing day (June sth) a

ray of sunlight happened

to fall directly in the path

of the chrysalis under ob-

servation. Immediately

there was a response.

The pupa suddenlyjerked

as if startled by the light.

This was the beginning of

great thingsâ�� that wandering ray of light was

evidently Nature's signal to the hidden

butterfly within, informing it that then was

the opportune moment for it to come forth.

Instantly the chrysalis began to bulge at

its broader end. Then the enveloping shell

burst open, and the head of the butterfly

quickly appeared through the opening

(Fig. 10), the insect then gently slipping out

in this position head downwards, withdraw-

ing as it came its closely-folded wings, its

pressed-back antennfe or "feelers," and

finally its abdomen and legs. Just as one

expected to see it fall to the ground its

wings suddenly swelled out, and in an

instant the butter-

fly was free from

its chrysalis (which,

owing to its elas-

ticity, immediately

closed up again),

and was clinging to

the empty shell by

its legs, its wings

while in this posi-

tion rapidly extend-

ing their folds

(Fig. n). A little

more than a minute

later they had

reached their full

length (Fig. 12);

and now, everything

having passed off

successfully, there

was the newly-born

butterfly resting on
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FIG. 11.â��It clings to the empty chrysalis by its

legs while it shakes the folds from its wings.

the empty chrysalisâ��the last of its skins that

it would have to moult.

Our butterfly, though, was far from being

perfect yet. Its wings were limp and wet,

and the slightest puff of wind blew them like

. . _ _

FK;. 12.â��The winj;s have unfolded, but 3

so much wet rag. But slowly the butterfly

lost its flimsy and draggled aspect, and at the

end of an hour it bore a very trim and neat

appearance (Fig. 13). Soon after this it gave

its wings a sharp flutter, and then slowly

climbed its empty chrysalis on to the stem

(Fig. 14), revealing as it went the lovely

mahogany browns and blue-grey hues of the

undersides of its wings. Having finally

reached the topmost point of the branch, the

first glimpse was obtained of the soft, rich,

velvety effect of their upper surface. At the

FIG. 13. -The wings dry, and the

bears a trim and neat appearance.

the butterfly

very tip of the branch it almost lost its foot-

hold, and to balance itself it opened wide its

glorious wings (Fig. 15) as instinct taught it,

for it had yet to learn what wonderful feats

it could perform with those splendidly and

marvellously constructed organs.

There, then, it poised itself, its rich and

lovely glossy black and white wings sheening

delightfully as they moved, while the insect

FIG. 14.â��It gets ready to use its velvety black and

white wings.
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balanced itself. The

colours of the butterflies

we had seen flying in

the woodland glade

charmed us, it is true,

but here we had the

richness and purity of

the newly-opened bloom.

No rain-spot has left its

stain; no leaf has flecked

the rapidly-moving in-

sect as it glides in and

out amongst the trees ;

here, in fact, we have per-

fection.

When the butterfly had

steadied itself it closed

its wings again; but it

had felt the possession

of this new power. This

â�¢ uacii incic nji a icw IIIIJIIICM L>. j. ncn, Having ici

became apparent Shortly new power it possesses, it suddenly and silently

afterwards, for, without fâ�¢n. the branch.

any warning, it suddenly

and silently sailed from the branch on which

it rested above its pupa and alighted most

gracefully with outspread wings upon a leaf

of a buckthorn shrub close by (Fig. 16),

the soft sheens and shades of its velvety

clothing appearing most fascinating in the

sunlight.

These two preliminary movements were

only the beginning of greater things that

were to follow, and each rest became shorter

and shorter, while each flight became longer

and stronger. At last our butterfly arrived

at an open space where sunlight reigned in

all its glory. And there for the last time we

stand watching this glorious creature that we

have seen develop from the tiny and wonder-

fully-sculptured egg,

like itself, and, unroll-

ing its long tongue, sips

of the sweet nectar, for

it no longer has man-

dibles for biting green

leaves, these biting

organs disappearing

with the caterpillar

stage, but now lives

upon the soluble sweets

that the flowers provide.

After the butterfly has

quenched its thirst it

becomes more buoyant

than ever; and then,

rising high in the air,

plunges headlong into

the sunny path of its

life. It is useless at-

-II opens its glorious wings and balances tempting to follow it

itself there for a few moments. Then, having felt the ' Â° -

through the green

and spiny caterpillar

that so dearly loved

honeysuckle leaves,

the gilded, green,

and brown chrysalis

that hung so

strangely upside-

down on the branch,

and, finally, into this

handsome butterfly,

clothed in its won-

drous suit of inimit-

able velvet, wovenâ��

from what and from

where ? Suddenly it

swerves aside to a

bramble flower,

farther; it is away on

one of those wild love-

chases such as we saw

in the woodland glade. Soon it will find its

mateâ��and then the whole cycle will begin

over again.

It remains, in conclusion, but to note that

the egg which produced our embryo butterfly

was, as previously stated, deposited on July

16th, and that the development of egg and

caterpillar occupied a little over ten months.

Then came sixteen days for the chrysalis

period, which leaves about six weeks to com-

plete the year. This period is occupied in

mating and in depositing its eggs by the

female insect ; and an allowance must be

made for dull weather intervals, when the

insects do not fly. Given sunny weather,

however, mating may take place almost im-

mediately after emer-

gence. And then,

having fulfilled that

function of their lives

for which Nature pro-

vided these insects

with wings of lovely

hues, and having no

further function to

perform in life, they

seek a shady spot be-

neath a leaf, or in

some similar situa-

tion, and there, if

no insectivorous

animal abruptly re-

moves them, they

slowly and silently

drop out from the

tide of life.

' 'J Flu. 16. - It alights with outspread wings u

freshly developed buckthorn shrub near by to rest and sun itself.

pon a leaf
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THE REV.

HKAD OF

WILSON CARLILE,

THE CHURCH ARMY.

R. WIL S O N

CARLILE, the

father of the

poor, the crimi-

nal, and the out-

cast, and rector of St.

Mary-at-Hill, near London

Bridge, was born in Brix-

ton on the i4th of January,

1847. As a business man

he achieved success, and

was the possessor of an

income of two thousand

pounds a year when the

cry of the unfortunate struck

at the very root of his soul.

The great surrender took

place when he became the

founder of that world-wide

institution, the Church

Army. The entire sacrifice

of most of the good things

of this earth for the benefit

of his stricken fellow men

and women has cost him

dear. It has cost him

poverty, the giving up of

constant home life, long

separation from his wife,

and impaired health both

to her and himself. And it

still costs him dear, and

will to the very end. Three

nights and four days out of

the seven are spent be-

tween his little room among

the chimney - pots at St.

Mary-at-Hill and the in-

cessant rush and strain of

the practical side of his

work which is carried on at

the Army's head-quarters

in Bryanston Street.

The Church Army was

originally established by

Mr. Carlile as an evange-

listic mission in the slums

of Westminster. Shortly

afterwards a training home

for working-men evange-

lists was opened, first at

Oxford and afterwards

AC;K 6.

From a Silhouette.

AGE 13.

From a

removed to London, where

it still flourishes, nearly

one thousand seven hun-

dred men and women hav-

ing been trained.

The social work of the

Church Army was begun

in the winter of 1889-90,

when a poor tramp, perish-

ing of hunger and cold,

was given bed and break-

fast in the Army's mission-

room in Crawford Street,

Marylebone. He was the

first of a mighty army of

suffering and outcast hu-

manity, men and women,

who have been rescued by

the Church Army. It has

been given to Prebendary

Carlile in a measure greater

than that granted to most

men to see the fruition of

his life's work in his own

lifetime, and only quite re-

cently the Church Army

was, through its head,

greatly honoured by both

His Majesty the King and

Queen Alexandra, whose

gracious personal interest

in the Army's work has

given a welcome fillip to its

sources of usefulness.

At the present day the

Army has about a hundred

and twenty labour homes

and similar agencies

throughoutthe British Isles,

where ex-prisoners, drunk-

ards, tramps, beggars, and

social wreckage generally of

both sexes are received and

reclaimed by means of

Christian sympathy,coupled

with regular hours, good

food, and fair wages for fair

work. Taken all round,

about fifty per cent, of the

inmates of these homes ob-

tain a fresh start in life and

are permanently reclaimed.
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To show the scale

of the Army's opera-

tions we may quote

the following figures,

which apply to each

year : Meals supplied

to men, 2,722,062 ; men

and youths received in

labour homes, 6,222 ;

applicants provided

with food and bed after

work done, 330,137 ;

days' work given to

men, 536,776; wages

paid to married men

with wives and families,

^16,526 ; wages paid

to women and girls,

^3.83! ! women and

girls received in homes,

2,368; meals supplied

to women and girls,

561,808 ; cases of dis-

tress individually inves-

tigated, over 400,000 ;

visits paid by parochial

evangelists and mission

nurses, about 1,450,800;

meetings held by parochial evangelists and

mission nurses, about 120,000; persons attend-

ing same, about 9,350,000 ; mission services

held by vans, about 30,000; circulation of

Church Army Gazette, 5,000,000; publica-

tions sold by

book depart-

ment, 359,5Â°Â°;

and prisoners'

cells visited,

over 3,000 !

Considering

the amazing

amount of work

which the above

figures represent

in the everyday

life of the man,

it is no wonder

that at least once

a year the chiefs

life undergoes a

complete

change. For

then he starts with his wife and sons for Tot-

land Bay, and becomes the athletic genius of

its juvenile population. He is passionately

fond of children, and during his annual holi-

day he is the life and soul of their outdoor

amusements. And you may see the lithe,

soldierly figure flying here, there, and every-
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where amongst the boys

and girls, praising, en-

couraging, instructing,

organizing,-with that en-

thusiasm and sponta-

neity of movement which

is so familiar to the

crowds he preaches to

and the processions he

leads in London and

the provinces.

But second to the in-

fluence of his holy work

comes the influence of

his wife, whose spirit is

with the Church Army,

although she does not

march in its ranks. And

her foresight, sympathy,

and self - denial have

been the foundations in

which his physical

strength, his mental

energy, and much of his

soul's courage have stood

fast. And he would

not be the sweet-souled,

energetic soldier of the

were it not for these silent
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Church that he is

forces behind him.

There is a pretty story told about Mr.

Carlile and one of the cleverest forgers in

the country, who came to the Church Army

after serving, in all, thirty-one years in prison.

Up to that time he had always drifted into

the old paths. But now he is doing well,

and when he meets Mr. Carlile and shakes

hands he leaves a little piece of gold behind to

help some other fellow struggling where once

he struggled. The

first time this hap-

pened Mr. Car-

lile paid in his

own cheque to the

Church Army

funds for the

amount of the

gift, and kept the

ex-convict's half-

sovereign. Since

then he has car-

ried the little

piece of gold

wrapped in paper

in his purse, and

when he feels de-

spondent he takes

it out and looks

at it.
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EBBLESEA was dull, and Mr.

Frederick Dix, mate of the

ketch Starfish, after a long

and unsuccessful quest for

amusement, returned to the

harbour with an idea of for-

getting his disappointment in sleep. The

few shops in the High Street were closed,

and the only entertainment offered at the

taverns was contained in glass and pewter.

The attitude of the landlord of the Pilots'

Hope, where Mr. Dix had sought to enliven

the proceedings by a song and dance, still

rankled in his memory.

The skipper and the hands were still

ashore and the ketch looked so lonely that

the mate, thinking better of his idea of

retiring, thrust his hands deep in his pockets

and sauntered round the harbour. It was

nearly dark, and the only other man visible

stood at the edge of the quay gazing at the

water. He stood for so long that the mate's

easily aroused curiosity awoke, and, after

twice passing, he edged up to him and

ventured a remark on the fineness of the

night.

" The night's all right," said the young

man, gloomily.

" You're rather near the edge," said the

mate, after a pause.

"I like being near the edge," was the

reply.

Mr. Dix whistled softly and, glancing up at

the tall, white-faced young man before him,

pushed his cap back and scratched his head.

" Ain't got anything on your mind, have

you ? " he inquired.

The young man groaned and turned away,

and the mate, scenting a little excitement,

took him gently by the coat-sleeve and led

him from the brink. Sympathy begets con-

fidence, and, within the next ten minutes, he

had learned that Arthur Heard, rejected by

Emma Smith, was contemplating the awful

crime of self-destruction.

" Why, I've known 'er for seven years,"

said Mr. Heard; " seven years, and this is

the end of it."

The mate shook his head.

" I told 'er I was coming straight away to

drownd myself," pursued Mr. Heard. " My

last words to 'er was, ' When you see my

bloated corpse you'll be sorry.' "

" I expect she'll cry and carry on like any-

thing," said the mate, politely.

The other turned and regarded him.

" Why, you don't think I'm going to, do

you ?:' he inquired, sharply. " Why, I wouldn't

drownd myself for fifty blooming gells."

" But what did you tell her you were going

to for, then ? " demanded the puz/led mate.

" 'Cos I thought it would upset 'er and

make 'er give way," said the other, bitterly;

" and all it done was to make 'er laugh as

though she'd 'ave a fit."

" It would serve her jolly well right if you
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did drown yourself," said Mr. Dix, judiciously.

" It 'ud spoil her life for her."

" Ah, and it wouldn't sppil mine, I 'spose ? "

rejoined Mr. Heard, with ferocious sarcasm.

" How she will laugh when she sees you

to-morrow," mused the mate. "Is she the

sort of girl that would spread it about ? "

Mr. Heard said that she was, and, for-

getting for a moment his great love, referred

to her partiality for gossip in the most

scathing terms he could muster. The mate,

averse to such a tame ending to a promising

adventure, eyed him thoughtfully.

" Why not just go in and out again," he

said, seductively, " and run to her house all

dripping wet ? "

" That would be clever, wouldn't it ?" said

the ungracious Mr. Heard. " Starting to

commit suicide, and then thinking better of

it. Why, I should be a bigger laughing-

stock than ever."

" But suppose I saved you against your

will ? " breathed the tempter ; " how would

that be ? "

" HBRE ! LET GO O' ME, D'YE HEAR f LET GO ! "

" It would be all right if I cared to run

the risk," said the other, "but I don't. I

should look well struggling in the water while

you was diving in the wrong places for me,

shouldn't I ? "

" I wasn't thinking of such a thing," said

Mr. Dix, hastily; " twenty strokes is about

my markâ��with my clothes off. My idea was

to pull you out."

Mr. Heard glanced at the black water a

dozen feet below. " How ? " he inquired,

shortly.

" Not here," said the mate. " Come to

the end of the quay where the ground slopes

to the water. It's shallow there, and you can

tell her that you jumped in off here. She

won't know the difference."

With an enthusiasm which Mr. Heard

made no attempt to share, he led the way to

the place indicated, and dilating upon its

manifold advantages, urged him to go in at

once and get it over.

" You couldn't have a better night for it,"

he said, briskly. " Why, it makes me feel

like a dip myself to look at it."

Mr. Heard gave a surly grunt, and after

testing the temperature of the water with his

hand, slowly and reluctantly immersed one

foot. Then, with sudden resolution, he

waded in and, ducking his head, stood up

gasping.

" Give yourself a good soaking while you're

about it," said the delighted mate.

Mr. Heard

ducked again, and

once more emerg-

ing stumbled to-

wards the bank.

" Pull me out,"

he cried, sharply.

Mr. Dix, smiling

indulgently, ex-

tended his hands,

which Mr. Heard

seized with the

proverbial grasp of

a drowning man.

"All right, take

it easy, don't get

excited," said the

smiling mate,

" four foot of water

won't hurt any-

one. If Here!

Let go o' me,

d'ye hear ? Let

go ! If you don't

let go I'll punch

your head."

" You couldn't save me against my will

without coming in," said Mr. Heard. " Now

we can tell 'er you dived in off the quay and

got me just as I was sinking for the last time.

You'll be a hero."

The mate's remarks about heroes were

mercifully cut short. He was three stone

lighter than Mr. Heard, and standing on

shelving ground. The latter's victory was so

sudden that he overbalanced, and only a
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commotion at the surface of the water showed

where they had disappeared. Mr. Heard

was first up and out, but almost immediately

the figure of the mate, who had gone under

with his mouth open, emerged from the

water and crawled ashore.

" Youâ��waitâ��till Iâ��get my breath back,"

he gasped.

" There's no ill-feeling, I 'ope ? " said Mr.

Heard, anxiously. " I'll tell everybody of

your bravery. Don't spoil everything for the

sake of a little temper."

Mr. Drx stood up and clenched his fists,

but at the spectacle of the dripping, forlorn

figure before him his wrath vanished and he

broke into a hearty laugh.

" Come on, mate," he said, clapping him

on the back, " now let's go and find Emma.

If she don't fall in love with you now she

never will. My eye ! you are a picture ! "

He began to walk towards the town, and

Mr. Heard, with his legs wide apart and his

arms held stiffly from his body, waddled

along beside him. Two little streamlets

followed.

They walked along the quay in silence,

and had nearly reached the end of it, when

the figure of a man turned the corner of the

houses and advanced at a shambling trot

towards them.

"Old Smith !" said Mr. Heard, in a hasty

whisper. " Now, be careful. Hold me tight."

The new-comer thankfully dropped into a

â�¢walk as he saw

them, and came

to a standstill with

a cry of astonish-

ment as the light

of a neighbouring

lamp revealed

their misejable

condition.

"Wot, Arthur!"

he exclaimed.

"Halloa," said

Mr. Heard,

drearily.

"The idea o'

your being so sin-

ful," said Mr.

Smith, severely.

" Emma told me

wot you said, but

I never thought

as you'd got the

pluck to go and

do it. I'm sur-

prised at you."

" I ain't done

it," said Mr. Heard, in a sullen voice ;

" nobody can drownd themselves in comfort

with a lot of interfering people about."

Mr. Smith turned and gazed at the mate,

and a broad beam of admiration shone in his

face as he grasped that gentleman's hand.

" Come into the 'ouse both of you and get

some dry clothes," he said, warmly.

He thrust his strong, thick-set figure

between them, and with a hand on each

coat-collar propelled them in the direction

of home. The mate muttered something

about going back to his ship, but Mr. Smith

refused to listen, and stopping at the door of

a neat cottage, turned the handle and thrust

his dripping charges over the threshold of a

comfortable sitting-room.

A pleasant-faced woman of middle age and

a pretty girl of twenty rose at their entrance,

and a faint scream fell pleasantly upon the

ears of Mr. Heard.

"Here he is," bawled Mr. Smith; "just

saved at the last moment."

" What, two of them ? " exclaimed Miss

Smith, with a faint note of gratification in

her voice. Her gaze fell on the mate, and

she smiled approvingly.

" No ; this one jumped in and saved "im,"

said her father.

" Oh, Arthur ! " said Miss Smith. " How

could you be so wicked ! I never dreamt

you'd go and do such a thingâ��never! I

didn't think you'd got it in you."

'WHAT! TWO OF THEM?' KXCLAIMED MISS SMITH."
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Mr. Heard grinned sheepishly. " I told

you I would," he muttered.

" Don't stand talking here," said Mrs.

Smith, gazing at the puddle which was grow-

ing in the centre of the carpet; " they'll catch

cold. Take 'em upstairs and give 'em some

dry clothes. And I'll bring some hot whisky

and water up to 'em."

" Rum is best," said Mr. Smith, herding

his charges and driving them up the small

staircase. " Send young Joe for some. Send

up three glasses."

They disappeared upstairs, and Joe appear-

ing at that moment from the kitchen, was

hastily sent off to the Blue Jay for the rum.

A couple of curious neighbours helped him

to carry it back, and, standing modestly just

inside the door, ventured on a few skilled

directions as to its preparation. After which,

with an eye on Miss Smith, they stood and

conversed, mostly in headshakes.

Stimulated by the rum and the energetic

Mr. Smith, the men were not long in

changing. Preceded by their host, they came

dc-wn to the sitting-room again ; Mr. Heard

w ih as desperate and unrepentant an air as

hj could assume, and Mr. Dix trying to

< onceal his uneasiness by taking great interest

in a suit of clothes three sizes too large

for him.

"They was both as near drownded as

could be," said Mr. Smith, looking round ;

"he ses Arthur fought like a madman to

prevent 'imself from being saved."

" It was nothing, really," said the mate, in

an almost inaudible voice, as he met Miss

Smith's admiring gaze.

"Listen to 'im," said the delighted Mr.

Smith ; "all brave men are like that. That's

wot's made us Englishmen wot we are."

" I don't suppose he knew who it was he

was saving," said a voice from the door.

" I didn't want to be saved," said Mr.

Heard, defiantly.

" Well, you can easy do it again, Arthur,"

said the same voice; " the dock won't run

away."

Mr. Heard started and eyed the speaker

with some malevolence.

"Tell us all about it," said Miss Smith,

gazing at the mate, with her hands clasped.

" Did you see him jump in?"

Mr. Dix shook his head and looked at

Mr. Heard for guidance. " Nâ��not exactly,"

he stammered ; " I was just taking a stroll

round the harbour before turning in, when

all of a sudden I heard a cry for help "

" No you didn't," broke in Mr. Heard,

fiercely.

" Well, it sounded like it," said the mate,

somewhat taken aback.

" I don't care what it sounded like," said

the other. " I didn't say it. It was the last

thing I should 'ave called out. I didn't want

to be saved."

" P'r'aps it was Emma," said the voice

from the door.

" Might ha' been," admitted the mate.

" Well, when I heard it I ran to the edge and

looked down at the water, and at first I

couldn't see anything. Then I saw what

I took to be a dog, but, knowing that dogs

can't cry ' help !' "

" Emma," corrected Mr. Heard.

"Emma," said the mate, "I just put my

hands up and dived in. When I came to the

surface I struck out for him and tried to seize

him from behind, but before I could do so he

put his arms round my neck likeâ��like "

" Like as if it was Emma's," suggested

the voice by the door.

Miss Smith rose with majestic dignity and

surveyed the speaker. " And who asked you

in here, George Harris ? " she inquired, coldly.

" I see the door open," stammered Mr.

Harrisâ��" I see the door open and I

thought "

" If you look again you'll see the handle,"

said Miss Smith.

Mr. Harris looked, and, opening the door

with extreme care, melted slowly from a gaze

too terrible for human endurance.

" We went down like a stone," continued

the mate, as Miss Smith resumed her seat

and smiled at him. " When we came up he

tried to get away again. I think we went

down again a few more times, but I ain't

sure. Then we crawled out; leastways I did,

and pulled him after me."

"He might have drowned you," said Miss

Smith, with a severe glance at her unfortunate

admirer. " And it's my belief that he

tumbled in after all, and when you thought

he was struggling to get away he was

struggling to be saved. That's more like

him."

" Well, they're all right now," said Mr.

Smith, as Mr. Heard broke in with some

vehemence. " And this chap's going to 'ave

the Royal Society's medal for it, or I'll know

the reason why."

" No, no," said the mate, hurriedly; " I

wouldn't take it, I couldn't think of it."

" Take it or leave it," said Mr. Smith ;

" but I'm going to the police to try and get

it for you. I know the inspector a bit."

" I can't take it," said the horrified mate :

" itâ��itâ��besides, don't you see, if this isn't
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kept quiet Mr. Heard will be locked up for

trying to commit suicide."

" So he would be," said the other man

from his post by the door; " he's quite

right."

" And I'd sooner lose fifty medals," said

Mr. Dix. " What's the good of me saving

him for that?"

A murmur of admiration at the mate's

extraordinary nobility of character jarred

harshly on the ears of Mr. Heard. Most

persistent of all was the voice of Miss Smith,

and hardly able to endure things quietly, he

sat and watched the tender glances which

passed between her and Mr. Dix. Miss

Smith, conscious at last of his regards, turned

and looked at him.

" You could say you tumbled in, Arthur,

and then he would get the medal," she said,

softly.

" Say 1 " shouted the overwrought Mr.

Heard. "Say I turn "

Words failed him. He stood swaying and

regarding the company for a moment, and

then, flinging open the door, closed it behind

him with a bang that made the house

tremble.

The mate followed half an hour later,

escorted to the ship by the entire Smith

family. Fortified by the presence of Miss

Smith, he pointed out the exact scene of the

rescue without a tremor, and, when her

father narrated the affair to the skipper,

whom they found

sitting on deck

smoking a last pipe,

I listened undis-

mayed to that as-

tonished mariner's

comments.

News of the

mate's heroic con-

duct became gene-

ral the next day,

and work on the

ketch was some-

what impeded in

consequence. It

became a point of

honour with Mr.

Heard's fellow-

townsmen to allude

to the affair as an

accident, but the

romantic nature of

the transaction was

well understood,

and full credit

given to Mr. Dix

for his self-denial in the matter of the

medal. Small boys followed him in the

street, and half Pebblesea knew when he

paid a visit to the Smiths', and discussed

his chances. Two nights afterwards, when

he and Miss Smith went for a walk in the

loneliest spot they could find, conversation

turned almost entirely upon the over-

crowded condition of the British Isles.

The Starfish was away for three weeks,

but the little town no longer looked dull to

the mate as she entered the harbour one

evening and glided slowly towards her old

berth. Emma Smith was waiting to see the

ship come in, and his taste for all other amuse-

ments had temporarily disappeared.

For two or three days the course of true

love ran perfectly smooth ; then, like a dark

shadow, the figure of Arthur Heard was

thrown across its path. It haunted the quay,

hung about the house, and cropped up

unexpectedly in the most distant solitudes.

It came up behind the mate one evening

just as he left the ship and walked beside

him in silence.

" Halloa," said the mate, at last.

"Halloa," said Mr. Heard. "Going to

see Emma?"

" I'm going to see Miss Smith," said the

mate.

Mr. Heard laughed ; a forced, mirthless

laugh.

" And we don't want you following us

"'AND WE DON'T WANT YOU FOLLOWING us ABOUT,' SAID MR. DIX, SHAHPLY.'
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about," said Mr. Dix, sharply. " If it'll ease

your mind, and do you any good to know,

you never had a chance. She told me so."

" I sha'n't follow you," said Mr. Heard;

"it's your last evening, so you'd better make

the most of it."

He turned on his heel, and the mate,

pondering en his last words, went thought-

fully on te> the house. Amid the distraction

of pleasant society and a long walk, the

matter passed from his mind, and he only

remembered it at nine o'clock that evening

as a knock sounded on the door and the

sallow face of Mr. Heard was thrust into the

room.

" Good evening all," said the intruder.

" Evening, Arthur," said Mr. Smith, affably.

Mr. Heard with a melancholy countenance

entered the room and closed the door gently

behind him. Then he coughed slightly and

shook his head.

" Anything the matter, Arthur ? " inquired

Mr. Smith, somewhat disturbed by these

manifestations.

" I've got something on my mind," said

Mr. Heard, with a diabolical glance at the

mate-â��" something wot's been worrying me

for a long time. I've been deceiving you."

" That was always your failing, Arthur

â�� deceitfulness," said Mrs. Smith. " I

remember "

" We've both been deceiving you," inter-

rupted Mr. Heard, loudly. " I didn't jump

into the harbour the other night, and I didn't

tumble in, and Mr. Fred Dix didn't jump in

after me; we just went to the end of the

harbour and walked in and wetted ourselves."

There was a moment's intense silence and

all eyes turned on the mate. The latter met

them boldly.

" It's a habit o' mine to walk into the water

and spoil my clothes for the sake of people

I've never met before," he said, with a laugh.

"For shame, Arthur!" said Mr. Smith,

with a huge sigh of relief.

" 'Ow can you ? " said Mrs. Smith.

"Arthur's been asleep since then,"said the

mate, still smiling. "All the same, the next

time he jumps in he can get out by himself."

Mr. Heard, raising his voice, entered into

a minute description of the affair, but in

vain. Mr. Smith, rising to his feet, de-

nounced his ingratitude in language which

was seldom allowed to pass unchallenged in

the presence of his wife, while that lady con-

tributed examples of deceitfulness in the past

of Mr. Heard, which he strove in vain to

refute. Meanwhile, her daughter patted the

mate's hand.

" It's a bit too thin, Arthur," said the latter,

with a mocking smile ; " try something better

next time."

" Very well," said Mr. Heard, in quieter

tones; " I dare you to come along to the

harbour and jump in, just as you are, where

you said you jumped in after me. They'll

soon see who's telling the truth."

" He'll do that," said Mr. Smith, with

conviction.

For a fraction of a second Mr. Dix hesitated,

then, with a steady glance at Miss Smith, he

sprang to his feet and accepted the challenge.

Mrs. Smith besought him not to be foolish,

and, with an idea of dissuading him, told him

a slanderous anecdote concerning Mr. Heard's

aunt. Her daughter gazed at the mate with

proud confidence, and, taking his arm, bade

her mother to get some dry clothes ready

and led the way to the harbour.

The night was fine but dark, and a chill

breeze blew up from the sea. Twice the

hapless mate thought of backing out, but a

glance at Miss Smith's profile and the tender

pressure of her arm deterred him. The tide

was running out, and he had a faint hope that

he might keep afloat long enough to be

washed ashore alive. He talked rapidly,

and his laugh rang across the water. Arrived

at the spot they stopped, and Miss Smith

looking down into the darkness was unable

to repress a shiver.

" Be careful, Fred," she said, laying her

hand upon his arm.

The mate looked at her oddly. " All right,"

he said, gaily, " I'll be out almost before I'm

in. You run back to the house and help

your mother get the dry clothes ready for

me."

His tones were so confident, and his laugh

so buoyant, that Mr. Heard, who had been

fully expecting him to withdraw from the

affair, began to feel that he had under-rated

his swimming powers. "Just jumping in and

swimming out again is not quite the same as

saving a drownding man," he said, with a

sneer.

In a flash the mate saw a chance of escape.

" Why, there's no satisfying you," he said,

slowly. " If I do go in I can see that you

won't own up that you've been lying."

"He'll 'ave to," said Mr. Smith, who,

having made up his mind for a little excite-

ment, was in no mind to lose it.

" I don't believe he would," said the mate.

" Look here ! " he said, suddenly, as he laid

an affectionate arm on the old man's shoulder.

" I know what we'll do."

" Well ? " said Mr. Smith.
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" 111 save you" said the mate, with a smile

of great relief.

" Save me ? " said the puzzled Mr. Smith,

as his daughter uttered a faint cry.

" Just as I saved him," said the other,

nodding. " You jump in, and after you've

sunk twiceâ��same as he didâ��I'll dive in and

save you. At any rate I'll do my best; I

promise you I won't come ashore without

you."

Mr. Smith hastily flung off the encircling

arm and retired a few paces inland. "'Ave

youâ��ever beenâ��in a lunatic asylum at any

time ?" he inquired, as soon as he could

speak.

" No," said the mate, gravely.

" Neither'ave I," said Mr. Smith; "and,

what's more, I'm. not going."

" He couldn't speak fairer than that,

Arthur," said Mr. Smith, dispassionately, as

he came forward again.

" But I tell you he can't swim," protested

Mr. Heard, " not properly. He didn't swim

last time ; I told you so."

" Never mind ; we know what you said,"

retorted the mate. " All you've got to do is

to jump in and I'll follow and save youâ��

same as I did the other night."

" Go on, Arthur," said Mr. Smith, en-

couragingly.

" I tell you he can't swim," repeated Mr.

Heard, passionately. " I should be drownded

before your eyes."

"Rubbish," said Mr. Smith. "Why, I

believe you're afraid."

" I should be drownded, I tell you," said

" ' I TELL YOU HE CAN'T SWIM,' KEPEATED ME. HEARD, PASSIONATELY."

He took a deep breath and stood simmer-

ing. Miss Smith came forward and, with a

smothered giggle, took the mate's arm and

squeezed it.

" It'll have to be Arthur again, then," said

the latter, in a resigned voice.

" Me ? " cried Mr. Heard, with a start.

" Yes, you ! " said the mate, in a decided

voice. "After what you said just now I'm

not going in without saving somebody. It

would be no good. Come on, in you go."

Mr. Heard. " He wouldn't come in after

me."

"Yes, he would," said Mr. Smith, passing

a muscular arm round the mate's waist;

" 'cos the moment you're overboard I'll drop

'im in. Are you ready ? "

He stood embracing the mate and waiting,

but Mr. Heard, with an infuriated exclama-

tion, walked away. A parting glance showed

him that theold man had released themate,and

that the latter was now embracing Miss Smith.



The Destruction of San Francisco.

BY JAMES HOPPER.

[The following account of the destruction of San Francisco is generally admitted in America, where u

has already appeared, to be the bestâ��the most graphic and strikingâ��that has been written ; and as such we

have secured it for the readers of THK STRAND MAGAZINE. The author's literary life trained him to tell this

story. lie was an eye-witness of the great catastrophe ; as a newspaper reporter his duty took him up and

down the shaking, burning city by day and night, his eyes e\'er alert to see tne things which the world would

want to hear. Here is his description.]

T midnight I was at the

Grand OpeÂ»a House, where

the Conried Company was

giving " Carmen." I still can

see Caruso striking open the

gates of the arena with his

long Catalan. I see him stab, I hear Frem-

stadt's scream, Caruso's wail of remorse,

glutted passion and remorse commingled;

I see his magnificent crawling movement to

her as the curtain conies down. I see myself

walking back slowly to my paper, the Call,

a few steps away, and I am saying to myself:

" Surely, what I have felt to-night is the

summit of human emotion." And now when

I think of that I almost laugh.

After turning in my copy, I went up Post

Street to my room in the Neptune Hotel,

six blocks away. It was two o'clock in the

morning, and that is San Francisco's fairest

hour. The blustering sea-breeze has ceased

at that time; from the land comes a breath of

air already dawn-scented. From the slope I

was climbing I could see the dark loom of

the big buildings below, the bay beyond with

the red and green lights, and the long

silhouettes of ships at anchor, and still

farther, the familiar, hearthlike glow of the

mainland towns. The night struck me as

particularly, peaceful.

As I passed a livery-stable in Post Street,

between Powell and Mason Streets, a horse

screamed with a sudden, shrill cry. I asked

a stableman lolling in the darkened doorway

what was the matter. " Restless to-night;

don't know why," he answered. And then,

with my head poked in, I heard the thunder

of a score of hoofs crashing in tattoo against

the stalls.

I went up to my room. " Fine night," said

the elevator-boy. " Beautiful," I answered.

I went to bed at about three o'clock.

I slept, but with a hot, restless slumber.

I dreamed. I heard a scream, then another.

It was the scream of Caruso before Carmen's

prostrate form, and the strident cry of the

horse in the stable. They mingled, rose

interwoven in a fiendish crescendoâ��and

then I awoke to the city's destruction.

It was incredibleâ��the violence of the

quake. It started with a directness, a savage

determination, that left no doubt of its pur-

pose. It pounced upon the earth as some

sidereal bulldog, with a rattle of hungry

eagerness. The earth was a rat, shaken in

the grinding teeth, shaken, shaken, shaken,

with periods of slight weariness followed by

new bursts of vicious rage. As far as I can

remember, my impressions were as follows:

First, for a few seconds a feeling of incredulity,

capped immediately with one of finalityâ��of

incredulity at the violence of the vibrations.

"It's incredible, incredible!"â��1 think I said

it aloud. Then the feeling of finality.

" It's the endâ��St. Pierre, Samoa, Vesuvius,

Formosa, San Franciscoâ��this is death.'

Simultaneously with that, a picture of the

city swaying beneath the curl of a tidal wave

foaming to the sky. Then incredulity again

at the length of it, at the sullen violence of it.

"It's incredibleâ��vertical and rotaryâ��look

at me in my bedâ��like a fish in a frying-pan."

This last figure pleased me. "Just like a

fish in a frying-pan," I repeated. Then an

impulse to get out of the hideously grinding

walls, mastered immediately, solely from a

repugnance, as I remember it, to making a

show of myself. " No, if I die, I die in bed,

not with my legs bare to the skies." In-

credulity again at the mere length of the

thing, the fearful stubbornness of it. Then

curiosityâ��" I must see it."

I got up and walked to the window. I

started to open it, but the pane obligingly

fell outward and I poked my head out, the

floor like a geyser beneath my feet. Then I

heard the roar of the bricks coming down in

cataracts and the groaning of twisted girders

all over the city, and at the same time I saw

the moon, a calm, pale crescent in the green
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sky of dawn. Below it the skeleton frame of

an unfinished skyscraper was swaying from

side to side with a swing as exaggerated and

absurd as that of a palm in a stage tempest.

Just then the quake, with a sound as of a

snarl, rose to its climax of rage, and the back

wall of my building for three storeys above

me fell. I saw the mass pass across my

vision swift as a shadow. It struck some

little wooden houses in the alley below. I

saw them crash in like emptied eggs and the

bricks pass through the roof as through tissue

paper.

The vibrations ceased and I began to dress.

Then I noted the great silence. Throughout

the long quaking, in this great house full of

people I had not heard a cry, not a sound,

not a sob, not a whisper. And now, when

the roar of crumbling buildings was over and

only a brick was falling here and there like

the trickle of a spent rain, this silence con-

tinued, and it was an awful thing. But now

in the alley someone began to groan. It

was a woman's groan, soft and low.

I went down the stairs and into the streets,

and they were full of people, half-clad,

dishevelled, but

silent, absolutely

silent, as if sud-

denly they had be-

come speechless

idiots. I went into

the little alley at

the back of the

building, but it was

deserted and the

crushed houses

seemed empty. I

went down Post

Street toward the

centre of town, and

in the morning's

garish light I saw

many men and

women with grey

faces, but none

spoke. All of

them had a sin-

gular hurt expres-

sion, not one of

physical pain, but

rather one of in-

jured sensibilities,

as if some trusted

friend, say, had suddenly wronged them, or

as if someone had said something rude to

them. As for me I felt a strange elation.

I was immensely proud of myself. I had

gone through that hideous minute and a

VoL wpdi.â��41.

quarter with full command over myself, and

now I was calm, absolutely calm. I threw my

chest out and looked with amazement upon

my dazed co-citizens. And yet when a few days

after I saw again a friend who had met me just

at that time, he told me that I had been so

excited I couldn't talk, that my arms trembled

as I gesticulated, and that my eyes were

an inch out of their sockets. As I walked

slowly down the street I was very busy taking

notesâ��for the paper. " Such and such num-

ber, such and such street, cornice down ; this

building, roof down; that building crumbled."

And then, "Good Lord !" I exclaimed to

myself, after a while, with childish peevishness,

" I'm not going to take a list of all the build-

ings in the city !"' I kept on going toward

the paper. I thought that I was observing

very carefully; but I wasn't. I remember

now, for instance, seeing the roof of the Hotel

Savoy caved into the building. And yet I

did not try to find out if many had been hurt

or killed. It was rather unimportant detail

that struck my eyes. In Union Square I

remember a man in pink pyjamas, a pink

bath-robe, carrying a pink comforter under

UNION SQUAREâ��"AN OLI' MAN WAS UKCIPHKKINCi THK INSCRIPTION OF THE DEWEY MONUMENT

THROUGH SPECTACLES OF WHICH THE GLASSES HAD FALLEN OUT."

Copyright, Underwood *fc Underwood, London and New 1'orfc.

his arms, walking barefooted upon the gravel.

In the centre of the square an old man was

with great concentration of purpose decipher-

ing the inscription of the Dewey monument

through spectacles of which the glasses had
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fallen out. I cut across through the square

and for the first time I heard someone speak.

A man said to me, " Look ! " I looked the

way he was pointing, at a three-storey wooden

building called the Geary.

It stood between an unfinished building at

the corner of Stockton and Geary Streets and

another tall building. The two skyscrapers

had shaken off their side walls upon the

wooden one nestling between them, and only

the facade of the latter stood, like cardboard

scenery. At one of the windows was a man.

He was trailing to the ground a long piece of

cloth that looked no thicker than a ribbon,

with the evident intention of sliding down by

it. I shouted to him to wait a moment and

ran to the door. I found the stairs still up,

stuck along the front wall as with mucilage.

I went up to the third floor over piles of

THK NKWSPAPRR ON WHICH THK WKITER WAS A REPORTER.

. l/wferwxxl <t Undtrvovt, ionden and Ifnt Fort.

plaster and laths, and there forgot about the

man, for I came to a piece of room in which

was a bed covered with debris, and out of

the debris a slim white hand and wrist were

sticking like an appeal. I threw off the stuff

and a woman was beneath, still aliveâ��a little,

slender thing whom I had no trouble in

carrying down to the sidewalk, where some

one put her on an express wagon. I went

back with another man, and we found a

second woman, whom we took down on a

door. She seemed to be dying. There was

another woman in another corner, but a pile

of bricks was upon her and she was dead.

By this time the ruins were fairly swarm-

ing with rescuers, and a policeman had to

drive away many of them with his club. All

the time, however, I could hear a mysterious

and insistent wailing somewhere in the back.

Finally I located it on the second

floor. A strip of the hallway still

remained along the right wall. I

followed it till I came to a place

where the whole hall was intact,

and there, as upon a platform

amid the ruins, a woman with

long, dishevelled hair was pacing

to and fro, repeating in a long-

drawn wail, over and over again,

" Oh, my husband is dead, and

a young man is dead, and a

woman is dead ; oh, my husband

is dead, and a young man is dead,

and a woman is dead ! " " U'here

is your husband ? " we roared in

her ear, for she seemed unable

to hear us. She pointed toward

the back. We went toward the

back and came to the abrupt end

of the hall. Below us was a

mound of bricks with the end of

a bed-post emerging. Mechani-

cally we began, three of us, to

take up the bricks one by one,

throwing them behind us. Above

us towered the walls of the homi-

cidal building. After a while a

fireman joined us. He seemed

stupefied, and, like us, began to

take up bricks one by one.

Finally another fireman came

and called him. "Come on, Bill,"

he said, " there's fires." They

went off and then, after we had

worked some time longer, a red-

headed youth, who was digging

with us, said, " Wat's de use of

digging out those that's dead ? "

This, remark struck us all as so
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profoundly true that without another word

we all stopped.

I went down to the Call to report. The

sun was rising behind a smoky pall already

floating above the populous district south

of Market Street. The Call Building, the

highest in the city, was unmarred by the

earthquake, and so was the building of the

Examiner, across Third Street from the Call,

and that of the Chronicle, across Market

Street from the Exa-

miner. The editorial

building of the Call,

however, in the nar-

row alley back of the

main building, was

shaky. At the door

I met Bowie, the act-

ing city editor, the

first man at his sta-

tion.

" Hopper," he said,

"the Brunswick

Hotel at Sixth and

Folsom is down, with

hundreds inside of

her. You report

that."

This order seemed

perfectly natural to

me. In spite of what

we had already seen,

our power of realiza-

tion was behind time,

as it was to be

through the three

days' progressive dis-

aster. Going up into

the editorial rooms

with water to my

ankles, I seized a

bunch of copy paper

and started up Third

Street. At Tehama

Street I saw the be-

ginning of the fire

which was to sweep

of Market Street. It was swirling up the

narrow way with a sound that was almost a

scream. Before it the humble population

of the district were fleeing, and in its path,

as far as I could see, frail shanties went

down like card houses. And this marks the

true character of the city's agony. Especially

in the populous district south of Market

Street, but also throughout the city, hundreds

were pinned down by the debris, some to a

merciful death, others to live hideous minutes.

The flames swept over them; while the saved

THE CALL HUILLHN
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all the district south

looked on impotently. Over the tragedy the

fire threw its flaming mantle, and the full

extent of the holocaust will never be known,

will remain ever a poignant mystery.

The firemen were there, beginning the

tremendous and hopeless fight which, without

intermission, they were to continue for three

days. Without water (the mains had been

burst by the quake) they were attacking the

fire with axes, with hooks, with sacks, with

their hands, retreat-

ing sullenly before it

only when its feverish

breath burned their

clothing and their

skins.

I went back to

Market Street and

stopped an automo-

bile. It was a pri-

vate machine, chauf-

feured by one of the

city's gilded youths,

but he jumped at my

offer of fifty dollars

for the day's hire, an-

other example of the

twisted vision of us

all, which refused to

acknowledge the true

stupendousness of

what was happening.

I whirred off north

into the Latin quar-

ter to see as to the

safety of friends I

had there. Its de-

struction was in keep-

ing with the pictur-

esque reputation of

the district. The

low brick build-

ings built in the

pioneer days had

nearly all thrown

their fronts into the

narrow streets, and their interiors were

shown cross-sectioned like the doll-houses

you see in toy stores. The house of Henry

Laffler, the writer, was so, his bookcase,

writing-table, and bed showing like furniture

on a stage. Beneath the pyramid of bricks

that had been the front of the building a

dead Chinaman lay, one long yellow hand

stretching out of the loose sleeve of his

blouse. But a note pinned upon the

remnants of the stairs told me that Laffler

was safe. I went on to the studio of

Martinez, the painter. The old building still
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stood. The studio was full of bricks, but a

neatly stacked pile of paintings in the centre

told me that the painter was safe. How

these two men escaped is beyond my

imagination.

Back to the paper we whizzed. We passed

firemen fighting the fire, which had jumped

Market Street and was beginning to devour

the wholesale and financial district. At the

paper I picked up " Scotty " Morrison, our

old policeman, and Byers, one of the "cubs."

They had walked miles to report. This time

we had a nearer appreciation of what was

happening, and our orders were to cover the

progress of the fire and get a list of the dead.

As we left, the Grand Opera House, where

a few hours before I had been listening to

Caruso, was burning with explosive violence

together with the back of the editorial rooms.

The main Call Building was to be our re-

porting place.

We started first to visit the fire I had seen

start on its westward course from Third

Street. From that time I have only a vague

kaleidoscopic vision of whirring at whistling

speed through a city of the doomed. We

tried to reach the fallen Brunswick Hotel at

Sixth and Folsom Streets. We could not

reach it. The scarlet steeplechaser beat us

to it, and when we arrived the crushed

structure was only the base of one great

flame that rose to heaven with a single twist.

from a Photo. &Â»]

MARKET STREET AFTER THE FIKE.

By that time we knew that the earthquake

had been but a prologue, and that the tragedy

was to be written in fire. We went westward

to get the western limit of the blaze.

Already we had to make a huge circle to

get above it. The whole district south of

Market Street was now a pitiful sight. By

thousands the multitudes were pattering

along the wide streets leading out, heads

bowed, eyes dead, silent and stupefied. We

stopped in passing at the Southern Pacific

Hospital. Carts, trucks, express wagons,

vehicles of all kinds laden with wounded,

were blocking the gate. Upon the porch

stood two internes, and their white aprons

were red-spotted as those of butchers. There

were a hundred and twenty-five wounded

inside and eight dead. Among the wounded

was Chief Sullivan of the Fire Department.

A chimney of the California Hotel had

crushed through his house at the first shock

of the earthquake, and he and his wife had

been taken out of the debris with incredible

difficulty. He was to die two days later,

spared the bitter, hopeless effort which his

men were to know. As we were leaving,

two men came to the gate. They were

pulling along the street a sheet of corru-

gated iron upon which lay an old woman

with both feet charred. We bore her in, and

she actually smiled as we luid her upon

a cot. At Thirteenth and Valencia Streets

a policeman and a

j crowd of volunteers

were trying to raise

the de'bris of a

house where a man

and a woman were

pinned. One block

farther we came to

a place where the

ground had sunk six

feet. A fissure ran

along Fourteenth

Street for several

blocks, and the car

tracks had been

jammed along their

length till they rose

in angular projec-

tions three or four

feet high. As we

were examining the

phenomenon in a

narrow way called

Treat Avenue a

quake occurred.

'It came upon

[Keyttonc vie* Co. the fag - end of
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endurance of the poor folk crowding the

alley. Women sank to their knees, drew

their shawls about their little ones, and

broke out in piercing lamentations, while men

ran up and down aimlessly, wringing their

hands. An old woman led by a crippled old

man came wailing down the steps of a porch,

and she was blind. In the centre of the

street they both fell, and all the poor en-

couragement we could give them could not

raise them. They had made up their minds

to die. I looked at my watch and was

astounded to see that it was only half-past

eight. On Valencia Street, between Eigh-

teenth and Nineteenth, the Valencia Hotel, a

four-storey wooden lodging-house, was down,

its four storeys telescoped to the height of

one, its upper rooms ripped open with the

cross-section effect of a doll's-house. A squad

of policemen and some fifty volunteers were

working with raging energy at the tangle of

walls and rafters. Eleven men were known

to have escaped, eight had been taken out

dead, and more than one hundred were still

in the ruins. The street here was sunk six

feet, and again, as I was to see it many times

more, I saw that strange angular raise of the

tracks as if the ground had been pinched

between some gigantic fingers.

We went down toward the fire now. We

met it in Eighth Street. From Third it had

come along in a swathe four blocks wide.

From Market to Folsom, from Second to

Eighth, it spread its heaving red sea, and with

a roar it was rushing on, its advance billow

curling like a monstrous comber above a

flotsam of fleeing humanity. There were

men, women, and children. Men, women,

and childrenâ��really that is about all I

remember of them, except that they were

miserable and crushed. Here and there are

still little snap shots in my mindâ��a woman

carrying in a cage a green and red parrot,

squawking incessantly " Hurry, hurry, hurry" ;

a little smudge-faced girl with long-lashed

brown eyes, holding in her arms a blind

puppy; a man with naked torso carrying

upon his head a hideous chromo ; another

with a mattress and a cracked mirror. But

by this time the cataclysm itself, its mani-

festation, its ferocious splendour hypnoti/.ed

the brain, and human beings sank into

insignificance as ants caught in the slide of

a mountain. One more scene I remember.

In Eighth Street, between Folsom and

Howard, was an empty sand-lot right in the

path of the conflagration. It was full of

refugees, and what struck me was their

immobility. They sat there upon trunks,

upon bundles of clothing. On each side,

like the claws of a crab, the fire was closing

in upon them. They sat there motionless,

as if cast of bronze, as if indeed they'

were wrought upon some frieze representing

the Misery of Humanity. The fire roared,

burning coals showered upon them, the heat

rose, their clothes smoked, and they still sat

there, upon their poor little boxes, their

bundles of rags, their goods, the pathetic little

hoard which they had been able to treasure

in their arid lives, a fixed determination in

their staring eyes not to leave again, not to

move another step, to die there and then,

with the treasures for the saving of which

their bodies had no further strength.

We whirled down Harrison Street, along

the southern edge of the fire which, up to

that time, was not spreading much toward

that side. The streets were choked with

trucks, with baby carriages, with cabs, with

toy express wagons, and a procession of silent

people, stupefied by the incredible and pro-

gressive calamity, was marching stolidly out

of the city which had proved a trap. Passing

Fifth Street, we caught, behind the flaming

smother, a glimpse of the Mint, square, squat,

like a rock in the flaming sea. Its iron

windows were all closed ; it brooded there

unmoved, inscrutable as a Sphinx. Later

we learned that behind those iron doors men

had lived through the maelstrom of fire, had

lived and fought and had saved the building.

West of it a long white skyscraper towered,

still untouched. It was never touched. I

saw it a few days later, rising white, unsullied,

above the surrounding desolation. I read

its name, and the tremendous irony of it

staggered me. " The United Undertakers "

was written into the granite above the door.

At Third Street we caught the starting-

point of the fire. It had worked north as

well as west, and the Call Building, the

tallest skyscraper in the city, was glowing

like a phosphorescent worm. Cataracts of

pulverized fire poured out of the thousand

windows. The Examiner Building, across

the way, was burning. The Palace Hotel,

treasured, perhaps, above everything by San

Franciscans, was smoking, but was still making

a magnificent fight. To the east the fire had

gone as far as Second Street. There it had

leaped Market Street toward the north, and

was roaring, a maelstrom of flame, through

the wholesale district, before the south-

eastern breeze. We circled to the north,

through the Latin quarter, picturesque in its

ruins as it had been in life. I remember

passing six dead horses under a pile of bricks
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THE MINT, SAVED IN THK VERY HEART OF THE FIREâ��" WE

FLAMING SMOTHRR, A GLIMPSE OF THE MINT, SQUARE, SQUAT,

AVum a J'hato. by} FLAMING SEA."

in Washington Street. We went up toward

the Hayes Valley district, in which heavy-

volutes of smoke announced another con-

flagration. In passing I stopped at The

Neptune, where I had been at the time of the

earthquake, five hours before. The fire had

not yet reached it. I ran up to my room.

A key was in the door. " Looters," I said

to myself. I pushed open the door. Spick

and span in his loose white clothing, Ah

Wing, the Chinese chamber-man, was making

my bed. The room was swept, the plaster

that had fallen gathered in a heap in the hall,

my clothes were all hanging in the closet,

and he was putting a clean slip about my

pillow. Coming out of the whirl of death

and devastation, this piece of domestic

fidelity absolutely flabbergasted me. I closed

the door upon it and left on tiptoe as in the

presence of some sacred rite. I'd like to see

Ah Wing again. When, the next morning,

it struck me at last that it was time to take

my things out, I wasn't able to get within

fifteen blocks of The Neptune. Now, all

that remains is the arch of the door, and a

nameless chaos of pulverized and half vola-

tilised things in the cellar, among them the

results of Ah Wing's industry. I devoutly

hope he is alive, with a little hoard of gold in

his wide sleeves, enough to buy him a ticket

on the P. M. to old Canton.

We went up to Hayes Valley to examine

the fire there. We passed the City Hall, the

building upon which the city had spent six

millions. It had crumbled at the assault of

the quake and was now a ruin, noble with a

CAUGHT, BEHIND THE

LIKE A ROCK IN THK

Vim Co.

beauty that it had lacked

when entire. Here and

there a massive column

rose with its architrave,

giving an effect of Baby-

lonian splendour. Above,

the dome, divorced of

stone, showed its naked

skeleton, twisted as from

some monstrous torture.

The Central Emergency

Hospital was blocked

with an avalanche of

huge stones.

The fire, we found, al-

ready covered four square

blocks and was sweeping

toward the east. We went

before it and stopped at

the Mechanics' Pavilion,

the Madison Square

Garden of San Francisco.

All the morning it had

been used as a great hospital, but now, be-

fore the menace of the fire, the last patients

were being transferred to the Military Hospital

at the Presidio. We waited till the fire came.

The immense wooden structure caught with

almost explosive violence, and when we left

the ruins of the City Hall were catching.

We circled the fire south of Market Street

again, and found that it had reached Twelfth

Street. At one o'clock we tried to report to

the Chronicle Building. The Examiner, the

Palace Hotel, and the Grand were burning

fiercely by that time, and we could not reach

it. We started on another tour of the fires.

It was just about that time that the wind,

which had been slight and from the east,

turned to a spanking breeze from the north-

west. This sealed the doom of the city.

By the time we had arrived at the fire south

of Market Street, it had spread from Four-

teenth Street down to the bay ; and this

immense frontage, driven by the wind, was

moving south and east, the blocks literally

melting before its advance. We circled far

to the south. We stopped at St. Mary's

Hospital, on Rincon Hill, at the south-east

corner of the city. The whole city below,

from Fourteenth Street to the ferries, was one

great flame, which smacked in the wind

like the stupendous silken flag of some

cosmic anarchy. Below the silken, whirring

sound of it there was a muttered roar as if

thousands of tumbrils were rolling over an

endless bridge, and the dynamite, used now

in a last effort to confine the conflagration,

pulsed in dull reverberations. The patients
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of tYve hospital were being removed to

steamers lying in the bay below.

We circled along the water-front, every-

thing to the west of us a flaming chaos. Up

Market Street the great buildings writhed like

so many living beings in the agony of fire.

The entire wholesale district from the bay to

Sansome and north to Washington was

burning. As they burned, the buildings

crashed down upon what the earthquake had

thrown, and the streets were as those of a

barricaded city in the throes of its last assault.

The United States Twenty-second Infantry

was garrisoned at the Appraiser's Building,

and all along Washington Street the troopers,

aided by volunteers, were noosing ropes

about the wooden shacks, relics of the sixties,

and pulling them down in gigantic tugs-of-

war, one hundred men to a rope. At the

Hall of Justice, in the midst of the Latin

quarter, the Mayor, the Chief of Police, and

their staffs, together with the Citizens'

Committee appointed immediately after the

earthquake, were gathered in the basement.

In the half-darkness, beneath the low-vaulted

ceiling, they sat

at long tables,

their faces yel-

low in the light

of the splutter-

ing candles, and

conferred in whis-

pers. Near them

was stretched a

long line of stiff

forms beneath

white sheets.

Out in Ports-

mouth Square,

in front, the pri-

soners of the jail

sat huddled in

handcuffed

groups. While

we were there

they began to

move the dead

from the hall, for

the fire was very

near now, and

soon a line of

sheeted figures

lay on the green

grass before the

Stephenso n

monument By

five o'clock the

Hall of Justice

was burning, the

head-quarters had been removed to the big

Fairmont Hotel on the tip-top of Nob Hill,

the prisoners to Alcatraz, and the dead

lay underground, the Stephenson barque, its

bronze sails swollen with the eagerness of

departure, their monument.

Almost at the same time the fire which had

swept the wholesale district below Sansome

jumped Kearney Street and with a rattle of

eagerness fastened upon Chinatown, with its

carved balconies, its multicoloured signs, its

painted and gilded flimsiness. At the same

time, doubling back, it came down Mont-

gomery, San Francisco's Wall Street, and

Kearney, fairly whistling down the deep,

narrow corridors. By eight o'clock the Kohl

and Mills Building and the Merchants'

Exchange flamed like torches, and the destruc-

tion of the business blocks of the city was

complete.

At seven o'clock the staffs of the Call and

the Chronicle met for a conference in the

editorial rooms of the Evening Bulletin.

The pink glow of the fire, near by on three

sides now, was the only light. The orders

3

Copyright, Unienixxid <t ffndertmod, London and New York.



328

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

given to the Chronicle men were : " The men

of the Chronicle will meet at the Chronicle

Building to-morrow, at one o'clock, if there

is any Chronicle." That given to the Call

was : " The men of the Call will meet at the

Fairmont to-morrow, at one o'clock, if there

is any to-morrow." There was a to-morrow,

but long before one o'clock the Chronicle was

a gutted ruin, and the magnificent Fairmont,

like a great Greek temple upon its hill, was

blazing like a funeral pyre.

At eight o'clock I was standing at the corner

of Market and Montgomery. The whole

south side of Market Street was on fire from

end to end. There was a lull in the wind,

and before me the Palace and Grand Hotels

were burning with a sort of quiet mourn-

fulness. Suddenly the great Crocker Build-

THE FAIRMONT HOTELâ��"THE FAIRMONT WAS AGLOW, A KUBV TIAKA UPON

THE CITY."
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ing, on the north side of the street, began to

burn slowly, one window-shade here, one

window-shade there, with a sort of flippant

deliberation. Half an hour afterwards it began

to purr softly, then, with a roar, the flames

poured out of all the openings. This was the

beginning of what might be called the fourth

main fire. It went north, caught the Chronicle,

and then steeplechased up Geary, Post,

and Sutler Streets, melting before it the rich

retail section and then the private hotel

district. At ten o'clock the huge new St.

Francis Hotel in Union Square was burning.

The fire spread as it went west. It united

with that of Chinatown, then with that of

Hayes Valley, and the three, hand in hand

in formidable alliance, marched, keeping

step, toward the west, with a frontage of

nearly two miles.

All night the city burned with a copper

glow, and all night the dynamite of the fire-

fighters boomed at slow intervals, the pulse

of the great city in its agony. When the sun

rose, a red wafer behind clouds of smoke

that were as crape, the tidal wave of flame

had swept three-quarters of it. Nob Hill,

the Fairmont, the

homes of the pioneer

millionaires, Mark

Hopkins's, with its art

treasures, were aglow,

a ruby tiara upon the

city.

Before the irresistible

advance the people

were fleeing toward the

sea. For the third time

the head-quarters of the

Government had been

changed, this time to

the North End Police

Station. By eleven

o'clock that was in dan-

ger, and another exodus

was made to Franklin

Hall, on Fillmore Street,

once suburb, now

centre.

I walked down Market

Street late in the after-

noon of the second day.

It was as if I walked

through a dead city, not

a city recently dead, but

one overcome by some

cataclysm in ages past,

and dug out of its lava.

Fragments of wall rose on all sides, columns

twisted but solid in their warp, as if petrified

in the midst of their writhing from the fiery

ordeal. Across them a yellow smoke passed

slowly. Above all a heavy, brooding silence

lay. And really there was nothing else.

Contortion of stone, smoke of destruction,

and a great silenceâ��that was all.



The Root of all Evil."

BY GEO. A. BEST.

OVERTYâ��hopeless, crushing

povertyâ��is not a popular sub-

ject for contemplation ; yet,

considered retrospectively, the

grim humours of makeshift

and the desperate subterfuges

which are inseparable from a life of shabby

gentility have brought many a smile to the

lips of those whose early experiences were a

wilderness of suffering, and have wrung many

a half-regretful sigh from the hearts of the

unwilling actors in some bygone drama of

helplessness and misery, the humorous inter-

ludes of which were seldom apparent, and

never properly appreciated, during the " run

of the play."

My own domestic melodrama ran without

interruption for ten years, and when the

curtain fell on the last performance I could

scarcely realize my good fortune. The pos-

sibilities of the future seemed so unreal and

shadowy ; the incidents of the past so vivid

and insistent. My husband, too, who had

played all the leading parts with me, moved

dreamily in our new world at first. It was

difficult to persuade him that his poor little

studio was no longer a necessity ; that his

pictures had made their last return journey,

and that the invariable prophecy of " small

profits and quick returns," which he made

whenever a new drawing was posted, would

be no longer fulfilled. It was not until the

scene had been changed and our orchestra,

with " poor old Humanity " as the only per-

former, had fiddled its last tune, that the

relations of past and present became reversed,

and the old order of things passed into the

shadowland of reminiscence.

In the bad old days, when Herbert was a

model husband, a kind father, and a most un-

successful artist, I perpetrated many desper-

ate and most elaborately conceived deeds in

order to frustrate the designs of an unsym-

pathetic landlord and a host of miscellaneous

creditors who never seemed to tire in their

hopeless endeavours to extract blood from a

stone ; but the most shameful deed of all,

accomplished by a few strokes of the pen,

was quite spontaneous and unpremeditated.

That is my only excuse for a most deplorable

action, and one which might almost be

descriljed as a crime.

\oL ixxii^â��42.

It happened during the early days of May,

nearly twenty years ago. Herbert was suffer-

ing from a plethora of rejections, which

followed closely upon a month of solitary

confinement in the studio. The poor fellow

had been working practically day and night.

He had built high hopes upon a half-promise

of unlimited work in a new direction, and

had toiled early and late with a feverish

energy born of our desperate circumstances

and the prospect of permanent employment.

His enthusiasm was infectious. I, too, felt

that we were passing through the darkest

hour before the dawn of a new era. We

spoke hopefully of our future plansâ��up to

that time we had been too much engaged

with the exigencies of the present to discuss

anything beyond the necessities of the

moment. We were already engaged in

paying real creditors with imaginary guineas

when the first batch of pictures was returned.

The same post brought us two threatening

letters from tradesmen and an ultimatum

from the landlord.

To make matters worse, Herbert became

seriously ill, and the doctor ordered him to

bed forthwith, with strict injunctions to

follow up the rest cure with a month's

holiday at the seaside, and to avoid worry

in every shape and form. On the next day

he posted to his patient a peremptory note

requesting immediate payment of a long-out-

standing account! And the drawings con-

tinued to come back in twos and threes,

until the whole series had been most regret-

fully gathered into the fold and piled in a

heap on the studio floor.

It was at this most distressing time that

with my husband's consent, very reluctantly

given, I wrote my first and only begging

letter. It was addressed to an enormously

wealthy relative of Herbert's, and contained

a lurid pen-picture of our present financial

position and future prospects. When the

letter was written I tried to read it aloud to

Herbert, but so graphically was the recital of

our woes and worries set forth that I broke

down, and sobbed miserably, before I was

half through with it. Herbert read the

remainder of the epistle in silence, and he

lay back among the pillows with closed eyes

for quite a long while afterwards.
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I BKOKE DOWN, AND SOBBED MISERABLY.'

" It's a terrible document, Ethel," he com-

mented, at length. " Reads rather like the

work of a professional; but every word of

it is true, is it not ? "

" Of course it is, dear," I answered, some-

what annoyed that he should turn to me for

confirmation.

" The fact is that I have not realized our

difficulties to the full," he continued, wearily,

"otherwise I might have taken this step

before, horrible and degrading as it is.

Uncle Bob used to be a jolly good sort in

the old days, but I have not seen him for

years. It is so hard on you and the children,

little woman," he concluded, pitifully.

" And for you also," I added.

" For myself I have no pity," he cried,

impetuously. " A man who can't meet

his own responsibilities deserves to be

kicked!"

I told him that some men were born

under an unlucky star, and that at times

circumstances were too strong for the best

of us. Then I changed the conversation

into a less depressing channel, and narrated,

in detail, the escapades of the children

throughout the day. He tried to follow me

with a decent show of interest, but I could

see that his thoughts were centred elsewhere.

So presently I stole out of the house and

posted the letter to Uncle Bob. When I

returned to the sick room, Herbert was

sleeping as peacefully as a tired child.

II.

UNCLE BOB'S reply reached us by return

of post. It was contained in a registered

envelope, which Herbert opened with an air

of unconcern quite at variance with the hectic

flush of his cheeks and the tremor of his

fingers. I stood patiently by the bedside

while he read the note throughâ��the cheque

had been thrown aside

with a pitiful affectation

of carelessness, and lay

on the counterpane, face

downward.

" Uncle Bob is the most

generous man in

the world, Ethel,"

said my husband

at length. " His

astounding liber-

ality and the

sympathetic tone

of the letter have

hurt me- even

more than a

curt refusal

of assistance would have done."

I must confess that an excessive display of

generosity, from whatever source it may have

emanated, was scarcely likely to have affected

me in the same way, just then. But Herbert

was as acutely sensitive and impracticable as

are most people of artistic temperament

He was essentially a dreamer, and his dreams

were always golden. It was only when he

awoke that the visionary sovereigns he had

coined were rapidly reduced to pence. To

the average millionaire and to-the penniless

dreamer alike the butcher and the baker are

of no greater importance than is the kindly

fowl which lays the breakfast egg for them. I

often used to wish in those days that I, too,

could " think in thousands," with nothing in

my pocket but a purse full of heavily mort-

gaged coppers; but unfortunately I do not

possess a highly developed artistic tempera-

ment. That is the reason why my feelings

were in no wise wounded by Uncle Bob's

sympathy and munificence, and it was

because I realized the sordid truth that the

butcher and the baker really controlled our

dual destinies for the time being that I tried

so hard to look right through the red slip of

paper which lay on the bed.

" How much is it, dear ?" I asked at

length, putting the question nervously, for I

was more than half afraid that Herbert was

still seeing pounds where only shillings

existedâ��that I should be expected to pay

one hundred pounds' worth of debts with

less than a twentieth part of that sum, and at

the same time express my heartfelt gratitude

for the privilege of doing so.
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Herbert handed me the cheque, and I

turned it over eagerly. An expression of dis-

appointment and dismay burst from my lips.

" Oh, how wickedâ��how cruel!" I ex-

claimed. " It is a blank cheque, Herbert!

There is no amount filled in."

Herbert lay back among his pillows and

laughed heartily at my distress.

" Why, you silly little woman, that is just

where Uncle Bob's generosity comes in," he

said. " Have you never heard of a cheque

signed in blank ? "

I felt much too anxious to be offended by

Herbert's display of a knowledge of business

which appeared to be superior to my own,

so I simply shook my head and asked, quite

humbly, what it all meant.

" It means that this cheque, which is pay-

able to ' bearer,' can be cashed by anybody,"

answered Herbert, assuming the cut-and-

dried tone of a bank cashier. " It also

means that the bearer can fill in any amount

he pleasesâ��even fifty pounds."

Even fifty pounds ! My hopes, which had

been rising rapidly during the earlier part of

Herbert's expla-

nation, fell sud-

denly to zero.

"Is fifty

pounds the limit,

then?" I asked.

"Of course it

isn't," answered

Herbert. "Uncle

Bob keeps an

unusually large

balance at his

bankers. There

is practically no

limit; we could

draw out an

enormous sum

if we felt so dis-

posed."

" Five hundred

pounds ? " My

heart was beat-

ing wildly as I

put the question.

"Probably

even more than

thatâ��if we were

sharpers and

thieves," replied

Herbert, bluntly.

I turned away

to the window, ...ArrER ALL WH

*0r I felt that the HUNDRED POUNDS ^

f TEN THOUSAND A YÂ£

e*preSS10n Of my SNAPPING MY i

face was not good for my husband to see just

then. A sidelong glance at the looking-

glass confirmed my suspicions.

" And you are quite sure that the cheque

will be duly honoured when presented?" I

hazarded. I had heard that commercial

phrase somewhere before, and although I did

not quite know what it meant, it seemed to

fit in very well with the transaction before us.

" I'm absolutely certain of it!" answered

Herbert, earnestly. " In Uncle Bob's letterâ��

which I am rather surprised that you have not

yet read, Kthelâ��he gives us full permission to

draw out enough to meet all our liabilities.

He is sorry that we have not written to him

before, and feels certain that when my most

pressing worries are relieved I shall be able

to turn out some really good and remunera-

tive work."

" It seems almost too good to be true ! "

I exclaimed, ecstatically. " How surprised

those horrid tradesmen will be when I ask

for their respective accounts, and pay each

one of them in full ! Then we shall be able

to buy some new carpets and clothes for

ourselves and

the children, and

you shall spend

your holiday on

the Continent,

and "

"Steady," in-

terrupted Her-

bert, raising a

warning finger.

" Who do you

think is going

to pay for all

that ? "

I had expected

some such re-

mark as that

from Herbert,

but it came

earlier than I

had anticipated.

" Who is going

to pay ?" I re-

peated, impa-

tiently. " Why,

Uncle Bob, of

course! After all,

what is a few

hundred pounds

to a man with ten

thousand a year!"

I added, snap-

ping my fingers.

" It's a mere
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bagatelle ! I don't think he'll ever even take

the trouble to notice whether we've drawn

fifty pounds or a couple of hundred."

Herbert set his lips tightly, and hummed

rudely while I was speaking.

"What is the gross amount of our

liabilities, Ethel ? " he asked, presently.

" About one hundred and five pounds, I

believe," I answered. "That sum is due to

tradesmen, landlord, and rate collectors. It

neither includes the cost of your necessary

holiday, nor the price of new garments to

replace the old rags which we are wearing.

It will leave no provision for housekeeping

expenses while you are away, or for a rainy

day in the immediate future."

I spoke coldly, and with much bitterness.

Meanwhile Herbert was engaged in scratch-

ing figures on the white counterpane with

his finger-nail.

"There will be no more rainy days, Ethel,"

he announced at length, with his usual insane

enthusiasm. " As to the proposed holiday, I

shall certainly deny myself that luxury. I

never felt better in my life than I do at this

moment. I shall make the amount one hun-

dred pounds, and to-morrow I shall go out

and cash the cheque."

" You'll do nothing of the kind !" I

exclaimed, hotly. " I can get the money

just as well as you, and you shall neither

behave like an irresponsible child nor take

any insane risks. Dear Herbert, do be

reasonable ! " I added, suddenly altering my

tone as I noticed how frail and haggard he

looked, and realized that my harsh words

were giving him unnecessary pain. "Just

think for a moment what this money will

mean to us. The hundred pounds which

you propose to draw will barely pay our

debts ; in a month's time we shall be living

once more from hand to mouth, and with

the burden of unpaid bills again on our

shoulders. I am certain that Uncle Bob

will not think one whit the worse of us if we

take, say, two hundred pounds, and you will

then have time to look round for awhile and

gather together your resources for a great

effort."

" I don't want to look round, and my

resources don't require to be gathered to-

gether," said the invalid, stubbornly. " I

shall begin work again to-morrow. As to

your suggestion, Ethel, it is a monstrous

abuse of kindness, and I wouldn't adopt it

under any consideration. We're not quite

paupers yet! "

It was on the tip of my tongue to say that

we were in a position much worse than that

of the average pauper ; but I realized that

further argument was quite futile, and that

the best way to accomplish the desperate

deed which I had in my mind was to appear

to fall in with his own views. So I said :â��

"Well, perhaps you are right, dear. In

any case, it seems absurd to mark the occa-

sion of a sudden accession to wealth by

indulging in a violent quarrel."

Herbert was touched by my sudden and

apparently spontaneous capitulation. He

took my work-worn hand in his own and

kissed it affectionately.

" Wives are so impulsive," he said,

patronizingly. " It is only when a clear-headed

husband points out to them in what direction

their hastily-formed conclusions are leading

them that they become sane and moral.

Do you not realize now, dear, that the course

you suggested a few minutes ago was a gross

abuse of kindness?" he asked with an

indulgent smile.

" Yes," I answered, turning away my head.

" Well, it's very sweet of you to confess as

much," he said, stroking my hair, " and to

prove that I appreciate your candour to the

full, I shall send you to the bank for the

money and remain in bed myself for some

days longer. Perhaps you are right in

advising me not to run any unnecessary risks.

Do you think that you could manage to add

the amount to the cheque in figures and

words ? " he asked, in conclusion. " My

hand is rather shaky."

" I don't mind at all," I answered, with

well-assumed indifference. " I'll just write in

what is necessary in pencil ; then, if it is

quite in order, I'll take the cheque down to

the dining-room and ink in the figures."

So I laid a writing pad on the bed and

wrote in " one hundred pounds," very lightly,

in lead pencil after the words " pay bearer,"

and placed the corresponding figures in the

space at the foot of the form. Herbert

watched the performance with the critical

eye of an expert, and remarked that my

hand was nearly as shaky as his.

" Ink in the figures more boldly," he

advised, " and see that the word " one"

begins with a capital O."

I promised to follow out these instructions

faithfully, and left the sick room with an

admirable show of deliberation. Once out-

side the apartment, however, I felt positively

ill with the fever of a pent-up excitement

that had been consuming me ever since the

arrival of the all-important letter. Before I

was half-way down the stairs I had decided

to make the cheque one hundred and fifty
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pounds ; when I had reached the hall it had

grown to two hundred pounds, and as I sat

down at the writing-desk and vigorously

erased the pencil figures, I felt that at least

two hundred and fifty pounds were necessary

if we were to avoid a repetition of the misery

of the past ten years ! I was really alarmed

by my cupidityâ��a cupidity which increased

so rapidly that I found myself " thinking in

thousands," as Herbert was wont to do, even

before my pen had made its first dip into the

inkpot. In fact, so little was I the mistress

of my own hand that, had I delayed my task

for another moment,

I am convinced

that the face value

of the cheque would

have run into four

figures.

I had written in

the final and magic

word "pounds,"and

was wondering at

the unfamiliar

character of my

handwriting, when I

was startled by an

impatient rapping

on the flooring of

the room above.

" Herbert wishes

to see the cheque

before I take it to

the bank !" I cried

in dismay. " What

excuse can I

make ?" And as

I spoke I glanced

wildly around the

room for inspira-

tion.

The knocking

was repeated, more

impatiently than

before. I ran out

into the hall,

leaving the cheque

on the dining-room table. "Is there any-

thing you want, Herbert ?" I asked,

tremulously.

"Only to remind you that

be more convenient than

answered. " Ask the cashier to pay you

in gold."

The sudden relief which this message

brought to me was even more painful than

the preceding suspense had been. I leaned

heavily against the balustrade and gasped for

breath.

'IS THERE ANYTHING YOU WANT, HERBERT?'

I ASKED, TREMULOUSLY."

bullion will

paper," he

" Why don't you answer me ?" cried

Herbert, sharply.

" Yes, dearâ��gold ! " I replied, at length.

" One hundred sovereigns; I sha'n't forget.

Good-bye, I'm going now !"

And, putting on my hat and jacket with

feverish haste, I passed out of the hall door,

holding a cheque for two hundred and

fifty pounds tightly in the palm of a well-

worn glove.

III.

" How will you have it, madam ? " asked the

bank cashier, when I had presented Uncle

Bob s cheque.

" One hundred

pounds in gold and

the remainder in

bank-notes, please,"

I replied, feeling

my cheeks flush to

a bright crimson as

I spoke.

The man looked

at me somewhat

curiously, I thought,

but he weighed up

the gold without

comment, shook the

sovereigns into a

paper bag, and

handed it across

the counter together

with a little parcel

of bank-notes, which

rustled pleasantly at

my touch.

My head was

throbbing painfully

as I left the bank,

so I made my way

to a restaurant and

ordered a cup of tea, changing

one of the sovereigns from the

bag into silver when leaving.

Then I hailed a cab and told

the driver to take me to the

City end of Mafeking Avenue,

Clapton. Mafeking Avenue, indeed! The

name had never seemed quite so ple-

beian before. As the cab rolled silently

along I wondered why builders gave to their

meaner streets such horribly incongruous and

ugly titles, for, as I know full well, it is in the

Avenues and Drives and Groves of Suburbia

that the great thing, with a million aching

heads, which we call " respectable poverty "

drags out a drab and joyless existence and

dies a shabby and ignoble death. And as

long as the curse of riches and the still
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greater curse of poverty exist, just so long

will plain Park Lane continue to revel in the

good things of this world, while grandiloquent

Ladysmith Drive or Pretoria Grove hide

their ten thousand tragedies behind innumer-

able and depressing rows of lace curtains

and green Venetian blinds.

" Mafeking Avenue, ma'am ! "

I was so much annoyed with the man for

calling out the hateful name with the

vehemence of a railway porter that I paid

him no more than his legal fare, and left him

growling at the street corner.

I let myself in with the latchkey, and ran

upstairs with the gold in my hand. The

notes I had carefully concealed beneath my

blouse during the journey in the cab.

Herbert was sitting up in bed as I entered

the room.

" Did you manage it all right ? " he asked,

laughing like a schoolboy, as I shook the

imprisoned sovereigns before his face.

" Beautifully ! " I replied, with enthusiasm.

And I emptied the contents of the bag on to

the coverlet in a golden shower. Herbert

counted the money slowly.

"Ninety-nine pounds sixteen shillings

and sevenpence," he announced at length.

" Three and fivepence short before we've

had the money an hour! "

" Three shillings cab fare and fivepence

for refreshments," I explained, gaily. " I

drank Uncle Bob's health in a cup of weak

tea, and, feeling that the 'bus was no place

for a lady with one hundred pounds in her

pocket, I hailed a hansom. You're not angry

with me for ' going it,' just for once, are you,

Herbert ? " I asked, kissing him.

" Angry !" he cried, dropping the coins

one by one into a little hollow in the

coverlet between his knees. " Do I look so

very fierce then, Ethel ? What's a twopenny-

ha'penny cab fare at such a time as this ?

Do you call a cup of tea and a slice of seed

cake 'going it'? Why, my dear girl, I

shouldn't have been angry if you'd blued

five pounds ! "

" I'm quite sure that you would not," I

said, with conviction, knowing that Herbert's

sense of proportion was never properly

balanced, and that his knowledge of ways

and means was elementary, to say the least of

it. And somehow, when my hand wandered

to the spot where the larger portion of our

joint capital lay concealed, I was conscious

of a brief feeling of elation which ended

miserably in a deeply drawn sigh. It was

not the awakening of a guilty conscience

which nipped in the bud that momentary

sensation of gratification, but the knowledge

that Herbert could not share in the golden

secret which I literally carried in my bosom

appeared to rob the scheme of its greatest

charm and to convert the gold into a burden

of useless dross.

On the very next day I "spent" one

hundred pounds, receiving nothing in return

but a big bundle of receipts and the effusive

thanks of a large number of grateful trades-

men. People who cultivate the pernicious

habit of paying ready cash would have turned

green with envy had they witnessed the

homage and respect that I received from the

numerous callers on my first " at home " day

for many months. My visitors came in coal

carts, in bakers' vans, and in butchers' gigs ;

they stayed but a few moments, and each

took something away with him when he left,

until, little by little, the money evaporated

into thin air, leaving nothing but an empty

paper bag to remind me of the wealth of

yesterdayâ��a little paper bag which flew

blazing up the chimney with a derisive roar

when I threw it on the fire as the final caller

took the last few shillings away.

One hundred pounds "spent,"and nothing

bought! Nothing in the larder but a few

bare necessities; nothing in the wardrobe

but a miscellaneous collection of threadbare

garments ; nothing in the cellar but a few

handfuls of cobbles and half-a-dozen " coal

bricks " ! I laughed bitterly as my eyes fell

on a blackened paper bag which fluttered on

the register of the fireplace, like a little black

devil hovering over the flames of a miniature

inferno. Upstairs Herbert, in the fullness of

his heart, sang a hymn of thanksgiving which

tunefully declared that " all was safely

gathered in," while my little black devil in

the chimney swayed and danced in mocking

approval of the assertion. I closed the door

softly and, drawing the notes from their

hiding-place, counted them, not once or

twice, but a dozen times !

In the evening, at Herbert's urgent re-

quest, we indulged in a little feast, specially

purchased and prepared to commemorate

our deliverance from the burden of "all im-

pending difficulties and past worries." The

phraseology was Herbert's, not mine, but I

repeated the words mechanically, and made

a brave effort to appear as riotously happy

as he. I told him a number of outrageous

falsehoods during the course of the banquet,

declaring that I had previously over-estimated

our liabilities, and that I had still over

twenty pounds in hand. It was so absurdly

easy to deceive him, and his elaborate plans
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for the disposal of our remaining capital

would have made me laugh outright under

ordinary circumstances. As it was, however,

I thought it the wisest policy to encourage

him to exaggerate the purchasing power of a

twenty-pound note, so that I could draw upon

my secret resources without exciting his

suspicions.

Herbert recovered rapidly under the influ-

ence of the good things which I provided.

He was downstairs again, and at work, in two

days' time. I had already changed two of

my twenty-pound notes by that time, and was

at a loss to know how to make further very

necessary purchases without giving away my

carefully-guarded secret. Even my husband

was astonished, at length, by my remarkable

display of domestic " economy."

" I had no idea that so many things could

have been bought with twenty pounds,

Ethel," he said, when I had exhibited to him

our new supplies of clothing and household

necessities. " I begin to think that my wife

is the most wonderful little woman in the

whole world."

I felt that his enthusiasm was more than

justified by the circumstances. I was indeed

a wonderful woman.

" I have still a little put by for emer-

gencies," I said, boldly, watching him closely

as I spoke.

Herbert nodded, and raised his eyebrows

in the careless manner of a man who has

1 IN THE EVENING WE INDULGED IN A

LITTLE FEAST."

long ago come to the conclusion that nothing

is impossible in this world.

" By the way, Ethel," he said, changing the

subject abruptly, " I forgot to tell you that I

have written a warm letter of thanks to

Uncle Bob."

" A letter !" I cried, in dismay. " What

kind of a letter ? When did you post it ? "

"Yesterday, while you were out shopping,"

he answered, with a glance of mild surprise

at my agitation. " Surely there is nothing

extraordinary in my thanking anyone for a

gift of one hundred pounds ? "

" Youâ��you thanked him for one hundred

pounds ?" I stammered, clutching wildly at

the table for support.

" Of course I did!" answered Herbert,

sharply. "Whatever are you thinking about,

Ethel ? Is one hundred pounds so small a

matter that it isn't even worth an acknow-

ledgment ? "

By way of answer I sank into a chair and

burst into tears. Herbert ran towards me

and endeavoured to remove the burning

hands which covered my face.

" Look at me, Ethel, and tell me what it

is all about," he said, harshly. " You are

hiding something from me â�� something

shameful and dishonourable. Curse the

money, and the impulse which prompted

me to ask for it!"

A loud knock at the street door broke in

upon his fiercely-uttered denunciation.
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" That may be Uncle Bob," he announced,

hastily. " I asked him to call on us if he

would. Pull yourself together, girl; I don't

wish him to see my wife with red eyes."

Before I had time to declare that I

wouldn't see

Uncle Bob for

a million pounds

in hard cash,

and before I

could even dry

my eyes or re-

move my work-

ing apron, Her-

bert, with the

deplorable stu-

pidity of man-

kind in general,

brought his

visitor straight

into the dining-

room, without

even so much as

a preliminary

cough of warn-

ing.

"Uncle Bob,

this is my wife,"

he announced,

leading forward

a kindly-looking

little gentleman

who gazed at me

sympathetically

through a pair

of gold-rimmed

spectacles. " Ethel, this is Uncle Bob, who

has been so good to us," continued Herbert,

as I rose unsteadily and held out a limp

hand of welcome.

Uncle Bob took my hand in his own and

gazed keenly at my tear-stained face.

" What is the trouble, my dear ? " he asked,

kindly. " Has this scamp of a husband of

yours been ill-treating you, or are you feeling

a little run down ? "

" Ethel is not very well," said Herbert,

making hideous grimaces at me as I shook

my head sadly in denial of Uncle Bob's

suggestions. " She's been overworking her-

self."

"Very likely," agreed Uncle Bob, taking

the chair which Herbert offered him. " There

must be a great deal of work in a house

where no maid is kept. What an out-of-the-

way place this is," he continued, changing

the subject adroitly and with admirable

tact. " I had the utmost difficulty in

finding Mafeking Avenue. People living '

only a few streets away had never even heard

of it."

Herbert was moving uneasily in his chair

while Uncle Bob spoke. I noticed, with

growing alarm, that our visitor addressed

most of his re-

marks to me.

His manner with

my husband was

not quite so cor-

dial.

" We are very

grateful to you

for your gene-

rosity," Herbert

stammered at

length. "We were

in a most con-

foundedly tight

corner. That

timely hundred

pounds saved us

from ruin, and

Ethel has made

it go as far as a

hundred and

fifty. She filled

in the amount of

the cheque and

drew the money

out for meâ��-

we've been

spending it ever

since.

'YOUâ��YOU THANKED HIM FOR ONE HUNDRED POUNDS ?' I STAMMERED."

Bob

glanced curiously

at Herbert as he was speaking, then his

gaze wandered in my direction, and I felt

my cheeks burn fiercely under the quick look

of inquiry.

" I expected that you would have drawn

at least two hundred and fifty pounds," he

said, slowly, with his kindly eyes, now twink-

ling humorously, still turned in my direction.

Then I realized, quite suddenly, that this

little man of innocent face and large heart

had grasped the situation in a moment, and

was sharing my secret with me. I felt, too,

that I was instantly forgiven where Herbert

would have been condemned.

I tried to smile back my gratitude, but the

corners of my mouth, somehow getting

beyond control, twitched downwards, and I

rose hastily to poke a fire which was not yet

alight.

" I did not come here to receive your

thanks, Herbert," said Uncle Bob. " I'm

only too pleased to have done some small

amount of good with my money. Now, I
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am going to ask for a little help from

youâ��that is why I have called on you

to-day."

Herbert gazed at his benevolent little

relative in speechless astonishment.

" To make a short story of it," said Uncle

Bob, " I want you to manage for me a little

Uncle Bobâ��the home in which I am now

writing this story, and one which makes the

old days of Mafeking Avenue seem very far

away indeed.

Herbert was very angry with me, of course,

but his boyish fury soon evaporated when I

pointed out to him that we owed our present

1 I EXPBCTED THAT YOU WOULD HAVE DRAWN AT LEAST TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTY POUNDS,' HE SAID."

estate in Wales which I have recently

acquired. Trie salary I offer for your services

is not a large oneâ��five hundred pounds a

year with a small house and a fair piece of

ground thrown in, but the duties are by no

means of an exacting or onerous nature, and

you will have plenty of spare time on your

hands to devote to art â�� if you are so

disposed."

" I should accept the offer most gladly and

thankfully if I possessed more business

ability," declared Herbert. " As it is, how-

ever "

" Your wife will remedy all deficiencies in

that respect," added Uncle Bob, looking

slyly at me over his spectacles.

I confessed my crime to Herbert before we

left Clapton for the lovely home provided by

happiness entirely to the wicked scheme

which I had carried out on my own initiative.

" How do you know that ? " he inquired,

doubtfully.

" Because Uncle Bob told me as much," I

answered, with a smile. " He happened to

consult his passbook before receiving your

letter of thanks, and the object of his visit

was not to offer you a lucrative and respon-

sible post, but to treat you to the very severe

rating which he imagined you deserved."

Herbert avoided the very obvious com-

ment on Uncle Bob's partiality. He kissed

me and said nothing until I had lowered the

dingy Venetian blinds for the last time.

Then he exclaimed, dramatically :â��

" And so the curtain falls on the last act

of a comedy, which might well be entitled

' The Root of all Evil.' "

Vol. xxxii.â��4a
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AN ACTORS' NIGHT.

IKE other and it may be said

less humorous institutions, the

" Strand Club " held its grand

guest - night last month, and,

to quote Bolman, " instead of

relying wholly upon its own

store of nuces facetite, accepted the humorous

hospitality of their brothers of the stage, each

of whom would furnish what he considered

to be the funniest story he had ever heard."

HARRY FURNISS'S ILLUSTRATION TO THE STORY TOLD BY

SEYMOUR HICKS.

The first to be

called upon was Mr.

Seymour Hicks, who

told the follow-

ing :â��

A well-known Irish

comedian was but-

ton - holed one day

in the street by a

friend of his, who

exclaimed, excitedly,

"Oh, my dear fellow,

I'm awfully glad to

see you. In fact, I was

looking for you. I

want to ask your ad-

vice under most

extraordinary circum-

stances."

" Really! " said the

Irish comedian. "What's the matter?"

" Why," replied the other, " Captain

B , whom you know, has threatened to

pull my nose the first time he meets me.

What would you advise me to do ? "

" Did he really make use of the

threat ?" asked the comedian, with an odd

twinkle.

"Oh, yes. I have heard it from one or

two fellows. He means to do it. He is in

a deuce of a passion."

" Well," said the Irishman, in one of his

most sarcastic tones, and without the ghost

of a smile, " I'll tell you what to do. Soap

your nose well and it will slip through his

fingers !"

To accompany this story Mr. Harry

Furniss rapidly dashed off on the drawing-

board the design herewith reproduced.
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MCCORMICK S DRAWING TO EXPLAIN LOUIS BRADFIELn's SAUSAGE ANECDOTE.

the appended

result.

That popular

Savoyard, Mr.

Henry Arthur

Lytton, related

this somewhat

funereal episode.

A certain family

was passionately

fond of bridge.

They talked

bridge, thought

bridge, dreamt

bridge â�� and in-

cidentally played

bri dge â�� morn-

ing, noon, and

night.

Now, one day a very unfortunate thing

happened : the head of the family, a nice

old man, and a demon to double " no

trumps," died. Previous to his decease he

had expressed a very strong desire to be

cremated. This idea was most repugnant

to his widow, who thought he ought to be

buried in a nice shady churchyard.

His daughter, on the other hand, con-

sidered his wishes ought to be respected.

And so they argued and argued about the

matter until finally the daughter, tired of

the incessant conversational outpouring of

her mother, gave in.

Mr. Louis Bradfield, who, to judge by his

recent ballooning experiences, must haye

been seeking inspiration from the skies,

provided a very earthly story which smacks

somewhat of the Chicago revelations.

Two men were arguing as to the contents

of a sausage. One of them said he was quite

sure it contained what a self-respecting

sausage should containâ��pork.

The other sniffed contemptuously.

" G'arn," he said, " that ain't a pork

sausage, that's 'orse."

" Tain't," said the first man. " It's

good pork sausage, that's what it is."

" I reckon you don't know

nothing about it," reiterated

his mate. " That's a 'orse

sausage, and I'll prove it ter

yer !"

Saying which he picked up

the subject of altercation and

left the room. Presently he

returned, a beaming smile of

triumph lighting up his face.

" There y'are, matey, I knew

I was right. It's 'orse right

enough. I've proved it."

" 'Ow ? "

"Well, I took that there

sausage and I cut it into five

pieces. One, two, three, four,

five, and I took it out and put

it on the keb-rank round the

corner. See ? Then I took

away the first bit, and tfie other

four moved up ! "

At the Chairman's request

McCormick proceeded to give

a humorous delineation of

the foregoing narrative, With BAUMER'S PICTORIAL ACCOMPANIMENT TO THE STORY TOLU BY H. A. LYTTON.
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" Very well, mother," she said, " I'll leave

it to you."

"Well," returned the widow, "I must say

spades !"

To Lewis Baumer fell the task of illus-

trating this lugubrious story.

"The other evening," said Mr. George

Grossmith, junior, "two of thtjeunesse done

went into Scott's, a restaurant at the top of

the Haymarket. It was after the theatre, and

they wanted to

have a little

supper. They

were received

with marked

deference by the

waiter, who

handed each a

bill of fare and

stood awaiting

the order. The

bills of fare were

subjected to a

lengthy scrutiny

that threatened

to overlap clos-

ing time. Pre-

sently one of

the youngsters

drawled out, as

he -languidly

adjusted the

angle of his

evening tie :â��

'"Waiter,

bring me a

steak, rather

underdone. And

â�� er â�� waiter,

j u s tâ��e râ��t e 11

the chef â�� er

â��who it's for.'

"'Yessir.'

" ' And, waiter,' chirruped the second

youth in easy, breezy tones, ' I think I'll

have a steak, not too under-done, and you

mightâ��just mention my name to the chef.'

"' Yessir.'

" There was an actor seated a few tables

off who had listened to the giving of these

instructions with much amusement. Deter-

mined not to be thought out of it, he called

the waiter and said in resonant tones :â��

" ' Waiter, bring me a dozen oysters, and

â��mention my name to every blessed oyster!' "

Amidst much laughter the talented Waters

volunteered to provide a pictorial accompani-

ment to Grossmith's narrative. During his

absence at the easel Mr. Edmund Payne,

GROSSMITH JON. S RESTAURANT

STORT.

who, like Mr. Grossmith, junior, makes merry

at the Gaiety Theatre, proceeded to state

that the North of England is far more

musical than the South. He said that up

there the individual who goes in for music

really does so whole-heartedly, and is bitterly

disappointed if he does not excel, and made

this the introduction for the following

story:â��

On a certain occasion the whole of the

musical population were agog

with excitement over the

visit of a celebrated con-

ductor. He had promised

to come up to conduct what

was looked upon

as the premiere

ore hestra in

Lancashire.

Every player

was a picked

man. He had

to be, for the

conductor was

coming up with

one of his most

difficult com-

positions.

Just prior to

his arrival a most

unfortunate

thing happened.

The leading

piccolo player,

who was really

a most accomplished performer, was taken

ill and could not come.

What was to be done? Telephones and

messages were dispatched all round the

country until a man could be found to fill

the difficult position. Just at the last moment

they found one. He had a very fine reputa-

tion. Many said he was a far better player

than the one who had fallen ill.

He was bustled off to the hall and the

music handed to him, just as the conductor

took his seat.

The piccolo player cast his eye over the

score and gasped. Never in his life had he

seen such black, twiddly music. The notes

were like the wings of a retreating army or

the feathered crowd at a homing pigeon

match. The conductor waved his baton

frantically in his direction, gesticulating and

perspiring, all to no purpose. A few

tremulous notes escaped from the piccolo.

Then he laid it aside and let the orchestra

get on the best it could without him.

After the piece was over the celebrated
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FRANK REYNOLDS'* DELINEATION OF EDMUND PAYNE'S STORY OF THE

FAMOUS CONDUCTOR AND THE LANCASHIRE PICCOLO PLAYER.

conductor confronted the piccolo player in a

towering rage.

" 1 thought you could play the piccolo ! "

he thundered.

"Aye, that's true," responded the Lan-

cashire genius, " so did Iâ��until I saw the

music. It's been a bit of a sook for both of

us, hain't it ? "

Frank Reynolds's delineation of the irate

conductor and the disappointed piccolo

player was voted most realistic.

Mr. G. P. Huntley related a story about

an actor who once visited Wigan with a tour-

ing company and appeared as Napoleon

there in " A Royal Divorce." Alas, the

company met with a very cold reception,

while the very weather during their stay was

particularly " Wiganish." At the last per-

formance everybody felt vastly relieved to

think that their stay was near its end ; in

fact, the impersonator of Napoleon was so

carried out of himself by the thought that on

the morrow he would be able to leave the

locality, that he became absent-minded and

went through his part in a sort of dream.

At the end of the piece Napoleon is sen-

tenced in somewhat the following words:

" We sentence you to spend the rest of your

days atâ��St. Helena." As the words of this

sentence were pronounced in a solemn voice,

" Napoleon " exhibited all the

signs of a doomed man so

realistically that the audience

applauded for the first time

during the whole week, but light

was thrown upon the situation

as soon as the words " St.

Helena" were uttered, by the

actor falling upon his knees

and, with tears of relief run-

ning down his cheeks, saying,

" Thank Heaven! I thought

you were going to say ' in

Wigan'! "

Lawson Wood's rendering of

the comic Napoleon and his

judges is reproduced herewith.

Mr. Tom Murray, the well-

known American comedian,

who has become familiar to

Londoners more particularly

through the recent Revue at

the Coliseum, toured the United

States for twelve years before

he came to Britain. Then he

set foot on Irish shores, and

he has many stories to tell con-

nected with that land of humour.

LAWSON WOODS ILLUSTRATION TO C. P. HUNTLF.Y S

COMIC NAPOLBON AND HIS JUDGES.
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His favourite is all about a certain Mrs.

O'Mulligan, who lay very ill in bed and was

not expected to live.

All the members of her family were called

to her bedside. They stood round, looking

mournful and taking a sly inventory of the

furniture. " Mike," said the old mother,, to

O'Mulligan's father, " you'll remember to

give that dresser to Bridget ? "

" I will that. I'll remember, sure. Faith,

what a memory she has, sure ! "

for you, Mike, and the cow for Kathleen,

and the chist of drawers for Larry r"

"Aye, it's marvellous, indade. Her

memory is perfect to the end. She doesn't

forget one single thing ! "

" And, Mike, remember Donovan, the

grocer, and pay him the fifteen pounds we

owe him."

" Don't listen to her ! don't listen to her !"

yelled the family. " She's raving! She's

raving!"

WILL OWEN'S SKETCH TO EXPLAIN THE STORY TOLD DY TOM MURRAY.

" How ginerous she is, the dear creature,"

murmured Bridget, weeping, and wondering

what else she is goinj to get.

" She is, indade,;! said the rest of the

family.

" And Mike, there's the horse for Tim :

don't forget the horse for Tim."

"No, mother; aye, isn't .it wonderful,

now ? Conscious and raysonable to the

last!"

" Wonderful! wonderful! " chimed in the

rest of the family, with Tim as principal

tenor.

" And mind you give my goold watch to

Pat, Mike ; I've wound it up for him, and

it's kaping good time. And there's the pig

At the conclusion of this anecdote there

were vociferous calls for Owen, and how that

gentleman responded to the appeal of his

colleagues by producing a more than usually

brilliant example of his extraordinary skill

may be seen by the above diagram.

" One's best stories, like the fisherman's

biggest fish, are always those that we have

forgotten,' said Mr. Walter Passmore, who

has added to his laurels in " The Dairy-

maids " at the Apollo. " One that I am

very fond of is about a man who met a

friend of his in the street looking very much

battered.

"' What on earth have you been up to ?'

he asked.
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" ' Well,' was the reply, ' the fact is, I had

a little bit of a row down at the club this

morning, but I'm going round there now to

get my own back, and I want you and Harry

Jenkins to come along with me and see fair

play.'

" When the three friends arrived outside the

another story about a man who went to Man-

chesterâ��where it is always raining, and in-

variably dirtyâ��and who, as he crossed the

road, noticed a hat at his feet. He picked

it up, and found to his consternation there

was a human head beneath it, which evidently

belonged to someone buried in the mud.

HASSALL'S RENDERING OP WALTER PASSMORE'S CLUB STORY.

club the pugilistic one bade his companions

wait outside and count the foes as he threw

them one by one from the window. He rushed

inside, and in a few moments the noise of a

tremendous scuffle was heard, which cul-

minated in a tattered body being flung from

the first-floor window and landing in the

mud at their

feet

"'One'.'yelled

the two exultant

friends, and

they were about

to cheer their

companion on

with words of

advice when

their attention

was attracted by

a pitiful voice

from the bundle

of rags at their

feet.

"' Stop count-

ing, you silly

fools!' groaned

the voice. ' Ifs

me.'"

Whilst Hassall

was busy at the

easel Mr. Pass-

more related

HARRISON S DRAWING TO EX

REMINISCENCE.

" Great Scot!" he ejaculated. " Hold on

a moment, while I run and fetch a spade and

dig you out."

" Don't trouble," replied the head. " I'm

on top of a 'bus. By the time you get back

I shall be in the next street."

This story gave Harrison an opportunity

for convulsing

the Club with

one of his

,/' characteristic

and inimitable

sketches.

Mr. Charles

Hawtrey chooses

an anecdote

about some-

thing which

actually occur-

red one day in a

London street.

A genial old

'bus-driver was

driving down

the Euston

Road when he

noticed a fune-

ral procession

coming in the

opposite direc-

t ion. The

hearse, proceed-

ORES MANCHESTER
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and, in spite of frequent punishments and

constant promises to mend her ways, gener-

ally exceeded all previous efforts the very

next day. One morning, upon returning from

a walk in the park with her nurse, she ran to

her mother very

excitedly.

" Oh,' mum-

mie," she said,

" I've had such

a terrible adven-

ture ! As nurse

and I were walk-

ing through the

park a great big

lion sprang out,

and would have

eaten me right

up if nurse had

not pulled me

PEARS S LIGHTNING SKETCH TO ACCOMPANY THE ANECDOTE RELATED BY CHARLES HAWTREY.

aside !"

ing in the usual leisurely fashion, happened

to be driven by an old acquaintance of his,

between whom and himself there had always

existed a healthy rivalry in the matter of

repartee. As the hearse turned out of Judd

Street into the Euston Road a little girl, in

attempting to cross over, was nearly trampled

under the horses' feet, and only escaped

injury by being hastily pulled aside by a

passing pedestrian.

With a genial smile upon his face the

'bus - driver whipped up his horses and,

as he passed his friend in black,

leant over towards him and sneer-

ingly remarked, in a voice full of

withering contempt: â��

" Nah then, Greedy ! "

During Mr. Hawtrey's recital

Pears had been busy at the easel,

and the drawing above repro-

duced shows the result of his

labours. It is worthy of note that

the artist had accomplished his

task before the narrator had had

time to resume his seat.

First among comedians who

have taken London by storm quite

recently must be numbered Mr.

Dan Rolyat, who, as the sailor in

" The Dairymaids," at the Apollo

Theatre, scored such an instanta-

neous success. He regaled the Club

with a story about a little girl called

Dora Brooks, who was always get-

ting into trouble with her parents

for exaggerating. She would tell the

wildest stories about her adventures,

"You naughty

child," said her mother. "Go up to your room

immediately and stay there until you are sorry

for telling such wicked stories. You are a very

naughty little girl indeed, and you must ask

your good angel to forgive you for telling such

a naughty, naughty lie about the lion !"

Half an hour later the mother went up-

stairs and found little Dora looking very

penitent. " Well," she asked, " have you

asked your good angel to forgive you ? "

" Yes, mummie," was the reply, " I did

ask, and he said, ' Don't mention it, Miss

14

MILLARS SKETCH TO ACCOMl'ANV DAN KOLVAT S CHILD STORV.
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Our newest member, Mr. B. E. Minns, on

being called upon by the Chairman, made a

successful debut with a rapid portrayal of the

foregoing incident.

Mr. Albert Chevalier gave us a couple of

little anecdotes which actually happened.

The first was about a well-known English

actor who visited the States some years ago,

and was accosted the moment he landed by

an American reporter, who asked him what

he thought of America. " Well," replied the

new arrival, " I think the women are lovely,

and as for New York, it's just fine! It

reminds me so much of Paris."

" Really," replied the reporter, very much

flattered. " Why is that ? "

" One sees so many Americans !"

Another new member, Mr. H. Somerville,

acquitted himself with distinction in the self-

imposed task of illustrating this story.

Mr. Chevalier's other little anecdote was

about a famous artist who happend to sit at

a dinner-party one night next to an unusally

talkative young lady.

" You dear man," she said, " how nice it

must be for you to feel that you have done

work that will live after you are dead !"

THE BABY THAT WAS VERY CAREFULLY PACKED.

Brooks ; I've often mistaken those big

yellow poodles for lions myself!'"

Millar is perhaps never so happy

as when he is delineating children,

and by common consent the task of

illustrating Mr. Rolyat's reminiscence

fell to the share of that clever artist.

Mr. Rolyat's contribution proved so

popular that he was induced further

to enliven the assembly by relating

yet another child story. This time it

was about a little girl who was walking

down a fashionable street in the West-

end with her mother. The road and

pavement were covered with straw.

This unusual sight aroused the

curiosity of the little girl, who asked

why this should be.

" Well, dear," replied mamma,

"you see Mrs. Jones, who lives

opposite, has just had a little baby

sent to her."

The little

fact for a

said:â��

" Um-m, mamma, she seems to

have been very carefully packed,

doesn't she ? "

girl contemplated the

few minutes, when she

Vnl. ,

SOMKKVII.I.E'S NOTION OF CHEVALIEKS STORY OK THE

FAMOUS ACTOR AND THF. AMERICAN REPORTER.
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"It is much nicer," replied he, dryly, "to have

done work, my dear young lady, that will enable

me to live until I die in comparative comfort."

In obedience to a nod from the Chairman,

Pearse proceeded to the easel, and in an

extraordinarily short space of time produced

the appended really finished design.

a thorough examination made. After sniffing

about all over the place and examining every

nook and corner, this individual informed

the elders present that the cause of the

unpleasantness was dry rot, which he said

was particularly prevalent in the pulpit.

" Aye, mon," said the old beadle, who had

PEARSE S ILLUSTRATION TO CHEVALIERS DINNER-PARTY NARRATIVE.

Mr. Harry Fragson gives us a story not

from France, but from Scotland. The con-

gregation at a small kirk not a hundred miles

from Glasgow were constantly complaining

of an objectionable smell in the building,

which eventually became so strong that it

was decided to call in the surveyor and have

been longing to chip in for some time past,

" we get a deal o' that frae there ! "

This proved to be the last anecdote of the

evening, and Hodgson had barely time to

produce a hurried sketch to accompany it

before the meetingâ��memorable in the annalj

of the Strand Clubâ��finally came to an end.

HODGSON'S SKETCH TO ILLUSTRATE THE STORY TOLD BV HARRY FRACSON.



A STORY FOR CHILDREN. FROM THE FRENCH OF XAVIER MARMIER.

NCE upon a time there was

a poor little shepherd - boy

named Lemmel. He was a

friendless orphan, and had no

relations except a wicked and

stingy old stepmother, who

gave him little to wear and much less to

eat. Every day he took his flock to pasture,

and all he had to eat, morning and evening,

was a piece of bread.

One morning his stepmother went off

without leaving him even this meagre meal,

and Lemmel started away on his daily rounds

both sad and hungry. About noon-time he

happened to be on a little hill, whither he

had gone to seek shelter from the sun under

the branches of the trees, and noticed, not

only that there was no trace of dampness on

the ground, but that the turf was flat and

hard, as if someone had been treading upon

it. It struck him as so curious that he

began to wonder what had caused the turf

to be in such a state, when suddenly he

caught sight of something shining in the

grass. It was a pair of little shoes, white as

driven snow, and so pretty that Lemmel

quite forgot, while looking at them, how

hungry he was.

That same evening, as he was leading his

flock back to the village, a little boy ran up

to him and said, politely, "Good evening."

" Good evening," replied the little shep-

herd.

" Do you happen, by any chance, to have

seen my shoes in the pasture ? "

" Yes, little one. But please let me keep

them. If I take such a pretty gift to my

stepmother very likely she will give me some-

thing to eat."

" No," replied the boy ; " give them back

to me. Some day I shall be useful to you."

Lemmel gave the shoes to the boy and

went on his way home.

When his stepmother saw Lemmel come

in she spoke to him angrily.

" What keeps you so late, you lazy-bones ? "

she said. " Get off to bed at once. There

is a little soup for you at the bottom of the

pot. And don't forget to get up early in the

morning."

Lemmel said nothing, but went to bed in

his garret, and dreamed all night of the little

lad's shoes which he had picked up in the

pasture.

The next morning, even before the sun

rose, he was awakened by the shrill voice of

his stepmother calling out to him : â��

" Get up, you lazy boy ! The sun was up

a long time ago. Are you going to let your

sheep â�¢ die of hunger just because you want

to lie in bed ? "

Lemmel got up, snatched a bite of bread,

and started for the pasture.

Again, at midday, he found himself beneath

the sheltering trees on the hillside, and once

more noticed that the grass was dry and

trodden. He examined it a little more closely

and saw something shining in the sunlight.

It was a small red hat with a broad brim

bordered with golden bells, so pretty, indeed,
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that in looking at it he again forgot his

hunger.

The same evening, as he was returning to

the village, he fell in with a pretty little girl,

who greeted him politely.

" Good evening," she said.

" Good evening," replied Lemmel.

" May I ask if you have seen anything of

my hat, which I lost in the pasture this

morning ? "

" Yes, young lady," answered the young

shepherd, " I found it and thought of taking

it back to my stepmother, so that she will

give me something to eat."

" I beg you," replied the girl, " to give it

back to me. Perhaps, if you do, I may some

day be of service to you."

So Lemmel gave back the hat. He then

kept on towards home, where, as usually

happened, he was badly treated by his step-

mother, and where during the long night he

kept dreaming of the little red hat.

The following day Lemmel again noticed,

under the trees on the hillside, that the

ground was hard and dry. Then he began

to remember some stories he had heard

about the fairies of the Northâ��elves and

elfins who come at night and in a circle

dance on the green sward by moonlight.

Then, by mere accident, he hit his foot

against a bell, which tinkled so sweetly that

the flocks drew nearer in order to hear the

pretty sound. In listening, too, Lemmel

forgot his hunger and the sheep forgot to eat.

When the music was over the flock

scattered again over the pasture. Towards

evening Lemmel tried in vain to collect them

until he bethought himself to ring the bell,

which brought all the flock together in the

twinkling of an eye. On his return to the

village Lemmel met a very old man, who

bade him a pleasant good evening.

" Good evening," replied Lemmel.

" May I ask if you have picked up a bell

which I lost in the pasture ? "

" Yes."

" Then give it back to me."

"No," replied Lemmel, "I'm not so silly

as that. The day before yesterday I found a

pair of glass shoes, which a small boy coaxed

away from me because he said the shoes

were his. Yesterday I gave back to a little

girl her red hat, and now you come along and

ask me to give up this bell, which I shall

find of great use in herding my sheep. No.

I sha'n't do it. When other people give back

things which they have found they get a

reward of some sort, but I don't seem to get

anything."

" I beg you," answered the old man, " to

return my bell."

" No ; I won't ! " replied the young

shepherd, with resolution.

" If you give it back," said the other, " I

will give you another bell just as good for

your sheep. More than that, I will give you

three wishes, all of which, I promise you,

shall be fulfilled."

Such an offer, of course, could not be

refused, and Lemmel replied :â��

" Very well. I want to be a king. I want

to marry someone who is very beautiful, and

I want to live in a beautiful palace."

" A bit greedy," remarked the old man ;

" but no matter. Now, just listen to me

carefully and do as I bid you. To-night,

when everything is quiet, you must get up,

leave your house, and keep to the north until

you come to a big palace. Take this whistle.

If you get into trouble at any time, whistle

once. If you find yourself hard pressed,

whistle twice, and if you are in very great

danger break the whistle in two pieces, and I

will come at once to help you."

Lemmel thanked the old man heartily for

his gift and promises, then went home. Of

course, he was a little late, and his step-

mother, instead of giving him anything to

eat, punished him and sent him off to bed.

But Lemmel was happy in the thought that

he would soon be free from his stepmother's

cruelty.

Soon after midnight, and before the cock

crew, he got up and made his way north-

wards, as bidden by the old man. For tsvo

days and two nights he wandered over hills

and through valleys, and on the evening of

the third day he found himself in front of an

enormous palace. Lemmel made bold to

enter, and asked one of the cooks if he could

get some work to do.

" What can you do ? " asked the cook.

" I can lead animals to pasture," replied

Lemmel, " and make a very good shepherd."

" The king needs a shepherd," was the

reply ; " but you will turn out like all the

others. Like them, you are certain to lose

a sheep at least every day."

" I have never lost a single sheep," said

Lemmel.

In the end Lemmel was taken into service,

and was so watchful in his work that the

wolves never succeeded in stealing one of his

flock. Hence his good conduct gained for

him the esteem of everybody.

One evening, when he was coming back

with his sheep from pasture and singing on

the way according to his custom, he noticed



THE LITTLE SHEPHERD.

349

at one of the windows a young and pretty

lady, who was listening to his song. It

excited him very much to look upon her, so

much so that on the following evening he

lagged behind in order to see her, quite

forgetful not

only that he was

losing time, but

that she was the

daughter of a

king.

One morning

the princess

came to him and

showed him a

little snow-white

lamb with a rib-

bon on his neck,

and asked him

in a friendly

way to take her

pet under his

care, and to de

fend it against

the greedy

wolves. The

young shepherd

was so confused

that he could

hardly make

reply, but he

took the lamb

and cared for it

so well that the

little animal got

as fond of him

as a dog is of

his master.

From this time

Lemmel saw

the princess

very often. In

the morning when he went out to the fields

she was at her window listening to his song.

In the evening when he returned she came

to him, petted her lamb, and spoke to

Lemmel a few friendly words.

Years went by. The little shepherd be-

came a great, strapping youth, and the prin-

cess one of the most beautiful persons ever

seen.

One day the princess disappeared, and

search was made for her everywhere in

vain. Everyone who knew her was terribly

upset by the news of her disappearance, and

the king and queen were in despair. On

all hands it was known that the king had

made an announcement to the effect that he

would give his daughter's hand in marriage,

L&MMEL MADE BOLD TO ENTER, AND ASKED ONE OF THE COOKS

IP HE COUI.D CRT SOME WORK."

as well as half his kingdom, to anyone who

found her.

Numerous princes and courtiers, superbly

armed and equipped, undertook to find the

princess, and returned to court saddened

by the failure of

their attempts.

The king and

queen became

more and more

cast down, and

the young shep-

herd never

ceased thinking

of the unfortu-

nate princess.

And it came

about that one

night in his

dreams he

seemed to hear

the fairy king

saying lo him,

"Thou shalt

find her in the

North," but

when he awoke

he thought it

nothing but a

dream. Not-

withstanding, he

asked that the

king might see

him. The head

cook, mistaking

his reason, said

to Lemmel,

" You have done

your work so

well for several

years that you

can easily get

an increase in your wages without going to

his master."

Nevertheless Lemmel kept to his plan,

and when he was allowed to go in to see the

king he asked permission to leave the royal

service so that he might search for the

princess. The king replied, a little angrily :

" Do you think it possible for you, a poor

shepherd, to succeed where so many princes

have failed ? "

" I should like to try," answered Lemmel,

frankly. " I would risk my life, if necessary,

to find the princess."

The king, struck with such a spirit, thought

at once of the old proverb that a heart worthy

of the purple may still be hidden under a

woollen smock, and said that he himself
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would get a horse ready in order that Lemmel

might start.

" I don't want a horse," said Lemmel,

" only a few things to eat."

When Lemmel left, everybody in the

palace laughed at his presumption. But he

went his way northwards along deserted roads,

across high mountains, so far, indeed, that

he nearly came to the end of the world, when

one day he saw before him a great lake, and in

this lake an island, and in the middle of this

island a grand palace. With his eyes always

fixed upon this palace, he made a trip around

the lake, and at last, at a window, caught

sight of a beautiful young girl with blonde

hair. With a ribbon just like the one worn

by her little lamb, she

seemed to be making

signals to him from the

window.

At this Lemmel's heart

began to thump, for he felt

that the beautiful young

maiden could be no other

shot into the air and descended upon the

island.

Lemmel went into the kitchen of the palace

and asked if he could get some work to do.

" What can you do ? " asked the head cook,

" I can tend sheep."

" Good ! " was the answer. " Our master,

who is a giant, needs a good shepherd, but

you will have to take great care, for if you

"THE FAIRY, IMMEDIATELY CHANGING INTO A POWERFUL FALCON, SHOT INTO THE

AIR AND DESCENDED UPON THE ISLAND."

than the princess. But how could he reach

her ? How could he cross the lake ? Then

he remembered the promise which had been

made him, and blew a blast upon his whistle.

Immediately a voice behind him said :â��

" Good evening."

" Good evening," said Lemmel. He turned

round and saw the little boy to whom he had

given back the glass slippers.

" What do you want ? " asked the fairy.

" I want to get across the lake."

"Get on my back."

Lemmel did as he was told, and the fairy,

immediately changing into a powerful falcon,

lose a single sheep you will be condemned to

death."

"That's pretty hard," replied Lemmel.

"However, I will do it."

The next day Lemmel led his flock to the

pasture, ringing his bell and singing, as was

his wont. The princess was at her window

and saw him.

That evening the giant was waiting to

speak to him. " If you have lost a single

sheep I'll kill you at once." Then he looked

over the flock and, having counted every one

of them, said to Lemmel: "Good! You

may remain in my service."
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After saying this the giant got into a boat

and, according to his custom, went three

times round the lake. The princess was

seated at her window, singing .â��

Come, faithful shepherd, come this night to me,

My royal crown and all my heart are evermore for

triee.

And Lemmel sang back :â��

To-night, to-night, thy shepherd shall appear.

Wait at the window, lady. Soon he shall be near.

At midnight, when everyone in the palace

was sleeping soundly, Lemmel went to the

as soon as he touched the golden chains they

fell apart. Then he took the princess and

Lemmel to the shore of the island, and

calling the little fairy to whom the shepherd

had returned the red hat, he said :â��

"Take these two good people as quickly as

you can to the other side of the lake."

At that moment the fairy changed into a

big fish.

'WITH HIS TKKK1BLE CLAWS THE GIANT TOOK HOLD OF THE TWO RUNAWAYS."

tower where the princess was kept a prisoner.

Through the window he heard her call:â��

" I am held a prisoner with golden chains,

and I cannot break them."

The young shepherd blew loudly upon

his whistle, and heard behind him a voice

saying :â��

" Good evening."

"Good evening," he replied, and, turning

round, he saw the king of the fairies, who

had given him his bell and whistle.

" What do you want ?" demanded the

little old man.

" I want to be taken to the princess."

"Then follow me," was the reply.

The little old man entered the tower,

breaking the doors that barred his way, and

" Get on my back," she said, " and have

no fear. If so much as a cry is uttered my

power will be gone."

The princess and the shepherd did as they

were told, and the fish darted off through the

water. Just at this moment the giant woke,

and seeing what was taking place on the lake,

put on his eagle's feathers and flew into the

air. In order to get out of the way the fish

shot into the deep water, when suddenly the

princess uttered a cry of fright, and the power

of the fairy was gone for ever. With his

terrible claws the giant took hold of the two

runaways and, carrying them to the palace,

put the Princess under lock and key in the

tower and the shepherd in a cell fifty feet

under ground.
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Of course, Lemmel thought that all was

lost, but what hurt him most was the feeling

that he would no longer be able to save the

princess. At this moment the words of the

fairy king again came to his mind, and taking

his whistle he broke it in two pieces. Again

he heard behind him a voice saying :â��

"Good evening."

" Good evening," he replied.

" What do you want ? "

" I want to save the princess and take her

to her father."

At this command the old fairy led him

through several splendid rooms into a mag-

nificent hall filled with all sorts of weapons,

such as swords, axes, and lances, some of which

shone like polished steel and some like gold.

The old fairy kindled a fire in the hall,

ordered the shepherd to take off his clothes,

and then, putting the old clothes into the

wedding-day there was great excitement.

All the guests were drinking the giant's

health in exceeding great joy, although

the princess herself seemed very unhappy.

During the whole of the feast she sat with

her head bent, crying bitterly. At the end

of the banquet the giant sent his pages to

see how the young shepherd was faring in

his cell. What was their surprise when, in

place of the poor serving-man, they found a

proud and mighty soldier, in shining armour,

holding a big sword. They fled from him in

great fright, but Lemmel followed them and

entered the dining-hall.

When the giant saw him he cried : " Keep

out, you meddlesome rogue ! "

But Lemmel came forth bravely, and said :

" You must fight me." And so saying he

drew his sword, which flashed like fire.

The giant knew that Lemmel's sword

" LRMMEL CAME FORTH LIKAVELY, AND SAID, ' YOU MUST FIGHT MB.'

fire, made him put on a suit of sparkling

armour, with a sword hanging at his side.

Then the fairy said, " No sword can pierce

this armour, and by your own sword the giant

whom you hate should die."

Lemmel felt as much at ease in his new

suit as if he had never worn anything else,

and, having thus clothed him, the fairy led

him back to his cell.

Meanwhile the giant made great prepara-

tions to celebrate his marriage with the

princess. He had invited a great number

of people to his wedding, and presented the

princess with many rich gifts. On the

meant death, and he fell to the floor like one

dead from terror.

Lemmel cut off his head, then took the

princess by the hand and led her to the

shore. He loosened the enchanted boat,

crossed the lake, and gave back to the king

the child whose loss he had mourned. The

king was so happy that he gave to Lemmel

his daughter in marriage, and the wedding

was celebrated with great ceremony. The

fortunate couple lived very happily and had

many children, but chief among the treasures

in their house were always a broken whistle

and a little bell.



Hunting the Slipper.

THE RAREST BRITISH WILD FLOWER.

BY W. CARTER PLATTS.

OT all the sporting charms of

orchid hunting are reserved

for the lot of the adventurous

hireling of the millionaire

collector in his chase of the

bizarre blooms of the tropical

jungle. Though less fraught with moving

accidents and hairbreadth 'scapes than

Amazonian forests can provide, the pursuit

is eagerly carried on in England, and the

sight of the costliest exotic in the orchid-

house would bring small joy to the British

field naturalist

compared with

the realization of

his highest bota-

nical ambitionâ��

the discovery of

the lady's slipper,

largest and

scarcest of Bri-

tish orchids,

rarest of our rare

wild flowers,

blooming in its

native haunts.

It has been

philosophically

advanced that the

perennial foun-

tain of pleasure

springs from an-

ticipation, and

that the kitten

never catches his

tail because he

recognises that

the capture of it

would effectually

end the gleeful

delights of chas-

ing it. Some-

thing of this sort

of thing must

account for the

unflagging pur-

suit by enthusi-

astic naturalists

of the lady's slipper; for so long has this

floral rarity lingered on the last step towards

extinction that the chase of it provides the

double-superlatively "greatest possible maxi-

mum " of hunting with the " least possible

minimum " of slipper.

Vol. xxiii.

THE PTRST PHOTOGRAPH EVER TA

ITS NATIV:

Vaguely, and in a general way, it is under-

stood that the plant still survives upon the

hillsides of a remote corner of Yorkshire

dale-land â�� to wit, in Upper Wharfedaleâ��

where, amid the wild tangle of lilies, prim-

roses, arums, and garlic, it hides its charms

in the upland thickets of hazel scrub, stunted

sycamore, and mountain ash which cling

for life to the precipitous slopes of the

savage fells. Here, through these hang-

ing belts of mountain woodland, botanists

from far and wide hunt the elusive slipper

year after year

with undimin-

ished zest, though

their only reward

be such pleasures

of eternal hope

as spurred on the

ancient flower of

chivalry in the

endless quest of

the Holy Grail,

and such charms

of chronic antici-

pation ds fired

the medieval

alchemist in his

laborious search

after the elixir of

life.

In itself, and

in spite of the

gushful adulation

of the average

literary naturalist

who has never

seen it, the lady's

slipper is not en-

trancingly beau-

tiful, and one's

first sight of

it is apt to

be a trifle dis-

appointing.

It is its rarity

which is its

chief charm,

and it would be easy to name a score

or two of common English wild flowers

which far outbid it for gorgeous colouring.

In both appearance and scientific name,

cypripediiim calceolus, the lady's slipper is

markedly suggestive of the common garden

KEN OP THE LADV S SLll'PfcK IN

HAUNTS.
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calceolaria, consisting, as it does, of a single

pale yellow pouch, deeply veined, set before

four expanded claws of dark chocolate, the

whole borne on a stem rising through an

alternate series of lily-like leaves. As will

be seen from the foregoing photograph the

general appear-

ance of the flower

is not obtrusively

reminiscent of

the outline of the

dainty feminine

foot-gear of the

present day, and

one may be for-

given for specu-

lating on the

chances of its

godfather having

bestowed upon it

the title of " my

lady's slipper" in

a moment of

mental aberration

when he could

not think of "my

lord's boxing-

glove" (which

would, obviously,

have been more

appropriate), or

of his own parti-

cular lady suffer-

ing from an ex-

ceptionally severe

attack of the gout

at the time of the

christening.

What adds a

further piquancy

to the bota-

nical sport of

hunting the slipper is the extraordinary

elusiveness of the quarry. It is the veriest

artful dodger of the floral kingdom. The

fact that its natural habitat is amongst

the scree and shifting debris of a steep

hillside might account for its occasional

removal for short distances by slight land-

slips, but the plant scorns, apparently, to

confine its roving instincts to such narrow

limits. It is discovered in a certain locality ;

the find is recorded by the Press ; science

hurls itself on the trackâ��too late to see the

longed-for vision that yearâ��and eagerly

bespeaks the earliest possible information of

the first bloom discovered the following

spring. Another spring comes round, and

science waits with its camera packed for the

THE WHITE ARKOW POINTS TO THE ULOSSOM, WHICH, IT WILL BE SEEM,

IS MOST DIFFICULT TO DETECT AMONG THE WILD TANGLE OF WOODLAND

GROWTH.

news that never comes ; for the most diligent

search at and around the last-known address

of the botanical will-o'-the-wisp fails to dis-

close its whereabouts, and it is lost to human

ken untilâ��it may be years afterwardsâ��it

turns up in the next parish but one. Then,

again, so labyrin-

thine are the

hazel scrub and

fellside thicket

that it requires

more than casual

observation to

lead one back to

a particular point

passed in the

course of erratic

scrambling.

I have an octo-

genarian friend,

possessing an in-

telligent general

interest in the

local botany and

a special interest

in the lady's slip-

per, who has

passed his four-

score years of

active life in the

centre of the

region it haunts,

and yet he has

never once seen

it blooming in

its wild state. In-

deed, very few

people have, and

HBB the search for it

is like seeking a

needle in a hay-

stack. The proba-

bilities are that a man might sift the hay for

a lifetime without finding the needle, while

there is just the infinitesimal chance that the

needle will find the man the first time he

thrusts in his hand.

Some time ago a young man came to

settle in the district indicated, and while

rambling in the woods shortly after his

arrival, gathered a bunch of wild flowers,

including what he termed, for lack of better

knowledge, a " wild calceolaria." A person

to whom he showed it at once recognised it

from descriptions he had heard as the lady's

slipper. For twenty years since then the

finder has doggedly scoured the woods for

miles to discover another specimen, but so far

without success. A few years later, however,
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another plant was

unearthed â�� literally

unearthedâ��from the

same hillside and re-

moved to a local

garden, where, ac-

cepting its captivity

cheerfully, it aban-

doned its roving

habits and settled

down comfortably to

blooming at gratify-

ing intervals in its

artificial surround-

ings. One thousand

eight hundred and

eighty-nine revealed

the much-sought

orchid blooming

within the shadow of

Penyghent, and in

1901 it was again dis-

covered in another

direction. A lady,

gathering flowers in

the woods, plucked

one the like of which

she had never

seen before. Her

curiosity being

aroused, she for-

warded a leaf of

the plant to a

well-known north-

country botanist,

who found upon

examination and

reference that it

was undoubtedly

the foliage of C.

cakeolus. In eager

haste a scientific

pilgrimage to the

botanical shrine

was organized,

and the expedi-

tion set out in

thrilling expect-

ancy. But, alas !

the lady's in-

stinct of locality

K

POUCH AND CLAWS.

was not equal to

the intricacy of the

mazy thickets. In the

prolonged bout of

hide-and-seek which

ensued, the slipper

won easily, and the

lady and the botanist

aie still lamenting.

Since then I have

no record, and can

trace no rumour, of

the lady's slipper hav-

ing been seen any-

where until June of

the present year, when

a little Wharfedale

maiden, searching the

woods for lilies, came

upon a fine cluster,

consisting of no less

than eight stems. For-

tunately, she was able

to retrace her steps

to the spot. This

stroke of luck gave

me the opportunity

to take the

series of photo-

graphs illustrating

this article, and

including the first

which have ever

been secured of

the plant bloom-

ing in its wild

state. The exact

whereabouts of

the spot is known

only to three or

four people, vowed

to secrecy, and,

needless to say,

the prize is being

kept under obser-

vation, in the hope

that its freakish

nature may per-

mit it to grace

the same place

another year.

MISS MADGE CAKRADICE, WHO FOUND A PLANT THIS YEAR.
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direct contrast to the five-armed one, which is very

common along the Atlantic Coast. A photographing

tank was filled with sea-water, and the starfish

allowed to remain in it until they had attached

themselves to the glass in the manner shown in the

AN OPTICAL ILLUSION.

LOOK at the cylinder formed l>y the rings shown

in this design, and yon will find it impossible

to say whether you arc looking down into it from the

top or up through it from the bottom.â��Mr. Arthur II.

Williams, 21, Shorncliffe Road, Old Kent Road, S.E.

"SPARKLET" EARRINGS.

ISKND you a photograph which I obtained at

(iavater, in the Solomon Islands, Pacific Ocean.

It is of a nalive with " Sparklet" boxes in the lobes

of his ears for ornaments. The lobes were so

extended that the boxes could go inside them, and the

flesh formed a ring around the boxes. It is the

custom for natives of the Solomons to put large

ornaments in the ears in this way, but I have never

seen any of them with things nearly so large as

the boxes which this man used.â��Mr. G. Slapleton,

4, Victoria Terrace, Restornel Road, Plymouth.

A FREAK STARFISH.

THIS starfish was received at the New York

Aquarium among a lot of other starfish of

various varieties, and is now on exhibition there. It

pan h.- plainly seen that it has six points or arms, in

photograph, and then the picture was taken.â��Mr.

Richard Du Fuy, N.Y. Aquarium, Battery Park,

New York.

A STRANGE ACROBATIC FEAT.

r I ""HIS snap-shot was taken mid the beauties of

]L Dovedale, Derbyshire. The youngster will

stand on his "head, nose, or ear" for a ha'penny,

or dive in the water for a " threepenny." He is

able to keep his balance for quite a long time, and,

although at this particular fall the water flows very

swiftly, he does not appear to be in any danger of

falling over.â��Photo, by Mr. J. B. Lyddon, West

Bridgford, Notts. Sent by Mr. Geo. T. Townsend,

21, Ilighfield Road, West 'Bridgford, Notts.
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THE HUMAN-FACED CRAB.

' 1 "HE human-faced crab, called "Heike-gani" in

1 Japanese, is only rarely caught on the coast uf

Takamatsii, Japan, where, according to legend, a

decisive battle was fought about eight hundred years

ago between the two great families of Heike and

Genji. In that battle the former was totally defeated,

and many brave warriors were killed. Local tradi-

tion says that every crab with the human face on

its lack holds the disembodied spirit of a dead hero.

That is why the creature is called "Heike-gani"

(i.e., Heike-'crab).â��Mr. T. Ishibashi Tosabori, 2,

Chome, Osaka, Japan.

pvant the

f September i/74aPed

AN INTERESTING EPITAPH.

HERE is a photograph of an interesting and Japanese mothers keep their babies out of mi

quaint epitaph, which is fixed high up in the Mr. Hi

exterior wall of the parish church, Barnslaple.

more often have our virtues extol-

led after demise, and fewof us would

care to have our career described

as " unprofilable."â��Mr. W. II.

Moon, 2, Hills View, Barnslaple.

We

morning, and on the Saturday follow

speckled eggs were found, and tht

chirped indignantly at being disturl

act of adding a fourth. I wanted

boat, and, much as I am interested

history, I really could not allow th

remain undisturbed ; so, after ti

accompanying photograph, an art!

was made in an old basket which v

and fall with the tide, and this w

wilhin a few feet in the reed-bed

and the eggs transferred to it. \

hour the bird had removed one ol

back again on to the cover of the Ix

was promptly replaced in the new n

act seemed to anger the bird, or

CZaM them, because the eggs were at oni

out of the artificial nest and brokei

ihe material of the structure scattered around

lived in the heart of the Broad district all mi

I never knew an incident of bird life to e<

â��Mr. Nicholas Kveritt, Oulton Broad.

BABY OUT OF MISCHIEF.

I SEND you a photograph winch I took ii

Japanese village, illustrating the w

Herbert A. Kemp-Welch, Sopley Parl

church, Hants.

STRANGE NESTING-PLACE.

ON the l8th of June my little

racing dinghy was used and

made up for the night in the usual

manner at her moorings in a snug

creek just outside the study win-

dow, the cover being placed over

her hull to keep off the glare of

the sun. On th - igth a confiding

moorhen selected a sagging in the

cover near the mast for her nest-

ing-place, and in a few hours had

accumulated what she considered

sufficient material in dried rushes

and reed stems to protect her eggs,

which shecommenced to lay the next
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A ONE-EARED RABBIT.

HERE is a photograph of a rabbit with one ear ;

the ear is very nearly in the centre of the head,

and there are no signs of its customary neighbour.

The rabbit is about eight weeks old, and its parents

are quite normal bunnies.â��Mr. II. King, 52, Sauvey

Gate, Leicester.

NO ONE PICKS THE FLOWERS!

THE notice shown here is a most effective one,

and is put up in (he Cawston Ostrich Farm,

I'asadena, California. I moved it from its place

â�¢

LADIHS/GENTUMF.N

WILL NOT

Others Must Not

PICK FLOWERS

IS THIS THE OLDEST LIVING CAT?

HERE is the likeness of a cat belonging to Mrs.

Griffiths which was twenty-three years old

in December, 1905, and is still alive. She was jet

black until about six months ago, when she started

to turn white at the roots of her hair. Her last

kitten is with us still, and is about eight years old

and jet black. â�� Photograph by Mr. C. Seamen,

Street-house, Pontefract. Sent by Mr. C. F.

Griffiths, 21, High Street, New Sharlston, Wakefield.

under a shrub to get a good light on it, and did not,

until printing, realize the absurdity of such a sign in

front of a prickly cactus bed.â��Miss Alice Berdell,

Hotel San Remo, New York.

NATURES STATUARY.

A GERMAN settler living in the bush near

Rockhampton, Central Queensland, has for

years been a collector of bush curios. One of the

most striking is the grim figure of a soldier, with

drawn sword, standing guard in front of his little

cottage. The figureâ��arms, legs, head, and bodyâ��

is one solid piece from a native tree. Our German

friend has displayed his artistic skill in decking out

this natural curio in the amusing fashion shown â��The

Rev. \V. Smith, Brisbane.
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AN ENGINE MADE OK NEWSPAPER.

THIS model engine is composed of three thousand seven

hundred and sixty-three pieces of common newspaper.

All parts were made separately, even lo the spokes and hubs

of the wheels, also the rails and ballast. It is enamelled,

and the wadding represents escaping steam. The whole is

about two feet long and nine inches high, and took five

months to make. Photo, by National Photo. Co., Pimlico.

â�� Mr. Gilt's, 55, Winchester Street, Warwick Square, S.W.

A TOMB BUILT OUT OK BENDIGO'S

WINNINGS.

TO build your last resting-place out of

the winnings of a racehorse is rather

an unusual incident, but this is what was

done bv a Welsh gentleman, whose tomb is

here reproduced. The vault is situated in

the small churchyard of Llanfor, Merioneth-

shire, and bears over the doorway the fol-

lowing inscription : â��

As la my kilter end I go, to seek my Jubilee,

I bless the good horse Bcndigo, who built this

tomb for me.

Richard John Lloyd Price. 1887.

Bendigo won the Sandown Kclipse Stakes

(iiÂ»6)and the Cambridgeshire Stakes (1883).

-Mr. Ernest Kay, 23, Greenhill Koad,

Chectbam Hill, -Manchester.

A head of figures, so 'tis said, must surely be

a figure-head.

So thus, you see, below I trace a head, if

not a handsome face.

The i and 2 I show to you, they form the

head and hair,

The figure 3 then forms the nose, the 6 sets

out the ear,

The 4 and 5 I did contrive to make ns one

fit in,

And curled them round in such a way as

forms the mouth and chin ;

Then 7 and 8 the collar make, and g and 10

c he chest.

So thus the man, so far complete, until I

make the rest. â��G. B.

I "I

A " FIGURE ' HEAD.

~*IIINKIN(J you may find the enclosed ingenious

lines and figure of sufficient interest, I send

them for your readers' inspection. They are by a

fellow-townsman of mine.â��Mr. T. I la/ell, Khomllc,

Caerau Road. Newport, Mon.

RIVAL MOTHERS.

ON an Argentine farm a duck and a hen disputed

the right to a brood of ducklings. The hen

hatched them, but the duck, recognising her off-

spring, soon laid claim to them. For a fortnight

they competed for the affection of the brood, the hen

scraping to find them food, the duck displaying the

counter-attractions to be found in the wayside puddles.

The claimant mothers finally entered into partner-

ship, the hen taking the vanguard and the duck bring-

ing up the stragglers in the rear. Under this dual

motherhood the seven ducklings all arrived happily to

the *'grown-up" age. The picture shows them out

for a morning walk. â�� Mr. \V. Herbert Gibson,

Kougemont, Scaton, Devon.

<*'
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AN OYSTER-OWL.

AMONG the many

tons of oyster-

shells that are collected

by the London Pulver-

izing Company to be

ground, this shell, which

is shaped like an owl,

is one of the many

curious ones, and pa-

liaps the most curious,

that have passed through

the hands of the writer.

The oyster - shells are

first baked and then

ground for the use ct

song-birds and poultry

after being mixed with

gravel.â��Mr. Wm. Ash-

ton, 73, Westmoreland

Koad, VValworth.

HUMAN LETTERS.

THIS is a photograph of Capstone Hill, Ilfracomlje,

Devonshire. The word " Devon " consists of a parly

of two hundred and fifty tourists from Karnworth, near Holton.

â��Mr. Joseph VVilcock, 172, Lord Street, Kearsley, Farnworth,

near Bolton.

A WHALE'S EYE.

IN your issue for September, 1905, you pave illustrations of a

whale's ear. Here are two photographs, taken by C. A.

Pode, of a whale's eye, or, rather, the bone surrounding it.

The bone was obtained from a, Lapp at Tromso, Norway, in

1900 by Mr. Arthur Marston, of Knrls Croome, Worcestershire.

The eye is about one inch and three-quarters in diameter.

â��Mr. G. R. Clarke, Uplon-

on-Severn. Â»-

AN ADDRESS IN SEMA-

PHORE.

THE nvntkins are sema-

phoring THE STRAND

MAGAZINE a'dress on the

envelope by i.ieans of the

ordinary semaphore code as

used in the Army, and ihe

ever - vigilant 1'ost Office

officials were not long in

deciphering the address, as

there was no delay in de-

livery. The words seen in

pencil were written in by the

Post Office expert for the

benefit of the local post-

man. Mr. E. R. Taylor,

Saxon-Barns, Grange Road,

Cambridge, sent us this letter.
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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XXLâ��(Continued.)

H, the buzz of joy and of

prayer from all those white

lips ! Oh, the light of return-

ing hope in all those sunken,

weary eyes! One wild shout

would have gone up had not

Nigel's outstretched hands and warning voice

hushed them to silence. He opened the

door behind him. A curving newel stair-

case wound upwards into the darkness. He

listened, but no sound came down. There

was a key in the outer lock of the iron door.

He whipped it out and turned it on the

inner side. The ground that they had

gained was safe. Now they could turn to

the relief of these poor fellows beside them.

A few strong blows struck off the irons and

freed the three dancers before the lire. With

a husky croak of joy they rushed across to

their comrades' water-barrels, plunged their

heads in like horses, and drank, and drank,

and drank. Then in turn the poor, shivering

wretches were taken out of the barrels, their

skins bleached and wrinkled with long

soaking. Their bonds were torn from them,

but, cramped and fixed, their limbs refused

to act, and they tumbled and twisted upon

the floor in their efforts to reach Nigel and

to kiss his hand.

In a corner lay Aylward, dripping from his

barrel and exhausted with cold and hunger.

Xigel ran to his side and raised his head.

The jug of wine from which the two jailers

had drunk still stood upon their table. The

squire placed it to the archer's lips and he

took a hearty pull at it.

" How is it with you now, Aylward ? "

" Better, squire, better, but may I never

touch water again so long as I live. Alas,

poor Dicon his goneâ��and Stephen alsoâ��

the life chilled out of them. The cold is in

the very marrow of my bones, I pray you let

me lean upon your arm as far as the fire,

that I may warm the frozen blood and set it

running in my veins once more."

A strange sight it was to see these twenty

naked men crouching in a half-circle round

the fire with their trembling hands extended

to the blaze. Soon their tongues at least

were thawed, and they poured out the story

of their troubles with many a prayer and

ejaculation to the saints for their safe delivery.

No food had crossed their lips since they had

been taken. The Butcher had commanded

them to join his garrison, and to shoot upon

their comrades from the wall. When they

refused he had set aside three of them for

execution. The others had been dragged to

the cellar, whither the leering tyrant had

followed them. Only one question he had

asked them, whether they were of a hot-

blooded nature or of a cold. Blows were

showered upon them until they answered.

Three had said cold, and had been con-

demned to the torment of the fire. The

rest, who had said hot, were delivered up to

the torture of the water-cask. Every few

hours this man or fiend had come down to

exult over their sufferings, and to ask them

whether they were ready yet to enter his

service. Three had consented and were

gone. But the others had all of them stood

firmâ��two of them even to their death.

Such was the tale to which Nigel and his

comrades listened whilst they waited impa-

tiently for the coming of Knolles and his

men. Many an anxious look did they cast

down the black tunnel, but no glimmer of

light and no clash of steel came from its

depths. Suddenly, however, a loud and

measured sound broke upon their ears. It

was a dull, metallic clang, ponderous and

slow, growing louder and ever louderâ��the

tread of an armoured man. The poor

wretches round the fire, all unnerved by

hunger and suffering, huddled together with

wan, scared faces, their eyes fixed in terror

on the door.

" It is he," they whispered. " It is the

Butcher him'self! "

Nigel had darted to the door, and listened

intently. There were no footfalls save those

of one man. Once sure of that, he softly

turned the key in the lock. At the same

instant there came a bull's bellow from

without.

" Ives ! Bertrand !" cried the voice. " Can

Copyright, 1906, by A. Conan Doyle, in the United Slates of America.
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you not hear me coming, you drunken

varlets ? You shall cool your own heads in

the water-casks, you lazy rascals ! What, not

even now ? Open, you dogsâ��open, I say ! "

He had thrust down the latch, and with a

kick he flung the door wide and rushed

inwards. For an instant he stood motion-

less, a statue of dull yellow metal, his eyes

fixed upon the empty casks and the huddle

of naked men. Then, with the roar of a

trapped lion, he turned, but the door had

slammed behind him, and Black Simon, with

grim figure and sardonic face, stood between.

The Butcher looked round him helplessly,

for he was unarmed save for his dagger.

Then his eyes fell upon Nigel's roses.

" You are a gentleman of coat-armour," he

cried. " I surrender myself to you."

" I will not take your surrender, you black

villain," said Nigel. " Draw and defend

yourself. Simon, give him your sword."

" Nay, this is madness," said the blunt

man-at arms. " Why should I give the wasp

a sting? "

" Give it him, I say. I cannot kill him in

cold blood."

" But I can !"

yelled Aylward,

who had crept up

from the fire.

"Come, com-

rades ! By these

ten finger-bones,

has he not taught

us how cold

blood should be

warmed ? "

Like a pack of

wolves they were

on him, and he

clanged upon the

floor with a dozen

frenzied, naked

figures clutching

and clinging

above him. In

vain Nigel tried

to pull them off.

They were mad

with rage, these

tortured, starving

men, their eyes

fixed and glaring,

their hair on end, their

teeth gnashing with

fury, while they tore at

the howling, writhing

man. Then with a

rattle and clatter they

pulled him across the room by his two ankles

and dragged him into the fire. Nigel shud-

dered and turned away his eyes as he saw

the brazen figure roll out and stagger to his

knees, only to be hurled once more into the

heart of the blaze. His prisoners screamed

with joy and clapped their hands as they

pushed him back with their feet until the

armour was too hot for them to touch. Then

at last he lay still and glowed darkly red

whilst the naked men danced in a wild half-

circle round the fire.

But now at last the supports had come.

Lights flashed and armour gleamed down the

tunnel. The cellar filled with armed men,

while from above came the cries and turmoil

of the feigned assault upon the gate. Led

by Knolles and Nigel, the storming party

rushed upwards and seized the courtyard.

The guard of the gate taken in the rear

threw down their weapons and cried foi

mercy. The gate was thrown open and the

assailants rushed in, with hundreds of

furious peasants at their heels. Some of

the robbers died in hot blood, many in cold,

but all died,

for Knolles had

vowed to give no

quarter. Day was

just breaking

when the last

fugitive had been

hunted out and

slain. From all

sides came the

yells and whoops

of the soldiers,

with the rending

and riving of

doors, as they

hurst into the

store-rooms and

treasure cham-

bers. There was

a joyous scramble

amongst them for

the plunder of

eleven years:

gold and jewels,

satins and

velvets, rich

plate and noble

hangings, were

all to be had for

the taking. The

rescued pri-

soners, their

hunger appeased

and their clothes

â�¢

LIGHTS FLASHED AND AKMOUK Gl.KAMEIJ DOWN 1 HE TUNNEL. '
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restored, led the search for booty. Nigel,

leaning on his sword by the gateway, saw

Aylward totter past, a huge bundle under

each arm, another slung over his back, and a

smaller packet hanging from his mouth. He

dropped it for a moment as he passed his

young master.

" By these ten finger-bones, I am right

glad that I came to the war, and no man

could ask for a more goodly life," said he.

" I have a present here for every girl in

Tilford, and my father need never fear the

frown of the Sacrist of Waverley again. But

how of you, Squire Loring ? It standeth not

aright that we should gather the harvest

whilst you, who sowed it, go forth empty-

handed. Come, gentle sir, take these things

that I have gathered, and I will go back and

find more."

But Nigel smiled and shook his head.

" You have gained what your heart

desired, and perchance I have done so

also," said he.

An instant later Knolles strode up to him

with outstretched hand.

" I ask your pardon, Nigel," said he; "I

have spoken too hotly in my wrath."

" Nay, fair sir, I was at fault."

" If we stand here now within this castle

it is to you that I owe it. The King shall

know of it, and Chandos also. Can 1 do

aught else, Nigel, to prove to you the high

esteem in which 1 hold you ? "

The squire flushed with pleasure.

" Do you send a messenger home to

England, fair sir, with news of these

doings? "

" Surely I must do so. But do not tell

me, Nigel, that you would be that messenger.

Ask me some other favour, for indeed I can-

not let you go."

"Now God forbid!" cried Nigel. "By

St. Paul ! I would not be so caitiff and so

thrall as to leave you when some small deed

might still be done. But I would fain send

a message by your messenger."

" To whom ? "

" It is to the I^ady Mary, daughter of old

Sir John Buttesthorn, who dwells near

Guildford."

" But you will write the message, Nigel.

Such greetings as a cavalier sends to his lady

love should be under seal."

" Nay, he can carry my message by word

of mouth."

" Then I shall tell him, for he goes this

morning. What message, then, shall he say

to the lady ? "

" He will give her my very humble greet-

ing, and he will say to her that for the

second time St. Catherine has been our

friend."

CHAPTER XXII.

HOW ROBERT OF BEAUMANOIR CAME TO

PLOKKMEL.

SIR ROBERT KNOLI.ES and his men passed

onwards that day, looking back many a time

to see the two dark columns of smoke, one

thicker and one more slender, which arose

from the castle and from the fort of La

Brohiniere. There was not an archer nor a

man-at-arms who did not bear a great bundle

of spoil upon his back, and Knolles frowned

darkly as he looked upon them. Very gladly

would he have thrown it all down by the

roadside, but he had tried such matters

before, and he knew that it was as safe to

tear a half-gnawed bone from a bear as their

blood-won plunder from such men as these.

In any case it was but two days' march to

I'loermel, where he hoped to bring his

journey to an end.

That night they camped at Mauron, where

a small English and Breton garrison held the

castle. Right glad were the bowmen to see

some of their own countrymen once more,

and they spent the night over wine and dice,

a crowd of Breton girls assisting, so that

next morning their bundles were very much

lighter, and much of the plunder of La

Brohiniere was left with the men and women

of Mauron. Next day their march lay with

a fair, sluggish river upon their right, and a

great rolling forest upon their left which

covered the whole country. At last towards

evening the towers of Ploermel rose before

them, and they saw against a darkening sky

the Red Cross of England waving in the

wind. So blue was the river Due which

skirted the road, and so green its banks, that

they might indeed have been back beside

their own homely streams, the Oxford

Thames or the Midland Trent, but ever as

the darkness deepened there came in wild

gusts the howling of wolves from the forest

to remind them that they were in a land of

war. So busy had men been for many years

in hunting one another that the beasts of the

chase had grown to a monstrous degree,

until the streets of the towns were no longer

safe from the wild inroads of the fierce

creatures, the wolves and the bears, which

swarmed around them.

It was nightfall when the little army

entered the outer gate of the castle of

Ploermel and encamped in the broad bailey-

yard. Ploermel was at that time the centre
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of British power in mid-Brittany, as Hen-

nebon was in the west, and it was held by

a garrison of five hundred men under an

old soldier, Richard of Bambro', a rugged

Northumbrian, trained in that great school

of warriors, the Border wars. He who had

ridden the marches of the most troubled

frontier in Europe and served his time

against the Liddesdale and Nithsdale raiders

was hardened for a life in the field. Of late,

however, Bambro' had been unable to under-

take any enterprise, for his reinforcements

had failed him, and amid his following he

had but three English knights and seventy

men. The rest were a mixed crew of

Bretons, Hainaulters, and a few German

mercenary soldiers, brave men individual!}',

as those of that stock have ever been, but

lacking interest in the cause, and bound

together by no common tie of blood or

tradition. On- the other hand, the sur-

rounding castles, and especially that of

Josselin, were held by strong forces of

enthusiastic Bretons, inflamed by a common

patriotism and full of warlike ardour. Robert of

Beaumanoir, the fierce seneschal of the house

of Rohan, pushed constant forays and excur-

sions against Ploermel, so that town and castle

were both in daily dread of being surrounded

and besieged. Several small parties of the

English faction had been cut off and slain to

a man, and so straitened were the others that

it was difficult for them to gather provisions

from the country round. Such was the state

of Bambro's garrison when, on that March

evening, Knolles and his men streamed into

the bailey-yard of the castle.

In the glare of the torches at the inner

gate Bambro' was waiting to receive them, a

dry, hard, wizened man, small and fierce,

with beady black eyes and quick, furtive

ways. Beside him, a strange contrast, stood

his squire, Croquart, a German, whose name

and fame as a man-at-arms were widespread,

though, like Robert Knolles himself, he had

begun as a humble page. He was a very

tall man, with an enormous spread of

shoulders, and a pair of huge hands with

which he could crack a horse-shoe. He was

slow and lethargic, save in moments of excite-

ment, and his calm, blond face, his dreamy

blue eyes, and his long, light hair gave him

so gentle an appearance that none save those

who had seen him in his Berserk mood,

raging, an iron giant, in the forefront of the

battle, could ever guess how terrible a warrior

he might be. Little knight and huge squire

stood together under the arch of the donjon

and gave welcome to the new-comers, whilst

a swarm of soldiers crowded round to

embrace their comrades, and to lead them off

where they might feed and make merry

together.

Supper had been set in the hall of

Ploermel, wherein the knights and squires

assembled. Bambro' and Croquart were

there with Sir Hugh Calverley, an old friend

of Knolles and a fellow-townsman, for both

were men of Chester. Sir Hugh was a

middle-sized, flaxen man, with hard grey eyes

and fierce, large-nosed face sliced across with

the scar of a sword-cut. There, too, tvere

Geoffrey d'Ardaine, a young Breton seigneur ;

Sir Thomas Belford, a burly, thick-set Mid-

land Englishman ; Sir Thomas \\ alton, whose

surcoat of scarlet martlets showed that he

was of the Surrey Waltons : James Marshall

and John Russell, young English squires ; and

the two brothers, Richard and Hugh Le

Galliard, who were of Gascon blood. Besides

these were several squires unknown to fame,

and of the new-comers, Sir Robert Knolles,

Sir Thomas Percy, Nigel I-oring, and two

other squires, Allington and Parsons. These

were the company who gathered in the torch-

light round the table of the seneschal of

Ploermel, and kept high revel with joyous

hearts because they thought that much

honour and noble deeds lay before them.

But one sad face there was at the board,

and that belonged to him who sat at the

head of it. Sir Richard Bambro' sat with

his chin leaning upon his hand and his eyes

downcast upon the cloth, whilst all round

him rose the merry clatter of voices, every-

one planning some fresh enterprise which

might now be attempted. Sir Robert Knolles

was for an immediate advance upon Josselin.

Calverley thought that a raid might be made

into the south, where the main French power

lay. Others spoke of an attack upon Vannes.

To all these eager opinions Bambro' listened

in a moody silence, which he broke at last

by a fierce execration which drew a hushed

attention from the company.

" Say no more, fair sirs," he cried, " for

indeed your words are like so many stabs in

my heart. All this and more we might indeed

have done. But of a truth you are too late.n

" Too late ! " cried Knolles. " What mean

you, Richard ? "

" Alas that I should have to say it, but

you and all these fair soldiers might be back

in England once more for all the profit that

I am like to have from your coming. Saw

you a rider on a white horse ere you reached

the castle?"

" Nay, I saw him not."
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" He came by the western road from

Hennebon. Would that he had broken his

neck ere he came here. Not an hour ago

he left his message, and now hath ridden on

to warn the garrison of Malestroit. A truce

hath been proclaimed for a year betwixt the

French King and the English, and he who

breaks it forfeits life and estate."

" A truce ! " Here was an end to all their

fine dreams. They

looked blankly at

each other all

round the table,

whilst Croquart

brought his great

fist down upon the

board until the

glasses rattled

again. Knolles sat

with clenched

hands as if he were

a figure of stone,

while Nigel's heart

turned cold and

heavy within him.

A truce! Where,

then, was his third

deed, and how

might he return

without it ?

Even as they sat

in moody silence

there was the call

of a bugle from

somewhere out in

the darkness. Sir

Richard looked up

with surprise.

"We are not "'A TRUCE!' H

wont to be sum-

moned after once the portcullis is up," said

he. "Truce or no truce, we must let no

man within our walls until we have proved

him. Croquart, see to it! "

The huge German left the room. The

company were still seated in despondent

silence when he returned.

" Sir Richard," said he, " the brave knight,

Robert of Beaumanoir, and his squire,

William de Montaubon, are without the gate,

and would fain have speech with you."

Bambro' started in his chair. What could

the fierce leader of the Bretons, a man who

was red to the elbow with English blood,

have to say to them ? On what errand had

he left his castle of Josselin to pay this visit

to his deadly enemies ?

"Are they armed ? " he asked.

"They are unarmed."

"Then admit them and bring them hither,

but double the guards and take all pre-

caution against surprise."

Places were set at the farther end of the

table for these most unexpected guests.

Presently the door was swung open and

Croquart, with all form and courtesy, an-

nounced the two Bretons, who entered with

the proud and lofty air of gallant warriors

ERE WAS AN EÂ«D TO AM. THEIR FINE I1REAMS.

and high-bred gentlemen. Beaumanoir was

a tall, dark man with raven hair and long,

swarthy beard. He was strong and straight

as a young oak, with fiery black eyes, and no

flaw in his comely features save that his

front teeth had been dashed from their

sockets. His squire, William of Montaubon,

was also tall, with a thin, hatchet face, and

two small grey eyes set very close upon

either side of a long, fierce nose. In

Beaumanoir's expression one read only

gallantry and frankness; in Montaubon's

there was gallantry also, but it was mixed

with the cruelty and cunning of the wolf.

They bowed as they entered, and the little

English seneschal advanced with outstretched

hand to meet them.

" Welcome, Robert, so long as you are

beneath this roof," said he. " Perhaps the
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time may come in another place when we

may speak to each other in another fashion."

"So I hope, Richard," said Beaumanoir.

" But, indeed, we of Josselin bear you in

high esteem, and are much beholden to you

and to your men for all that you have done

for us. We could not wish better neighbours,

nor any from whom more honour is to be

gained. I learn that Sir Robert Knolles and

others have joined you, and we are heavy-

hearted to think that the orders of our Kings

should debar us from attempting a venture."

He and his squire sat down at the places set

for them, and, filling their glasses, drank to

the company.

" What you say is true, Robert," said

Bambro', " and before you came we were

discussing the matter among ourselves and

grieving that it should be so. When heard

you of the truce ? "

" Yester evening a messenger rode from

Nantes."

" Our news came to-night from Hennebon.

The King's own seal was on the order. So

I fear that for a year, at least, you will bide

at Josselin and we at Ploermel, and kill time

as we may. Perchance we may hunt the

wolf together in the great forest, or fly our

hawks on the banks of the Due."

" Doubtless we shall do all this, Richard,"

said Beaumanoir, "but, by St. Cadoc! it is in

my mind that with good will upon both sides

we may please ourselves and yet stand ex-

cused before our Kings."

Knights and squires leaned forward in

their chairs, their eager eyes fixed upon him.

He broke into a gap-toothed smile as he

looked round at the circle, the wizened

seneschal, the blond giant, Nigel's fresh

young face, the grim features of Knolles, and

the yellow, hawk-like Calverley, all burning

with the same desire.

" I see that I need not doubt the good

will," said he, " and of that I was very certain

before I came upon this errand. Bethink

you, then, that this order applies to war but

not to challenges, spear-runnings, knightly

exchanges, or the like? King Edward is too

good a knight, and so is King John, that

either of them should stand in the way of a

gentleman who desires to advance himself or

to venture his body for the exaltation of his

lady. Is this not so ? "

A murmur of eager assent arose from the

table.

" If you, as the garrison of Ploermel, march

upon the garrison of Josselin, then it is very

plain that we have broken the truce, and upon

our heads be it. But if there be a private

bickering betwixt me, for example, and this

young squire, whose eyes show that he is very

eager for honour, and if thereafter others on

each side join in and fight upon the quarrel,

it is in no sense war, but rather our own

private business, which no King can alter."

" Indeed, Robert," said Bambro', " all that

you say is very good and fair."

Beaumanoir leaned forward towards Nigel,

his brimming glass in his hand.

" Your name, squire ? " said he.

" My name is Nigel Loring."

" I see that you are young and eager, so I

choose you as I would fain have been chosen

when I was of your age."

" I thank you, fair sir," said Nigel. " It is

great honour that one so famous as yourself

should condescend to do some small deed

upon me."

" But we must have cause for quarrel, Nigel

Now, here I drink to the ladies of Brittany,

who of all ladies upon this earth are the most

fair and the most virtuous, so that the least

worthy amongst them is far above the best of

England. What say you to that, young sir?"

Nigel dipped his finger, in his glass and,

leaning over, he placed its wet impress on

the Breton's hand.

"This in your face ! " said he.

Beaumanoir swept off the red drop of

moisture and smiled his approval.

" It could not have been better done,"

said he. " Why spoil my velvet paltock, as

many a hot-headed fool would have done?

It is in my mind, young sir, that you will go

far. And now, who follows up this quarrel ?"

A growl ran round the table. Beaumanoir

ran his eyes round and shook his head.

" Alas !" said he, " there a're but twenty of

you here, and I have thirty at |osselin who

are so eager to advance themselves that if I

return without hope for all of them there will

be sore hearts amongst them. I pray you,

Richard, since we have been at these pains

to arrange matters, that you in turn will do

what you may. Can you not find ten more

men ? "

" But not of gentle blood."

" Nay, it matters not, if they will only

fight."

" Of that there can be no doubt, for the

castle is full of archers and men-at-arms, who

would gladly play a part in the matter."

" Then choose ten," said Beaumanoir.

But for the first time the wolf-like squire

opened his thin lips.

" Surely, my lord, you wiH not allow

archers ? " said he.

"I fear not any man."
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" Nay, fair sir ; consider

that this is a trial of weapons

betwixt us, where man faces

man. You have seen these

English archers,

and you know

how fast and how

strong are their

shafts. Bethink

you that if ten of

them were against

us it is likely that

" NIGEL DIPPED HIS FINGER IN HIS GLASS AND, LEANING OVER,

HE PLACED ITS WET IMPRESS ON THE BRETON'S HAND."

half of us would be down before ever we

came to handstrokes."

" By St. Cadoc ! William, I think that you

are right," cried the Breton. " If we are

to have such a fight as will remain in the

memories of men you will bring no archers

and we no cross-bows. Let it be steel upon

steel. How say you, then ? "

" Surely we can bring ten men-at-arms to

make up the thirty that you desire, Robert ?

It is agreed, then, that we fight on no quarrel

of England and France, but over this matter

of the ladies, in which you and Squire Loring

have fallen out. And now the time ? "

" At once."

"Surely at once, or perchance a second

messenger may come and this also be for-

bidden. We will be ready with to-morrow's

sunrise."

"Nay, a day later," cried the Breton squire.

"Bethink you, my lord, that the three lances

o/Radenac would take time to come over."

" They are not of our garrison, and they

Vol. xx

shall not have a

place."

" But, fair sir, of

all the lances of

Brittany "

"Nay, William,

I will not have it

an hour later. To-

morrow it shall be,

Richard."

"And where?"

" I marked a fit-

ting place even as I

rode here this even-

ing. If you cross

the river and take

the bridle-path

through the fields

which leads to Jos-

selin you come mid-

way upon a mighty

oak which stands at

the corner of a fair

and level meadow.

There let us meet at

middayto morrow."

"Agreed !" cried

Bambro'. "But I

pray you not to rise,

Robert. The night is still young, and the

spices and hippocras will soon be served.

Bide with us, I pray you, for if you would

fain hear the latest songs from England these

gentlemen have doubtless brought them. To

some of us, perchance, it is the last night, so

we would make it a full one."

But the gallant Breton shook his head.

" It may indeed be the last night for

many," said he, "and it is but right that my

comrades should know it. I have no need

of monk or friar, for I cannot think that

harm will ever come beyond the grave to one

who has borne himself as a kriight should ;

but others have other thoughts upon these

matters, and would fain have time for prayer

and penitence. Adieu, fair sirs, and I drink

a last glass to a happy meeting at the midway

oak."

CHAPTER XXIII.

HOW THIRTY OF JOSSELIN ENCOUNTERED

THIRTY OF PLOERMEL.

ALL night the castle of Ploermel rang with

warlike preparations, for the smiths were

hammering, and filing, and riveting, preparing

the armour of the champions. In the stable-

yard ostlers were testing and grooming the

great war-horses, whilst in the chapel knights

and squires were easing their souls at the

knees of old Father Benedict. Down in the
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"IN THE CHAPEL KNIGHTS AND SQUIRES WEKF EASING THEIR SOULS AT THE

KNEES OF OLD FATHER BENEDICT."

courtyard, meanwhile, the men-at-arms had

been assembled, and the volunteers weeded

out until the best men had been selected.

Black Simon had obtained a place, and great

was the joy which shone upon his grim

visage. With him were chosen young

Nicholas Dagsworth, a gentleman adventurer,

who was nephew to the famous Sir Thomas;

Walter, the German ; Hulbite'e, a huge

peasant whose massive frame gave promise

which his sluggish spirit failed to fulfil; John

Alcock, Robin Adey, and Raoul Provost.

These, with three others, made up the

required thirty. Great was the grumbling

and evil the talk amongst the archers when

it was learned that none of them were to

be included, but the bow had been forbidden

on either side. It is true that many of them

were expert fighters both with axe and with

sword, but they were unused to carry heavy

armour, and a half armed man would have

short shrift in such a hand-to-hand struggle

as lay before them.

It was two hours after tierce, or one hour

before noon, on the fourth Wednesday of

Lent in the year of Christ 1351. that the

men of Ploermel rode forth

from their castle gate and

crossed the bridge of the Due.

In front was Bambro' with his

squire Croquart on a great

roan horse bearing the banner

of Ploermel, which was a

black rampant lion holding a

blue flag upon a field of ermine.

Behind him came Robert

Knolles and Nigel Loring,

with an attendant at their side,

who carried the pennon of

the black raven. Then rode

Sir Thomas Percy with his

blue lion flaunting above him,

and Sir Hugh Calverley, whose

banner bore a silver owl, fol-

lowed by the massive Belford,

who carried a huge iron club,

weighing sixty pounds, upon

his saddle-bow, and Sir Thomas

Walton, the knight of Surrey.

Behind them were four brave

Anglo - Bretons â�� Perrot de

Commelain, Le Gaillart,

D'Aspremont, and D'Ardaine,

who fought against their own

countrymen because they were

partisans of the Countess of

Montfort. Her engrailed silver

cross upon a blue field was

carried at their head. In the

rear were five German or Hainault mer-

cenaries, the tall Hulbite'e, and the men-

at-arms. Altogether, of these combatants

twenty were of English birth, four were

Breton, and six were of German blood. So,

with glitter of armour and flaunting of

pennons, their war-horses tossing and pawing,

the champions rode down to the midway

oak. Behind them streamed hundreds of

archers and men-at-arms, whose weapons had

been wisely taken from them lest a general

battle should ensue. With them also went

the townsfolk, men and women, together

with wine-sellers, provision merchants,

armourers, grooms, and heralds, with sur-

geons to tend the wounded and priests to

shrive the dying. The path was blocked by

this throng, but all over the face of the

country horsemen and footmen, gentle and

simple, men and women, could be seen

speeding their way to the scene of the

encounter.

The journey was not a long one, for

presently, as they threaded their way through

the fields, there appeared before them a great

grey oak which spread its gnarled, leafless
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branches over the corner of a green and

level meadow. The tree was black with the

peasants who had climbed into it, and all

round it was a huge throng, chattering and

calling like a rookery at sunset. A storm of

hooting broke out from them at the ap-

proach of the English, for Bambro' was

hated in the country, where he raised money

for the Montfort cause by putting every

parish to ransom and maltreating those who

refused to pay. There was little amenity in

the warlike ways which had been learned

upon the Scottish border. The champions

rode onward without deigning to take notice

of the taunts of the rabble, but the archers

turned that way and soon beat the mob into

silence. Then they resolved themselves into

the keepers of the ground, and pressed the

people back until they formed a dense line

along the edge of the field, leaving the whole

space clear for the warriors.

The Breton champions had not yet arrived,

so the English tethered their horses at one

side of the ground and then gathered round

their leader. Every man had his shield slung

round his neck, and had cut his spear to the

length of five feet, so that it might be more

manageable for fighting on foot. Besides

the spear, a sword or a battle-axe hung at the

side of each. They were clad from head to

foot in armour, with devices upon their crests

and surcoats to distinguish them from their

antagonists. At present their visors were

still up and they chatted gaily with each

other.

" By St. Uunstan ! " cried Percy, slapping

his gauntleted hands together and stamping

his steel feet, " I shall be right glad to get

to work, for my blood is chilled."

" I warrant you will be warm enough ere

you get through," said Calverley.

" Or cold for ever. Candle shall burn and

bell toll at Alnwick Chapel if I leave this

ground alive. But come what may, fair sirs,

it should be a famous joust and one which

will help us forward. Surely each of us will

have worshipfully won worship if we chance

to come through."

" You say truth, Thomas," said Knolles,

bracing his girdle. " For my own part I have

no joy in such encounters when there is

warfare to be carried out, for it standcth not

aright that a man should think of his own

pleasure and advancement rather than of the

King's cause and the weal of the army. But

in times of truce I can think of no better way

in which a day may be profitably spent.

Why so silent, Nigel?"

"Indeed, fair sir, I was looking towards

Josselin, which lies, as I understand, beyond

those woods. I see no sign of this debonair

gentleman and of his following. It would be

indeed grievous pity if any cause came to

hold them back."

Hugh Calverley laughed at the words.

" You need have no fear, young sir," said

he. " Such a spirit lies in Robert de

Beaumanoir that if he must come alone he

would ride against us none the less. I

warrant that if he were on a bed of death

he would be borne here and die on the

green field."

" You say truly, Hugh," said Bambro'.

" I know him and those who ride behind

him. Thirty stouter men or more skilled

in arms are not to be found in Christendom.

It is in my mind that, come what may,

there will be much honour for all of us

this day. Ever in my head I have a

rhyme which the wife of a Welsh archer gave

me when I crossed her hand with a golden

bracelet after the intaking of Bergerac. She

was of the old blood of Merlin, with the

power of sight. Thus she said :â��

'Twixt the oak tree and the river

Knightly fame and brave endeavour

Make an honoured name for ever.

Methinks I see the oak tree, and yonder is

the river. Surely this should betide some

good to us."

The huge German squire betrayed some

impatience during this speech of his leader.

Though his rank was subordinate, no man

present had more experience of warfare or

was more famous as a fighter than he. He

now broke brusquely into the talk.

"We would be better employed in order-

ing our line and making our plans than in

talking of the rhymes of Merlin, or such old

wives' tales," said he. " It is to our own

strong arms and good weapons that we must

trust this day. And first I would ask you,

Sir Richard, what is your will if perchance

you should fall in the midst of the fight?"

Bambro' turned to the others.

" If such should be the case, fair sirs, I

desire that my squire Croquart should

command."

There was a pause while the knights

looked with some chagrin at each other.

The silence was broken by Knolles.

" I will do what you say, Richard," said

he, " though indeed it is bitter that we who

are knights should serve beneath a squire.

Yet it is not for us to fall out among our-

selves now at this last moment, and I have

ever heard that Croquart is a very worthy and

valiant man. Therefore, I will pledge you on
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jeopardy of my soul that I will accept him as

leader if you fall."

"So will I also, Richard," said Calverley.

"And I too!" cried Belford. "But

surely I hear music, and yonder are their

pennons amid the trees."

They all turned, leaning upon their short

spears, and watched the advance of the men

of Josselin, as their troop wound its way

out from the woodlands. In front rode

three heralds with tabards of the ermine of

wood, but as they arrived the champions

picketed their horses on the farther side,

behind which their banner was planted, and

the people lined up until they had enclosed

the whole lists with a dense wall of spectators.

With keen eyes the English party had

watched the armorial blazonry of their

antagonists, for those fluttering pennons and

brilliant surcoats carried a language which all

men could read. In front was the banner of

Beaumanoir, blue with silver frets. His

"THEY ALL TURNED, LEANING UPON THEIK SHORT SHEARS, AND WATCHED THE ADVANCE OF THE MEN OF JOSSELIN."

Brittany, blowing loudly upon silver trumpets.

Behind them a great man upon a white horse

bore the banner of Josselin, which carries

nine golden torteaux upon a scarlet field.

Then came the champions, riding two and

two, fifteen knights and fifteen squires, each

with his pennon displayed. Behind them,

on a litter, was borne an aged priest, the

Bishop of Rennes, carrying in his hands the

viaticum and the holy oils, that he might give

the last aid and comfort of the Church to

those who were dying. The procession was

terminated by hundreds of men and women

from Josselin, Guegon, and Helicon, and by

the entire garrison of the fortress, who came,

as the English had done, without their arms.

The head of this long column had reached

the field before the rear were clear of the

mottoâ��" J'ayme qui m'ayme "â��was carried

on a second flag by a little page.

" Whose is the shield behind himâ��silver

with scarlet drops ? " asked Knolles.

"It is his squire, William of Montaubon,1'

Calverley answered. "And there are the

golden lion of Rochefort and the silver cross

of Dubois the Strong. I would not wish to

meet a better company than are before us

this day. See, there are the blue rings of

young Tintiniac, who slew my squire Hubert

last Lammastide. With the aid of St. George

I will avenge him ere nightfall."

" By the three Kings of Almain," growled

Croquart, "we will need to fight hard this

day, for never have I seen so many good

soldiers gathered together. Yonder is Yves

Cheruel, whom they call the man of iron ;
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Caro de Bodegat also, with whom I have

had more than one bickeringâ��that is he

with the three ermine circles on the scarlet

shield. There, too, is left-handed Alain de

Keranais ; bear in mind that his stroke

comes on the side where there is no shield."

"Who is the small, stout man?" asked

Nigel. " He with the black and silver

shield. By St. Paul ! he seems a very

worthy person, and one from whom much

might be gained, for he is nigh as broad as

he is long."

" It is Sir Robert Raguenal," said Calver-

ley, whose long spell of service in Brittany

had made him familiar with the people. " It

is said that he can lift a horse upon his back.

Beware a full stroke of that steel mace, for

the armour is not made that can abide it.

But here is the good Beaumanoir, and surely

it is time that we came to grips."

The Breton leader had marshalled his

men in a line opposite to the English, and

now he strode forward and shook Bambro'

by the hand.

' " By St. Cadoc!

this is a very

joyous meeting,

Richard," said he,

"and we have

certainly hit upon

a very excellent

way of keeping a

truce."

"Indeed,

Robert," said

Bambro', " we

owe you much

thanks, for I can

see that you have

been at great

pains to bring a

worthy company

against us this

day. Surely, if all

should chance to

perish, there will

be few noble

houses in Brittany

who will not

mourn."

" Nay, we have

none of the high-

est of Brittany,'

Beaumanoir an-

swered. " Neither

a Blois, nor a

Leon, nor a

Rohan, nor a

Conan fights in

our ranks this day. And yet we are all men

of blood and coat-armour, who are ready to

venture our persons for the desire of our

ladies and the love of the high order of

knighthood. And now, Richard, what is

your sweet will concerning this fight ? "

" That we continue until one or other can

endure no longer, for since it is seldom that

so many brave men draw together it is fitting

that we see as much as is possible of each

other."

" Richard, your words are fair and good.

It shall be even as you say. For the rest

each shall fight as pleases him best from the

time that the herald calls the word. If any

man from without shall break in upon us he

shall be hanged on yonder oak."

With a salute he drew down his visor and

returned to his own men, who were kneeling

in a twinkling, many-coloured group whilst

the old bishop gave them his blessing.

The heralds rode round with a warning to

the spectators. Then they halted at the side

â�¢

"THE OLP BISHOP GAVE THEM HIS
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ing upon their

anvils. Then the

babel of yells and

shouts from the

spectators, cheer-

ing on this party

or that, rose and

swelled until even

the uproar of the

combat was

drowned in that

mighty surge.

So eager were

the combatants to

engage that in a

very few moments

all order had been

lost and the two

bands were mixed

up in one furious,

scrambling, clatter-

ing throng, each

man tossed hither

and thither, thrown

against one adver-

sary and then

against another,

beaten and hustled

and buffeted, with

only the one

thought in his

mind to thrust

with his spear or

to beat with his

axe against any-

one who came

within the narrow

slit of vision left

by his visor. But,

alas for Nigel and

his hopes of some

"IN A VERY FEW MOMENTS ALL ORDER HAD BEEN LOST AND THE TWO BANDS WERE MIXED great deed! HlS

UP IN ONE FUK10US, SCRAMBLING, CLATTERING THRONG." WaS at ll'USt the

fate of the brave,

for he was the first to fall. With a high heart

he had placed himself in the line as nearly

opposite to Beaumanoir as he could, and had

made straight for the Breton leader, remem-

bering that in the outset the quarrel had been

so ordered that it lay between them. But ere

he could reach his goal he was caught in the

swirl of his own comrades and, being the

lighter man, was swept aside and dashed into

the arms of Alain de Keranais, the left-

handed swordsman, with such a crash that

the two rolled upon the ground together.

Light-footed as a cat, Nigel had sprung up

first and was stooping over the Breton squire

when the powerful dwarf, Raguenal, brought

of the two bands of men, who now stood in a

long line facing each other with fifty yards of

grass between. The visors had been closed,

and every man was now cased in metal from

head to foot, some few glowing in brass, the

greater number shining in steel. Only their

fierce eyes could be seen smouldering in the

dark shadow of their helmets. So for an

instant they stood glaring and crouching.

Then with a loud cry of " Allez !" the herald

dropped his upraised hand, and the two lines

of men shuffled as fast as their heavy armour

would permit until they met with a sharp

clang of metal in the middle of the field.

There was a sound as of sixty smiths work-
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his mace thudding down upon the exposed

back of his helmet. With a groan Nigel fell

upon his face, blood gushing from his mouth,

nose, and ears. There he lay, trampled over

by either party, while that great fight for which

his fiery soul had yearned was swaying back

and forwards above his unconscious form.

But Nigel was not long unavenged. The

huge iron club of Belford struck the dwarf

Raguenal to the ground, while Belford in

turn was felled by a sweeping blow from

Beaumanoir. Sometimes a dozen were on

the ground at one time, but so strong was the

armour, and so deftly was the force of a blow

broken by guard and shield, that the stricken

men were often pulled to their feet once more

by their comrades, and were able to continue

the fight. Some, however, were beyond all

aid. Croquart had cut at a Breton knight

named Jean Rousselot and had shorn away

his shoulder-piece, exposing his neck and the

upper part of his arm. Vainly he tried to

cover this vulnerable surface with his shield.

It was his right side, and he could not

stretch it far enough across, nor could he get

away on account of the press of men around

him. For a time he held his foemen at bay,

but that bare patch of white shoulder was a

mark for every weapon, until at last a hatchet

sank up to the socket in the knight's chest.

Almost at the same moment a second

Breton, a young squire named Geoffrey

Mellon, was slain by a thrust from Black

Simon which found the weak spot

beneath the armpit. Three other Bretons,

Yves Cheruel, Caro de Bodegat, and Tristan

de Pestivien, the first two knights and the

latter a squire, became separated from their

comrades, and were beaten to the ground '

with English all around them, so that they

had to choose betwixt instant death and

surrender. They handed their swords to

Bambro' and stood apart, each of them sorely

wounded, watching with hot and bitter hearts

the melee, which still surged up and down

the field.

But now the combat had lasted half an

hour without stint or rest, until the warriors

were so exhausted with the burden of their

armour, the loss of blood, the shock of blows,

and their own furious exertions that they

could scarce totter or raise their weapons.

There must be a pause if the combat were to

have any decisive end. " Cessez ! Cessez !

R'-tirez ! " cried the heralds, as they spurred

their horses between the exhausted men.

Slowly the gallant Beaumanoir led the

twenty-five men who were left to their

original station, where they opened their

visors and threw themselves down upon the

grass, panting like weary dogs and wiping the

sweat from their bloodshot eyes. A pitcher

of wine of Anjou was carried round by a page

and each in turn drained a cup, save only

Beaumanoir, who kept his Lent with such

strictness that neither food nor drink might

pass his lips before sunset. He paced slowly

amongst his men, croaking forth encourage-

ment from his parched lips and pointing out

to them that among the English there was

scarce a man who was not wounded, and

some so sorely that they could hardly stand.

If the fight so far had gone against them,

there were still five hours of daylight, and

much might happen before the last of them

was laid upon his back.

Varlets had rushed forth to draw away the

two dead Bretons, and a brace of English

archers had carried Nigel from the field.

With his own hands Aylward had unlaced

the crushed helmet and had wept to see

the bloodless and unconscious face of his

young master. He still breathed, however,

and, stretched upon the grass by the river-

side, the bowman tended him with rude

surgery until the water upon his brow and the

wind upon his face had coaxed back the life

into his battered frame. He breathed with

heavy gasps, and some tinge of blood crept

back into his cheeks, but still he lay uncon-

scious of the roar of the crowd and of that

great struggle which his comrades were now

waging once again.

The English had lain for a space bleeding

and breathless, in no better case than their

rivals, save that they were still twenty-nine

in number. But of this muster there were

not nine who were hale men, and some were

so weak from loss of blood that they could

scarce keep standing. Yet, when the signal

was at last given to re-engage, there was not

a man upon either side who did not totter to

his feet and stagger forward towards his

enemies.

But the opening of this second phase of

the combat brought one great misfortune

and discouragement to the English. Bambro',

like the others, had undone his visor, but

with his mind full of many cares he had

neglected to make it fast again. There was

an opening an inch broad betwixt it and the

beevor. As the two lines met the left-handed

Breton squire, Alain de Keranais, caught

sight of Bambro's face, and in an instant

thrust his short spear through the opening.

The English leader gave a cry of pain and fell

on his knees, but staggered to his feet again,

too weak to raise his shield. As he stood



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

exposed the Breton knight, Geoffrey Dubois

the Strong, struck him such a blow with his

axe that he beat in the whole breastplate

with the breast behind it. Bambro' fell dead

upon the ground, and for a few minutes a

fierce fight raged round his body. Then the

English drew back, sullen and dogged, bear-

HE STOOO EXPOSED THE BRETON KNIGHT, GEOFFREY DUBOIS THE STRONG, STRUCK HIM

ing Bambro' with them, and the Bretons,

breathing hard, gathered again in their own

quarter. At the same instant the three

prisoners picked up such weapons as were

scattered upon the grass, and ran over to join

their own party.

"Nay, nay," cried Knolles, raising his

visor and advancing. "This may not be.

You have been held to mercy when we

might have slain you, and by the Virgin I

will hold you dishonoured, all three, if you

stand not back."

"Say not so, Robert Knolles," Yves

Cheruel answered. " Never yet has the

word 'dishonour' been breathed with my

name, but I should count myself faineant if

I did not fight beside my comrades when

chance has made it right and proper that I

should do so."

" By St. Cadoc! he speaks truly," said

Beaumanoir, advancing in front of his men.

" You are well aware,

Robert, that it is the

law of war and the

usage of chivalry that

if the knight to whom

you have surrendered

is himself slain, the

prisoners thereby be-

come released."

There was no answer

to this, and Knolles,

weary and spent, re-

turned to his com-

rades.

" I would that we

had slain them," said

he. "We have lost

our leader, and they

have gained three men

by the same stroke."

" If any more lay

down their arms it is

my order that you slay

them forthwith," said

Croquart, whose bent

sword and bloody

armour showed how

manfully he had borne

himself in the fray.

" And now, comrades,

do not be heavy-

hearted because we

have lost our leader.

Indeed, his rhymes of

Merlin have availed

him little. But, by

the three Kings of

Almain, I can teach

you what is better than an old woman's pro-

phecies, and that is that you should keep your

shoulders together and your shields so close

that none can break between them. Then

you will know what is on either side of you,

and you can fix your eyes upon the front.

Also, if any be so weak or wounded that he

must sink his hands, his comrades on right

and left can bear him up. Now advance all

together in God's name, for the battle is still

ours if we bear ourselves like men."

In a solid line the English advanced, while

the Bretons ran forward as before to meet

them. The swiftest of these was a certain
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squire, Geoffrey Poulart, who bore a helmet

which was fashioned as a cock's head, with

high comb above and long, pointed beak in

front pierced with the breathing-holes. He

thrust with his sword at Calverley, but Belford,

who was the next in the line, raised his giant

club and struck him a crushing blow from

the side. He staggered, and then, pushing

forth from the crowd, he ran round and

round in circles as one whose brain is

stricken, the blood dripping from the holes

of his brazen beak. So for a long time he

ran, the crowd laughing and cock-crowing

at the sight, until at last he stumbled and fell

stone-dead ujx>n his face. But the fighters

had seen nothing of his fate, for desperate

and unceasing were the rush of the Bretons

and the steady advance of the English line.

For a time it seemed as if nothing would

break it, but gap toothed Beaumanoir was a

general as well as a warrior. Whilst his

weary, bleeding, hard-breathing men still flung

themselves upon the front of the line, he

himself, with Kaguenal, Tintiniac, Alain de

Keranais, and Dubois, rushed round the

flank and attacked the English with fury from

behind. There was a long and desperate

melee, until once more the heralds, seeing the

combatants stand gasping and unable to strike

a blow, rode in and called yet another

interval of truce. But in those few minutes,

whilst they had been assaulted upon both

sides, the losses of the English party had

been.heavy. The Anglo-Breton, D'Ardaine,

had fallen before Beaumanoir's sword, but

not before he had cut deeply into his enemy's

shoulder. Sir Thomas Walton, Richard of

Ireland, one of the squires, and Hulbitee, the

big peasant, had all fallen before the mace of

the dwarf Raguenal or the swords of his

companions. Some twenty men were still

left standing upon either side, but all were

in the last state of exhaustion, gasping,

reeling, hardly capable of striking a blow.

It was strange to see them as they staggered

with many a lurch and stumble towards

each other once again, for they moved

like drunken men, and the scales of their

neck-armour and joints were as red as

fishes' gills when they raised them. They

left foul, wet foot-prints behind them

on the green grass as they moved forward

once more to their endless contest. Beau-

manoir, faint with the drain of his blood

and with a tongue of leather, paused as he

advanced.

" I am fainting, comrades !" he cried.

"I must drink."

" Drink your own blood, Beaumanoir ! "

Vol. xx

cried Dubois ; and the weary men all croaked

together in dreadful laughter.

But now the English had learned from

experience, and under the guidance of

Croquart they fought no longer in a straight

line, but in one so bent that at last it became

a circle. As the Bretons still pushed and

staggered against it they thrust it back on

every side, until they had turned it into the

most dangerous formation of all, a solid

block of men, their faces turned outwards,

their weapons bristling forth to meet every

attack. Thus the English stood, and no

assault could move them. They could lean

against each other back to back while they

waited and allowed their foemen to tire

themselves out. Again and again the gallant

Bretons tried to make a way through. Again

and again they were beaten back by a shower

of blows. Beaumanoir, his head giddy with

fatigue, opened his helmet and gazed in

despair at this terrible, unbreakable circle.

Only too clearly he could see the inevitable

result. His men were wearing themselves

out. Already many of them could scarce

stir hand or foot, and might be dead for any

aid which they could give him in winning the

fight. Soon all would be in the same plight.

Then these cursed English would break their

circle, to swarm over his helpless men and to

strike them down. Do what he might, he

could see no way by which such an end

might be prevented. He cast his eyes round

in his agony, and there was one of his

Bretons slinking away to the side of the lists.

He could scarce credit his senses when he

saw by the scarlet and silver that the deserter

was his own well-tried squire, William of

Montaubon. .

" William ! William ! " he cried. " Surely

you would not leave me !"

But the other's helmet was closed and he

could hear nothing. Beaumanoir saw that

he was staggering away as swiftly as he could.

With a cry of bitter despair he drew into a

knot as many of his braves as could still

move, and together they made a last rush

upon the English spears. This time he was

firmly resolved, deep in his gallant soul, that

he would come no foot 'back, but would find

his death there amongst his foemen or carve

a path into the heart of their ranks. The

fire in his breast spread from man to man

of his followers, and amid the crashing

of blows they still locked themselves against

the English shields and drove hard for an

opening in their ranks. But all was vain !

Beaumanoir's head reeled. His senses were

leaving him. In another minute he and his
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men would have been stretched senseless

before this terrible circle of steel, when

suddenly the whole array fell in pieces before

his eyes; his enemies, Croquart, Knolles,

Calverley, Belford, all were stretched upon

the ground together, their weapons dashed

from their hands and their bodies too

exhausted to rise. The surviving Bretons

had but strength to fall upon them, dagger

in hands, and to wring from them their

surrender with the sharp point stabbing

through their visors. Then victors and

vanquished lay groaning and panting in one

helpless and blood-smeared heap.

To Beaumanoir's simple mind it had

seemed that at the supreme moment the

saints of Brittany had risen at their country's

call. Already, as he lay gasping, his heart

was pouring forth

its thanks to his

patron St. Cadoc.

long prick spurs into its side. Those who

faced him saw this sudden and unexpected

appearance. Time was when both horse and

rider must have winced away from the shower

of their blows. But now they were in no

state to meet such a rush. They could

scarce raise their arms. Their blows were

too feeble to hurt this mighty creature. In

a moment it had plunged through the ranks

and seven of them were on the grass. It

turned and rushed through them again,

leaving five others helpless beneath its hoofs,

No need to do more. Already Beaumanoir

and his companions were inside the circle,

the prostrate men were "helpless, and Josselin

had won.

That night a train of crestfallen archers,

bearing many a prostrate figure, marched

sadly into Ploermel Castle. Behind them

rode ten men, all weary, all wounded, and

all with burning hearts against William of

"THE VICTORS WERE BORNE IN ON THE SHOULDERS OF A SHOUTING MOB."

But the spectators had seen clearly enough

the earthly cause of this sudden victory,

and a hurricane of applause from one

side, with a storm of hooting from the

other, showed how different was the emotion

which it raised in minds which sympathized

with the victors or the vanquished.

William of Montaubon, the cunning squire,

had made his way across to the spot where

the steeds were tethered and had mounted

his own great roussin. At first it was thought

that he was about to ride from the field, but

the howl of execration from the Breton

peasants changed suddenly to a yell of

applause and delight as he turned the beast's

head for the English circle and thrust his

Montaubon for the foul trick that he had

served them. But over at Josselin, yellow

gorse-blossoms in their helmets, the victors

were borne in on the shoulders of a shouting

mob, amid the fanfare of trumpets and the

beating of drums. Such was the combat of

the midway oak, where brave men met

brave men, and such honour was gained that

from that day he who had fought in the

Battle of the Thirty was ever given the

highest place and the post of honour; nor

was it easy for any man to pretend to have

been there, for it has been said by that great

chronicler who knew them all that not one

on either side failed to carry to his grave the

marks of that stern encounter.

(To be continued.}



The Complete Story of One of the /lost Extraordinary

Frauds of Modern Times.

HEN Robert A. Ammon, a

member of the New York

Bar, was convicted, on the

17th of June, 1903, of receiv-

ing stolen goods, he had, in

the parlance of his class, been

" due " for a long time. The stolen property

in question was the sum of six thousand one

hundred pounds in bank-notes, part of the

loot of the notorious " Franklin Syndicate,"

devised and engineered by William F. Miller,

who later became the catspaw of his legal

adviser, the subject of this history.

Ammon stood at the bar and listened to

his sentence of no less than four years at

hard labour in Sing Sing.

For years "Bob" Ammon had been a

familiar figure in the Wall Street district of

New York. Although the legal adviser of

swindlers and confidence men, he was a

type of American whose energies, if

turned in a less dubious direction, might

well have brought him honourable distinc-

tion. Tall, strong as a bull, bluff, good-

natured, reckless, and of iron nerve, he

would have given good account of himself

as an Indian fighter or frontiersman. His

fine presence, his great vitality, his coarse

humour, his confidence and bravado had

won for him many friends of a certain kind

and engendered a feeling among the public

that somehow, although the associate and

adviser of criminals, he was outside the law,

to the circumventing of which his energies

were directed. Unfortunately, his experi-

ences with the law had bred in him a

contempt for it which ultimately caused his

downfall.

Needless to say, he was to his clients as

a god knowing both good and evil, as well

as how to eschew the one and avoid the

other. Miller hated, loathed, and feared him,

yet freely entrusted his liberty, and all he

had risked his liberty to gain, to this strange

and powerful personality, which held him en-

thralled by the mere exercise of a physical

superiority.

The "Franklin Syndicate" had collapsed,

amid the astonished outcries of its thousands

of victims, on November 24th, 1899, when,

under the advice and with the assistance of

Ammon, its organizer, " Five-Hundred-and-

Twenty-per-Cent. Miller," had fled to

Canada. It was nearly four years later, in

June, 1903, that Ammon, arraigned at the

bar of justice as a criminal, heard Assistant

District Attorney Nott call William F. Miller,

convict, to the witness-box to testify against

him. A curious contrast they presented as

they faced one another : the emaciated youth

of twenty-five, the hand of Death already

tightly fastened upon his meagre frame,

coughing, hollow-cheeked, insignificant, flat-

nosed, almost repulsive, who dragged himself

to the witness - box, and the swaggering

athlete who glared at him from the bar,

surrounded by his cordon of able counsel.

As Ammon fixed his penetrating gaze upon

his former client, Miller turned pale and

dropped his eyes. Then the prosecutor,

realizing the danger of letting the old

hypnotic power return even for an instant,
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quickly stepped between them. Miller raised

his eyes and smiled, and those who heard

knew that this miserable creature had been

through the fire and come forth to speak

true things.

The trial of Ammon involved practically

the re-proving of the case against Miller, for

which the latter had been convicted and

sentenced to ten years in the State prison,

whence he now issued like one from the

tomb to point the skeleton incriminating

finger at his betrayer.

The case began by the convict-witness testi-

fying that the whole business was a miserable

fraud from start to finish, carried on and

guided by the advice of the defendant. He

told how he, a mere boy of twenty-one,

more, but soon he hired a boy. This

in February, 1899. Business increased. The

golden flood began to appear in a constant

rivulet He hired four more employes and

the whole top floor of the house. The

golden rivulet became a steady stream

Every Monday morning the Floyd Street

house was crowded with depositors, who

drew their interest, added to it, deposited

it again, and went upon their way rejoicing.

Then with a mighty roar the torrent burst

into a deluge. The Floyd Street quarters

were besieged by a clamouring multitude

fighting to see which of them could give up

his money first, and there had to be a special

delivery for Miller's mail. He rented the

whole house and hired fifty clerks. You could
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burdened with a sick wife and baby, unfitted

by training or ability for any sort of lucrative

employment, conceived the alluring idea of

soliciting funds for investment, promising

enormous interest, and paying this interest

out of the principal entrusted to him. For

a time he preyed only upon his friends,

claiming " inside information" of large

" deals " and paying ten per cent, per week

on the money received out of his latest

deposits.

Surely the history of civilization is a

history of credulity ! Miller prospered.

From having his office "in his hat," he took

an upper room in a small two storey house

at 144, Floyd Street, Brooklynâ��a humble

tenement, destined to be the scene of one of

the most extraordinary exhibitions of man's

cupidity and foolishness in modern times.

At first he had tramped round like a pedlar,

delivering the dividends himself and soliciting

deposit your money almost anywhere, from the

parlour to the pantry, the clothes-closet, or the

bath-room. On Fridays the public stormed

the house en masse, since the money must

be deposited on that day to draw interest for

the following week. The crush was so great

that the front steps broke down. Imagine

it! People struggling to get up the steps to

cram their money into Miller's pockets!

There he sat, behind a desk, at the top of

the stairs, solemnly taking the money thrown

down before him and handing out little pink

and green stamped receipts in exchange.

There was no place to put the money, so it

was shoved on to the floor behind him. On

Friday afternoons Miller and his clerks

waded through it knee-deep. There was

no pretence of book-keeping.

How the money poured in may be realized

from the fact that the excess of receipts over

disbursements for the month ending Noveni-



COLONEL A AIM ON.

her 16th was four hundred and thirty thou-

sand dollarsâ��eighty-six thousand pounds.

Hitherto Miller had been the central

figure. Colonel Robert A. Ammon now

became the deus ex machina. Miller's adver-

tising had become so extensive that he had

been forced to retain a professional agent,

one Rudolph Guenther, to supervise it, and

when the newspapers began to make un-

pleasant comments Guenther took Miller to

Ammon's office in the Bennett Building in

Nassau Street. Ammon accepted a hundred

dollars from Miller, and listened to his

account of the business. From that time

forward Miller and he were in frequent con-

sultation. Miller became a mere puppet;

Ammon twitched the wire.

It was now well on in November, and the

Press of both Boston and New York was

filled with scathing attacks upon the syndi-

cate. The reporters became so inquisitive

as to be annoying to the peaceful Miller.

" Send the reporters over to me !" directed

Ammon.

The Post (of Boston) said the whole thing

was a miserable swindle. Ammon, accom-

panied by Miller carrying a satchel which

contained fifty thousand dollars in greenbacks,

went to Boston, visited the offices of the

Post, and pitched into the editor.

" The business is all right; you must give

us a fair deal! "

The pair also visited Watts, the chief of

police.

" You keep your mouth shut," said

Ammon to Miller. " I'll do all the talking."

He showed Watts the bag of money, and

demanded what he had meant by calling the

enterprise a "green goods business." If the

thing wasn't all right, did Watts suppose that

he, Colonel Robert A. Ammon, would be

connected with it ? The chief backed down,

and explained that he had jokingly referred

to the colour of one of the receipts, which

happened to be green.

The beginning of the end, however, was

now in sightâ��at least for the keen vision

of Bob Ammon. He advised stimulating

deposits and laying hands on all the money

possible before the crash came. Accordingly

Miller sent a telegram to all depositors :â��

" We have inside information of a big

transaction, to begin Saturday or Monday

morning. Big profits. Remit at once so as

to receive the profits.

" WILLIAM F. MILLER,

" Franklin Syndicate."

The customers in large measure responded.

But the game was nearly up. There were

scare-heads in the papers. Miller saw detec-

tives at every corner. On the evening of

Tuesday, November 2ist, 1899, the deposits

were crammed into Miller's desk and left

there overnight.

The next morning Miller returned to

Floyd Street, and spent that day in the usual

routine, and also on Thursday remained until

about twelve o'clock noon, when he placed

thirty thousand five hundred dollars in bills

(sixty-one thousand pounds) in a satchel and

started for Ammon's office.

" Billy, I think you'll have to make a run

for it," said Ammon. " The best thing for

you is to go to Canada."

It still remained to secure the money,

which Miller had deposited in the banks, in

such a way that the customers could not get

hold of it. Ammon explained how that

could easily be done. The money should

be all turned over to him, and none of the

creditors would ever see it again. He did

not deem it necessary to suggest that

neither would Miller. Accordingly the two,

the lawyer and the client, went to the office

of Wells, Fargo, and Co., Ammon obligingly

carrying the satchel containing the thirty

thousand five hundred dollars. Here

Ammon deposited the contents to his own

account, as well as a certificate of deposit

for one hundred thousand dollars and a

cheque for ten thousand dollars, representing

the balance of Miller's loot.

In addition to this he received an order

for forty thousand dollars United States

Government bonds, which were on de-

posit with Wells, Fargo, and Co., and

later, through Miller's father, sixty-five

thousand dollars in bonds of the New York

Central Railroad and the United States

Government. Thus Ammon secured from

his dupe the sum of two hundred and forty-

five thousand five hundred dollars, the en-

hanced market value of the securities bring-

ing the amount up to two hundred and fifty

thousand five hundred dollars, besides what-

ever sums he had been paid by Miller for

legal services, which could not have been

less than ten or fifteen thousand dollars. The

character of the gentleman is well illustrated

by the fact that afterwards, when paying Mrs.

Miller her miserable pittance of five dollars

per week, he explained to her that " he was

giving her that out of his own money, and

that her husband ivas in his debt / "

There still remained, however, the chance

of getting a few dollars more, and Ammon

advised Miller " to try to get Friday's receipts,

which were the heaviest day's business."
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Acting on this suggestion, Miller returned

the next morning to Floyd Street at about

half-past nine, finding a great crowd of

people waiting outside. About one o'clock

he started to go home, but, discovering

that he was being followed by a man whom

he took to be a detective, he boarded a

street-car, dodged through a drug store and

a Chinese laundry, finally gained the elevated

railroad, with his pursuer close at his

heels, and eventually reached the lawyer's

office about two o'clock in the afternoon.

Word was received almost immediately

over the telephone that Miller had been

indicted in King's County for conspiracy

fellow who had invented a brilliant scheme

to get away with other people's money, and

had carried it through successfully â�� more

than successfully â�� beyond the dreams of

even the most avaricious criminal, and then,

richer than Midas, had handed over the

whole fortune to another for the other's

asking, without even a scrap of paper to

show for it. More than that, he had

then voluntarily extinguished himself. Had

Ammon not chuckled he would not have

been Bob Ammon. The money was

stolen, to be sure, but Ammon's skirts

were clean. There was nothing to show that

the two hundred and forty-five thousand

FRANKLJK. SYNDIC^TEf,

STOCKON DS.WHI AT. COTTON.

â�¢ 13IOINCI A tUIL ADDRESS.

144 FLOYD ST.

BROOKLYN, N.Y

and may 6* ulMt&autn a( any itnu, <&tlid*iuk to 4i/uud uHtMy m tumt.

(^ Ont .CZdfox und <'/LiMvdS /.ry tAaa^ ttnli(/tvinc'/i<it ii uu

THE FRANKLIN SYNDICATE'S RECEIPT FORM.

to defraud, and Ammon stated that the one

thing for Miller to do was to go away.

Miller replied that he did not want to go

unless he could take his wife and baby with

him, but Ammon assured him that he would

send them to Canada later in charge of his

own wife. Under this promise Miller agreed

to go. Thereupon he exchanged hats with

someone in Ammon's office and started for

Canada.

How the wily colonel must have chuckled

as poor Miller trotted down the stairs like a

sheep, leaving his fleece behind him ! A

golden fleece, indeed! Did ever a lawyer

have such a piece of luck ? Here was a little

dollars he had received was stolen money.

There was only one manâ��a discredited felon

â��who could hint that the money was even

" tainted," and he was safely over the border,

in a foreign jurisdiction, not in the custody

of the police, but of Ammon himself, to

be kept there (as Mr. Robert C. Taylor so

aptly phrased it in arguing Ammon's case on

appeal) " on waiting orders. Ammon had

Miller on a string, and as soon as Ammon

(for his own sake) was compelled either to

produce Miller or to run the risk of indict-

ment, he pulled the string and brought

Miller back into the jurisdiction."

Needless to say, great was the ado made
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over the disappearance of the promoter of

the Franklin Syndicate, and the authorities of

King's County speedily let it become known

that justice required that someone should be

punished for the colossal fraud which had

been perpetrated. The grand jury of the

county started a general investigation. Public

indignation was stirred to the point of ebulli-

tion. In the midst of the rumpus there came

a knock on the office door of the Hon. John

F. Clark, district attorney of King's County,

and Colonel Robert A. Ammon announced

himself. The two men were entire strangers to

each other, but this did not prevent Ammon,

with his inimitable assurance, from addressing

the district attorney by his first name.

" How are you, John ?" he inquired,

nonchalantly. " What can I do for you ? "

Mr. Clark repressed his natural inclina-

tion to kick the insolent fellow forcibly out

of his office, invited him to be seated, and

rang for a stenographer. Ammon asserted

his anxiety to assist the district attorney

by ever)1 means in his power, but denied

knowing the whereabouts of Miller, alleging

that he was simply acting as his counsel.

Mr. Clark replied that in Miller's absence

the grand jury might take the view that

Ammon himself was the principal. At this

Ammon calmly assured his host that so far

as he was concerned he was ready to go

before the grand jury at any time.

"That is just what I want," returned

Mr. Clark; "the grand jury is in session.

You come over."

Ammon arose with a smile and accom-

panied the district attorney towards the door

of the grand jury room. Just outside he

suddenly placed his hand to his head as if

recollecting something.

"One moment," he exclaimed. " I forgot

that I have an engagement. I will come

over to-morrow."

"Ah!" retorted Mr. Clark, "I do not

think you will be here to-morrow."

Two weeks later Miller was safely en-

sconced without bail in Raymond Street

jail. He was tried, convicted, and sent for

ten years to Sing Sing prison.

Of the enormous sums turned over to

Ammon he received nothing save the money

necessary for his support in Montreal, for the

lawyers who defended him, and five dollars

per week for his wife and child up to the

time he turned State's evidence. It is

interesting to note that among the counsel

representing Miller upon his trial was Ammon

himself.

The conviction of Miller, with his sentence

to ten years in the State prison, did not, how-

ever, prevent the indictment of Ammon for

receiving stolen money in New York County,

although the chance that he would ever have

to suffer for his crime seemed small indeed.

The reader must bear in mind that up to

the time of Ammon's trial Miller had never

admitted his guilt; that he was still abso-

lutely, and apparently irrevocably, under

Ammon's sinister influence, keeping in con-

stant communication with him and implicitly

obeying his instructions while in prison; and

that Miller's wife and child were dependent

upon Ammon for their daily bread. No

wonder Ammon strode the streets confident

that his creature would never betray his own

betrayer.

Miller followed his orders to the letter, and

the stipend was increased to the munificent

sum of forty dollars per month. *

Meantime the case against Ammon lan-

guished and the district attorney of New

York County was at his wits' end to devise

a means to procure the evidence to convict

him. To do this it would be necessary to

establish affirmatively that the thirty thousand

five hundred dollars received by Ammon

from Miller and deposited with Wells, Fargo,

and Co. was the identical money stolen by

Miller from the victims of the Franklin

Syndicate. Only one man in the world, as

Ammon had foreseen, could supply this last

necessary link in the chain of evidence, and

he was a convictâ��and mute.

At last the district attorney himself, accom-

panied by Mr. Nott, who later prosecuted

Ammon, made a special trip to Sing Sing to

see what could be done. They found Miller

lying upon his prison pallet, his harsh cough

and blazing eyes speaking only too patently

of his condition. At first Mr. Nott tried to

engage him in conversation while the district

attorney occupied himself with other busi-

ness in another part of the ward, but it

was apparent that Miller would say nothing.

The district attorney then approached the

bed where Miller was lying and inquired if it

were true that he declined- to say anything

which might tend to incriminate Ammon.

After some hesitation Miller replied that,

even if he should testify against his old

accomplice, there was nothing to show that

he would be pardoned, and that he would

not talk unless he had actually in his hands

some paper or writing which would guarantee

that if he did so he would be set free.

The spectacle of a convicted felon haggling

with an officer of the law over the terms

upon which he would consent to avail
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himself of an opportunity to make the only

reparation still possible angered the district

attorney, and, turning fiercely upon the

prisoner, he arraigned him in scathing terms,

stating that he was a miserable swindler and

thief, who had robbed thousands of poor

people of all the money they had in the world ;

that he showed himself devoid of every spark

of decency or repentance by refusing to assist

the State in punishing his confederate and

assisting his victims in getting back what was

left of the money ; and that he, the district

attorney, felt himself humiliated in having

could pay them back. But I haven't a single

cent of all the money that I stole, and the

only thing that stands between my wife and

baby and starvation is my keeping silence.

If I did what you ask, the only money they

have to live on would be stopped. I can't

see them starve, glad as I would be to do

what I can now to make up for the wrong I

have done."

The district attorney's own eyes were not

entirely dry as he held out his hand to

Miller.

" Miller," he replied, " I have done you a

BANK FORMS LbED BV COLONEL AMMON.

consented to come there to visit and talk

with such a heartless and depraved specimen

of humanity. The district attorney then

turned his back upon Miller, whose eyes filled

with tears, but who made no response.

A few moments later the convict asked

permission to speak to the district attorney

alone. With some reluctance the latter

granted the request and the others drew

away.

" Mr. District Attorney," said the wretched

man, in a trembling voice, with the tears still

>uffusing his eyes, " I am a thief; I did rob

all those poor people, and I am heartily sorry

for it. I would gladly die if by doing so I

great injustice. I honour you for the position

you have taken. \Vere I in your place I

should probably act exactly as you are doing.

I cannot promise you a pardon if you testify

against Ammon. I cannot even promise that

your wife will receive forty dollars a month,

for the money in my charge cannot be used

for such a purpose ; all I can assure you of is

that, should you decide to help me, a full

and fair statement of all you may have done

will be sent to the Governor, with a request

that he act favourably upon any application for

a pardon which you may make. The choice

must be your own. Whatever you decide to

do, you have my respect and sympathy.
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Think well over the matter. Do not decide

at once ; wait for a day or two, and I will

return to New York and you can send me

word."

They shook hands, the prosecutor and

the co.ivict, and the best of each shone in

their eyes as they said good-bye. The next

day Miller sent word that he had deter-

mined to tell the truth and take the stand,

whatever the consequences to himself and

his family might be. He was immediately

transferred to the Tombs Prison in New York

City, where he made a complete and full

confession. At the same time Ammon was

rearrested upon a Bench warrant. As Miller

had foreseen, the monthly payment to his

wife instantly stopped.

The usual effect produced upon a jury

by the testimony of a convict accomplice

is one of distrust or open incredulity. Every

word of Miller's story, however, carried

with it the impression of absolute truth.

As he proceeded, in spite of the sneers

of the defence, an extraordinary wave of

sympathy for the man swept over the

court-room, and the jury listened with close

attention to his graphic account of the

rise and fall of the outrageous conspiracy.

No room was left for even the slightest

doubt, not only that the money had been

stolen, but that Ammon had received

it. Indeed, so plain was the proposition

that the defence never for an instant contem-

plated the possibility of putting Ammon

into the box in his own behalf. The

efforts of the defence were directed entirely

to making out Miller such a miscreant upon

his own testimony that perforce the jury

could not accept his evidence when it

reached the point of implicating Ammon.

All their attempts in this direction, however,

only roused increased sympathy for the

witness and hostility towards their own client,

and made the jury the more ready to believe

that Ammon had been the only one in the

end to profit by the transaction.

Ammon's conviction was affirmed through-

out the courts, including the Court of

Appeals, and the defendant himself is now

engaged in serving out his necessarily inade-

quate sentence â�� necessarily inadequate

since, under the laws of the State of New

York, the receiver of stolen goods, however

great his moral obliquity may be, and how-

ever great the amount stolen, can only receive

half the punishment which may be meted

out to the thief himself, " receiving" being

punishable by only five years or less in

prison, while grand larceny is punishable by

ten years.

Who was the greater criminal â��the weak,

ignorant, poverty-stricken clerk, or the shrewd,

experienced lawyer who preyed upon his

client and through him upon the community

at large?

The confession of Miller, in the face of

what the consequences of his course might

mean to his wife and child, was an act of

moral courage. The price he had to pay is

known to himself alone. But the horrors of

life in prison, for the " squealer" were

thoroughly familiar to him when he elected

to do what he could to atone for his crime.

Ammon arrived in Sing Sing with a degree

of eclat. He found numerous old friends

and clients among the inmates. He brought

a social position, which has its value. Money,

too, is no less desirable there than elsewhere,

and Ammon has plenty of it.

In due course, but not until he had

served more than half his sentence (less

commutation), Miller, a broken man, re-

ceived his pardon and went back to his

wife and child. When Governor Higgins

performed this act of executive clemency

many honest folk in Brooklyn and elsewhere

loudly expressed their indignation. District

Attorney Jerome did not escape it. Was

this contemptible thief, this meanest of all

mean swindlers, who had stolen hundreds

of thousands, to be turned loose on the

community when he had served half his

sentence? It was an outrage! A disgrace

to civilization ! Reader, how say you ?

Vol. xxxii.
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I.

HE light from the bull's-eye

lantern flashed full on the

window; then it came bob-

bing here and there about the

room. Mr. Kerrick, from the

shelter of a Japanese screen

behind which he had concealed himself in

an instinctive way, watched it disgustedly.

The situation might not, he reflected, be

an unprecedented one, but that did not make

it any the less awkward, particularly if the

policeman outside should happen to be a

fool. It was true that, in one way, his

presence in the wrong house admitted of a

simple enough explanation, and Kerrick ran

through the facts so as to have them ready

in a concise form for the policeman.

He had been out to dinner, and, coming

back late, found that he had lost the latch-

key of No. 37, Roydon Road. No. 37 was

the Derwents' house, where he was sleeping.

Having lost the latch-key, he had applied

himself to the knockerâ��a natural thing to

do. The unnatural thing was that the Der-

wents had not waked. He had knocked foi

ten minutesâ��in an east wind. The police

man would appreciate the fact that a man

who has been knocking vainly in an east

wind for ten minutes should bethink himsell

of the dining-room window. Kerrick had

thought of it. He knew that the Derwents

would rather he broke it than risked getting -

pleurisy, and he had acted on that know-

ledge. Having broken itâ��and it was rather

a skilful thing to have done without falling

into the area belowâ��Kerrick had clambered

in and turned on the light.

Thereupon he had made the discovery

that he was in the wrong house, and, pre-

paratory to getting out again, he had turned

the light off. The policeman's simultaneous

arrival had prevented this consummation.

It was a perfectly true and not unreason-
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able story. Only, as Kerrick was aware,

there were one or two weak points about it.

The weakest, perhaps, was that he had

turned off the light. He ought not to have

done that; it gave a suggestion of conscious

guilt to his behaviour for which there was no

foundation. Another very awkward circum-

stance was that, if the house he had entered

was not 37, Roydon Roadâ��and it certainly

wasn'tâ��it was not in Roydon Road at all.

For it was undoubtedly No. 37, and there

could hardly be two such numbers in the

same road. Behind his Japanese screen

Kerrick denounced the similarity of London

suburban streets. The wretched road had

looked exactly like Roydon Road. The

houses were built on the same plan, with

stucco fronts and abominable area railings.

Why couldn't it happen to be Roydon

Road ? Had it been, the Derwents would

be living next door, and he could easily have

convinced the policeman. As it was, they

might live miles away. He was not sure,

now that he came to consider the matter,

that Roydon Road was the next one, or even

the next after that. He had been thinking,

as he walked, about other things, not about

an absurd block of houses called Roydon

Road : and, since he hadn't arrived there by

intuition, he might not have arrived any-

where near it. He might not even be in

Bayswater.

The third weak point in his case struck

Kerrick only after the bobbing light, which

had been up and down the room half-a-dozen

times, was suddenly withdrawn. That point

was that by concealing himself all this time

he had justified the very worst suspicions the

policeman might entertain.

Bang!

Kerrick jumped to his feet. For a

moment he had trusted that the policeman

had gone off. Instead, the fellow was

thumping on the hall door, using his

truncheon evidently in place of the knocker.

If there was anyone in the house he must

surely be roused soon, and then . . .

In imagination Kerrick saw himself appre-

hended, handcuffed, and marched off to

prison, while the next day's papers would

print paragraphs headedâ��â�¢

PORTRAIT PAINTER AND CRACKSMAN.

RISING ARTIST TAKEN RED-HANDED.

They would be followed, after he had

explained the accident which had befallen

him, by the old latch-key joke. He had

dined out, and he was well enough known,

he realized, to make the jest irresistible to

the comic reporter. " Never ! " Kerrick

was not devoid of humour, but he spoke the

word aloud with a resolution that was almost

mock-heroic, as he felt in the dark for the

door. Rather than be the victim of that

joke he would assault the policeman and,

if necessary, be brought up on that charge.

But there might be some way of escape.

He crept along the dimly-lighted hall, into

which he had issued and which vibrated with

the policeman's thunderous knockings, caught

sight of a door-knob that might be the

handle to some back way into the street,

turned it swiftly, and entered the room.

A green-shaded lamp in the far corner was

the only light in it, save for the-glow from a

red fire, which, more than the lamp, showed

the room to be a library of the kind that

contains books. This room contained many

booksâ��shelf upon shelf of themâ��a pleasant

sight enough if Kerrick had not happened to

be in search of a back door. Back door

there was none, and Kerrick was turning to

make fresh search elsewhere when he caught

sight of what was destined to delay his

farther progress.

This was a girl, asleep in a deep cushioned

arm-chair. The chair had its back to the

door, and for a moment Kerrick only saw

dark hair and an outline of red velvet that

reflected the fire-glow. Stepping forward he

saw red lips slightly parted in most peaceful

slumber, a magazine open on a red velvet

lap, and two red - slippered feet pressed

against the fender. It was the latter phe-

nomenon, he afterwards maintained, that

hurried him to act as he did.

Her position was unsafe. She had fallen

asleep with her feet too close to the fire. A

red-hot coal might at any moment fall on

one of her ankles. Or, starting up suddenly

at the noise of that officious constable's

knocking, she might almost thrust a foot into

the fire. It was mere charity to rouse her,

and the only question was how to do it in the

most delicate manner. Pondering this ques-

tion, Kerrick bent forward to see how fast

asleep she was. Bending forward to assure

himself on this point, he almost touched her

lips. Almost touching her lips appearing to

bear every resemblance to a wasted oppor-

tunity, and the proverb concerning the

advisability of being hanged for a sheep rather

than for a lamb occurring to him with over-

crowding force, he kissed her.

She sat up so instantly that Kerrick only

had time for a single step backwards.

" Oh, dear ! " she said, and began rubbing

her eyes as people do when they have opened
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them suddenly to an unaccustomed light.

" I'm afraid I've been asleep," she added.

" It's Mr. Armstrong, isn't it?"

" Not at all," said Kerrick. " I mean, I

hope I haven't disturbed you."

She was so pretty that he managed to

forget that the policeman's last thump had

been his loudest, and that he was probably

raising his truncheon for a still louder one.

" I ought to have been in bed," said the

girl. " Minna's gone some time ago. She

said you would be sure to look after yourself,

whether you came back with Jack or not."

" Very good of her," said Kerrick. He

didn't know who Minna might be, or Jack,

and he didn't greatly care. "You went to

sleep too near the fire," he said, reprovingly.

" I thought I had better wake you."

" Did you ? " said the girl.

" I hope you didn't mind ? "

" Not at all," she said, and smiled. " It

was very kind of you, of course. I expect

you always do your duty, Mr. Armstrongâ��

don't you ?â��even when you don't happen to

know the person you're doing it to."

" I'm longing to be introduced, though,"

said Kerrick.

She rose from her chair and made him a

curtsy.

" I'm Peggy Gordon," she said. " In fact,

Jack's sister-in-law."

" How jolly ! " said Kerrick, and had his

pointless remark supplemented by a perfect

hail of blows on the front door.

" What can that be ? " said Miss Gordon,

with round eyes. It seemed to Kerrick that

he had better confess at once. He started

to do so.

" I'm afraid it's a policeman," he said.

" You see, I mislaid my latch-key, and "

But Miss Peggy Gordon was not, it seemed,

disposed to listen at the present moment.

" Minna will be waked if we don't send

him away," she said, and made for the front

door without another word. Following her,

Kerrick found her turning the handle of the

door.

" But, Miss Gordon " he began.

" You broke the dining-room window,

didn't you ? " she interrupted him. " Well,

I'm just going to tell this policeman so, and

that he needn't think he's on the track of a

burglar."

" Oh, I see," said Kerrick, and stood by

during the brief conversation she granted to

the guardian of the law. Luck, it seemed,

was with him, for instead of being handed

over he was having his innocence vouched by

an inmate of the house. He wondered a

little who Mr. Armstrong was, and what

would happen when he came back with

Jack, her brother-in-law ; but for the time

being he decided to trust to luck.

"There!" said Miss Gordon, closing the

door on the policeman's back. " And now I

must go to bed." She moved slowly to

where the stairs began to ascend, and then

paused. " Do you know, Mr. Armstrong,

men are contradictory things ? I always,

somehow, pictured you as rather prim, and

the first thing you do is to break through

a dining-room window at night, just like a

burglar; and I was quite sure you were

pedantic when I read that article of yours on

those pictures, you knowâ��the man who can't

see the romance in them must be pedanticâ��

and yet the first time I see you, you "

" Iâ��what ? " asked Kerrick.

" Wake up a girl you don't know soâ��so

very chivalrously." She turned and began to

mount the stairs. " Good night, Mr. Arm-

strong. I expect you know your roomâ��don't

you?â��in case you don't intend to wait up for

Jack. It's the one you always have, Minna

said."

Kerrick stood where he was. It was the

most charming snub he ever remembered to

have received. Not the smallest sign had

she given at the time that she was conscious

of his impertinence, but she meant to showâ��

and had clearly shownâ��him that he was not

to presume again. She had done it kindly,

thinking him to be Armstrong, her brother-

in-law's friend and a guest of the house.

Armstrong! Why, that was the name of

the critic who had been slating hisâ��Kerrick's

â��pictures in one of the art papers, and she

disagreed with Armstrong's criticisms, and

had told himâ��Kerrickâ��so.

For the first time that night Kerrick felt

ashamed of himself. He had taken a mean

advantage of her. Would such a girl for-

give him for having caused her to praise him

to his face? The housebreaking and the

kiss were venial sins by comparison. He

deserved to suffer for what he had done.

The possibility of gaining his deserts was

brought to Kerrick with some force by his

hearingâ��almost on top of this reflection â��

the steps of someone approaching the house.

The person was stopping, tooâ��feeling for the

lock with a key.

Kerrick bolted for the stairs, and got

round the bend in them just in time to evade

being sighted by a spectacled man who had

entered. Jack or Armstrong ?

Whichever it was came straight for the

stairs and began to mount them. For a
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â�¢moment Kerrick meditated upon surrender

and explanation, and then again the more

alluring idea of escape took hold of him. If

he could only evade the new-comer, the hall

door was unguarded. But it was of no use

to remain on the landing. Committing him-

self to the goddess Luck, who had so far

favoured him, Kerrick turned the handle of

the door nearest him and entered a bedroom.

The room was empty of occupants, but ready,

it seemed, for a guest. If it were the room

Armstrong usually

occupied, and the

man coming up were

Jack, all would be

well. On top of

which reflection Ker-

rick had to dive to

the shelter of the

window curtains, for

the door was being

opened. Luck had

forsaken Kerrick. He

had not even time to

dream that there was

a chance of his re

maining undiscovered

behind the curtain till

the other man betook

himself to bed and

to sleep before the

curtains were pulled

aside.

"I â��I'm sorry,"

Kerrick began to

stutter, being thus ex-

posed.

"Help! Thieves!"

yelled the other man,

and fell upon him

instantly.

II.

Miss PEGGY GOR-

DON'S reflections, as she brushed her long

hair in front of a mirror made bright

with the light of two tall candles, were

to the effect that it is impossible to

judge a man from hearsay. How often

Minna had spoken of Mr. Armstrong's

pedantic habits ! That, and the cut-and-

dried, unmagnanimous criticisms of that

paper on Mr. Kerrick's pictures, had pre-

disposed Peggy to hate Mr. Armstrong. She

did not like him now, of course. It was

most insufferably impertinent of the man to

have kissed her as she lay asleep in the arm-

chair like that, and it justified her deepest

resentment; onlyâ��it could hardly be con-

one

' ' HELP ! THIEVES ! YEL

UPON HI

sidered a pedantic course of action. Pedants

are rarely impertinent in that way. It would

be annoying if pedants were. One would

not care to have been kissed even unawares

â��by a pedant. Perhaps Mr. Armstrong was

not a pedant. If he were not, there might

have been some temptation. The mirror

into which she looked assured Miss Peggy

Gordon that there had been a considerable

temptation. She blushed at the mirror, and

the mirror blushed back a deeper red.

"Help! Thieves!"

The cry ringing up

from the next floor

started her to her feet.

There was no one

sleeping on that floor

except Mr. Arm-

strong, and he wanted

help. There was no

upstairs but

Minna and the

servants, and

they would be

no help. Peggy

approved of

her dressing-

jacket in the

twinkling of

an eye, in

which she

made a coil

of her long

tresses.

Then she

(aught up one of

the tall candles

;i nd padded

down the stairs.

She could hear

the sounds of

struggling as she

wentâ��bumpings

and deep breath-

ingsâ��a.nd her heart went into her mouth

as a heavy fall, followed by a groan, met

her at the door.

Was it Mr. Armstrong who had fallen?

Without hesitation she sped in.

The gas was burning in the room, but low,

not having been turned on, it seemed, by

Mr. Armstrong before he was attacked by

the burglar. But Peggy's candle sufficed to

show that her fears had not been realized.

The man who had come down with a crash

was a burly, spectacled person, and he lay

there stunned. Mr. Armstrong stood beside

him, panting.

" Oh, dear !" said Peggy, and set down her

.El) THE OTHER MAN, AND FELL

M INSTANTLY."
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candle with a shaky hand. " I was afraid

a burglar might have killed you. Thank

g-goodness he hasn't."

For a moment Kerrick stared. He had

not deemed it possible that he could preserve

the role of Armstrong when she entered the

room. For one thing his sense of guilt was

piling up. For another he had somehow

feared that the spectacled man was her

brother-in-law, Jack. Obviously he wasn't.

The spectacled man was Armstrong, and he

was stunned. The temptation was again too

strong. (Afterwards Kerrick tried to make

out that it would not have been fair to the

girl to break the truth to her instantlyâ��there

alone in the dead of the nightâ��it might

have terrified her.)

" It's awfully brave of you to come down,"

he said. " No other girl would have done it.

I don't know how to thank you."

He spoke with so much feeling that she,

having decided he was not a pedant, began

to be afraid that he might not think it neces-

sary for her to be asleep this time.

" Never mind about that," she said, quickly.

"The man, is heâ��â��"

"Stunned, I think," said Kerrick, not with-

out anxiety. " He hit his head on the wash-

stand."

"It might have been you."

" It ought to have

been. I mean," said

Kerrick, " I think I'd

better try and bring

him to."

He got out his hand-

kerchief and dipped it

in the water-jug. What

he was asking himself

was how he was going

to get away. Jack

might come back at

any minute now.

" Uo you think," he

said, as she took the

handkerchief from him

and began to bathe

the stunned man's

face, " that, if 1 were

to tie his hands with

something and lock

him in, you would

mind being left if I

went for a policeman ?"

" No," said Peggy.

Kerrick set about

this task with a torn

towel, feeling heartless

and clumsy.

" I wonder who he can be ? " said the girl, as

he went on diligently knotting. Kerrick had

his back to her, and inquisitively she slipped

a hand into the burglar's pocket. It con-

tained lettersâ��nothing more dreadfulâ��and

she held one carelessly towards the light.

It was addressed to " C. F. Armstrong,

Esq."â��in Minna's handwriting. Suddenly

springs worked in Peggy's brain. Very

cautiously she looked at the initials in the

corner of the handkerchief which she had

taken from the supposed Mr. Armstrong.

The initials were " R. C. K." Peggy rose.

R. C. K. was still tying the wrists of C. F.

Armstrong, Esq. Peggy backed to the door

quietly and half opened it. The key was on

the outside.

" Halloa ! " said Kerrick, looking up from

his task.

" What is the meaning of this ?" said

Peggy. " Don't move, please !" She tossed

the letter towards him, standing warily.

Kerrick looked, read, and began to laugh.

Armstrong was showing signs of coming to.

Verily, he himself was taken in the pit.

" What does it mean ?" she repeated,

haughtily.

" Will you believe me if I explain ?" he

asked.

" Explain first," she said.

'WHAT is THE MEANING OF THIS?

PEGGY. ' DON'T MOVE, PLEASE I
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The story which he feared to tell the

policeman in the first instance sounded

unutterably less credible now, as he was

aware. But he stumbled through it with

what spirit he could, and became conscious

that, strange as it might seem, she appeared

to be believing it. Once or twice she

laughed with him, her hand still on the

door.

She was amazingly pretty, and fearless.

And he had been afraid that he would

frighten her.

" If only you'll forgive me," he ended.

" Everything," he added, with audacity.

" What is your name, first ?" she said, a

little rosier at that.

The web which circumstances had woven

round him entangled Kerrick still. She

would not pardon him for having allowed

her to express a young girl's admiration for

him. Some day perhaps he could explainâ��

but not now.

"John Parkinson O'Malley," he said.

"Then, Mr. John Parkinson O'Malley,"

she said. " you stole that handkerchief," and

flinging it towards him she was through the

door. He heard it locked on the outside

before she spoke again.

" Now, Mr. O'Malley, I am going for the

policeman," she said.

Kerrick watched Armstrong struggling into

consciousness disconsolately. That mocking

laughter of hers was too much for him.

He had a kind of feeling that there was one

thing Miss Peggy Gordon would never

forgive, and it was not her forced admiration,

but his tame submission to discomfiture at

her hands. She was of the sort that looks

for a Petruchio and mocks the rest. But

what would Petruchio have done if Kate

had locked him in and gone for a police-

man?

III.

FIVE minutes later Kerrick had solved

that questionâ��not without risk to life and

limb. Looking back at the water-pipe by

which he had managed to descend, he de-

cided that Armstrong had very nearly been

avenged for any wrong that had been done

him. As it was he picked up Armstrong's

hat, which he had had the forethought to pre-

cipitate on to the pavement, pending his own

arrival there, and put it on. All that he had

now to do was to evade Peggy and the

policeman.

His first move was to get out of the

street which was not Roydon Road with-

out encountering them. He made for the

nearest corner. The east wind, which had

been the cause of his breaking that window,

was still blowing unpleasantly as he turned

off the road and paused as he heard a

man running towards him. If it were the

policeman â�� but another moment showed

him it was not the policeman, and he walked

to meet the runner as the least suspicious

thing to do under the circumstances. The

two men encountered under the blowing

yellow light of a street lamp, and the runner

stopped.

" Kerrick ! " he said, short of breath.

" Hadderly ! " said Kerrick. " What are

you sprinting along^ for at this time of

night ? " Hadderly was a friend he had not

met for a year or more.

"You're the very man I want," said

Hadderly; "at least, if you'll lend me a

hand now. Haven't time to explain â�� but

I live in the next road â�� and there's a

burglar in the house. My sister-in-lawâ��

awfully plucky girl â�� surprised him and

locked him into one of the bedrooms. He's

half killed a friend of mine, thoughâ��Arm-

strong. Peggy rushed out for a policeman

and met me. I sent her on to get help, but

if you'll come with me we ought to fix the

brute before he does any more damage !"

" I'll come, with pleasure," said Kerrick.

With Jack turning out to be his old friend

Hadderly, bent on making him capture him-

self, the fantasy of the night seemed com-

plete, and there was nothing to be done but

surrender to the pleasant mischief of it. He

felt pretty sure that Armstrong, in that short

struggle in the semi-lit room, had not recog-

nised him. Only Peggy had. And he

wanted to know what Peggy would say to

the new turn that affairs had taken. She

deserved to be made arbitress of the

occasion.

When Miss Peggy Gordon arrived at the

house with the policeman she was met by

her brother-in-law at the hall door.

" It's all right," he said. " At least, the

burglar's got away, I'm sorry to say, but

Armstrong's none the worse except for a

bump on the head. Kerrick and I found

him just come to, and beginning to roar

when he found himself bolted into his own

room in a battered condition. Fancy,

Minna slept through it all. The man must

have got out by the piping; nasty job, I

should think."

" Oh !" said Peggy, a little disappointed,

and the policeman asked to be shown

the room in which the struggle had taken

place.

" I'll show you," said Hadderly. " Peggy,
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you'd better go into the library and warm

yourself. There's still a fire there. And

Armstrong and Kerrick are drinking your

health in whisky. They both think it's an

awfully brave thing for you to have done."

' IT S ALL RIGHT, HE SAID. ' AT LEAST, THE BURGLAR S GOT AWAY,

I'M SORRY TO SAY.' "

" Who is Mr. Kerrick ? " said Peggy.

" The artist," said Hadderly. " Friend of

mine. You'll like him."

Peggy walked slowly towards the library.

She was a little disappointed that the burglar

had got away, and yet rather glad. She

would not have liked to be the cause of

sending him to prison, though he deserved it,

if only forâ��for his audacity. What a pity

burglars were so wicked, she thought, and

critics so pedantic ! She would much prefer

that Mr. Armstrong had been the burglar.

Mr. Armstrong, spectacled and pale, rose

up to introduce himself as she entered the

library. " I'm excessively indebted to you,

Miss Gordon," he said, in

just the nervous way she

would have expected him

to speak. " And thisâ��this

is another of Jack's friends,

Mr. Kerrick."

Peggy found herself look-

ing into the level, humorous

eyes of the burglar.

" I had the luck to

meet Hadderlyâ��never con-

nected him, by the way,

with your brother-in-law,

Jackâ��just as he was rushing

along to capture your thief,

Miss Gordon," he said. " So

I came with him. I'm

uncommonly glad I did, if

it was only to be able to

congratulate you on what

you did. I'm sorry the thief

got away."

Her eyes began to

dance.

" Perhaps he hasn't," she

said. " The policeman is

still in the house, Mr. O'â��

Kerrick."

"Is he?" said Kerrick.

"Well, I won't stop, any-

how, and keep you up,

Would you mind telling

Jack that I thought k

better to go off, but that I

hope to come and call and

inquire for you to-morrowâ��if I may ? "

" I'll tell him," said Peggy, trying not to

smile, as he moved towards the door.

" I may call ? " he asked, pausing.

" I fancy it might be safe," said Peggy.

" I'm afraid you'll be awfully sleepy,

though, after to-night. Still, if you really

don't mind "

Peggy's only answer this time was a blush.

It was her fourth or fifth that night



Is a University Training of Use in Business ?

THE OPINIONS OF EMINENT BUSINESS MEN.

E live in an age of fierce com-

mercial competition, and there

is a sentiment regarding

aspirants for a commercial

career which finds its ex-

pression in the recent dictum

of an American plutocrat that " A University

education ruins a young man for business."

Is this really the case ? Are the hundreds

and thousands of youths destined by their

parents and guardians for a commercial and

industrial career being lamentably handi-

capped by the'Studies they are pursuing at

Oxford and Cambridge ? This is a practical

question, the importance of which can scarcely

LORD BURTON.
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be overrated. Several eminent

authorities in the world of

affairs to whom we recently

addressed the question ex-

pressed varying opinions.

LORD BURTON, for example,

is quite emphatic on the point.

"I should not," he writes, "con-

sider a residence at Oxford or

Cambridge a good preliminary

for a commercial career."

THE EARL OF KINNOULL, a

director of several great com-

panies, on the other hand, writes:

" In my opinion the answer is

undoubted. A training at a

Vol. xxxii.-5O

University must assist and not retard a young

man destined for a commercial or active career.

But the question -that appears to me to be

more important isâ��What course of training

can a young man have from the age of

eighteen to twenty-one if he does not go to a

University ?

" The age from eighteen to twenty-one is a

very crucial one, and it perhaps is the epoch

during which a young man's character and

bent is first developed. Your question em-

braces ' a commercial or active career.' The

latter term is very wide. Personally, I believe

application in youth is a surer road to sound

knowledge and success than brilliancy in any

particular form. This being so, an educa-

tional career at a University must be of great

service to any youth who has the power

of applying himself to gather knowledge

thoroughly, and not superficially, as is so

often the case. To a youth whose fortune is

THE EARL OF KINNOULL.
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to be in the world of commerce, a sound

education, at Cambridge especially, is bound

to be very valuable to him in after - life.

Further, socially he makes great college

friends, who, apart from the social and

affectionate pleasures he may derive there-

from, may eventually be of great utility to him

in manifold ways, whether in

commerce or wider circles of

any kind."

LORD AVEBURY, who is the

chairman of the London

Bankers and president of the

Central Association of Bankers,

an ex-president of the London

Chamber of Commerce, author

of innumerable political and

educational addresses, and a

member of many learned and

scientific societies, writes:

" The Universities differ very

much and the degrees signify

very different qualifications. In

my opinion no degree should

be conferred on anyone who

has not some knowledge ofâ��i,

science ; 2, classics; 3, some modern language.

Unfortunately, however, most Universities

give degrees which require classics or mathe-

matics only ; but however great a scholar

may be in either of these important subjects,

such a man is,

after all, only

half-educated. A

one-sided educa-

tion of this kind

seems to me to

be of compara-

tively little ad-

vantage and to

give a radically

wrong impres-

sion of the world

we live in. On

the other hand,

a wise, all-round

education is an

inestimable ad-

vantage." LORD WINTERSTOKE.

I i "in a Photo, lnj Elliott .1 fry.

" The answer

to your question," writes LORD WINTKR-

STOKB, who will, perhaps, be more familiar

to our readers as Sir \V. H. Wills, chair-

man of the Imperial Tobacco Company

and a director of the Great Western

Railway, "depends a good deal on the

position of the young man and the nature of

the business. If after a University course

he is to succeed eventually to the manage-

ment of a banking, manufacturing, or other

mercantile undertaking, then most decidedly

a University training is largely advantageous.

If, however, on leaving a public school, say

at eighteen, he has to begin to learn a

manufacturing industry involv-

ing close application for some

years, and has his way to make

in that particular business, it

becomes a serious question

whether three years at Oxford

or Cambridge would be of real

value to him. The time spent

there would hardly prepare him

for factory work, and would

most probably disincline him

at twenty-two to take kindly

to work and hours which he

would have willingly accepted

before he had had the com-

paratively easy time which the

University course would give

him â�� and he might leam

much more in three years'

factory training that would be

of future use to him than if he spent them in

working for a degree. If, however, he was a

student of chemistry or physical science the

difference would be much lessened, and the

results in either case might be of pretty equal

advantage.

^^AH^ " It is difficult

to lay down any

hard and fast line

for general adop-

tion, as so much

must depend

upon the lad him-

self and the na-

ture of the pur-

suit to which he

proposes to de-

vote himself. In

some cases the

University

course would be

the making of a

man, and in

some others it

would certainly

to his future welfare and

MR. T. F. BLACKWELL.

um a /â�¢/-'..''. by London Â£ttrroecopic Co.

do serious harm

business success.'

On being shown a copy of this letter, Mr.

THOMAS F. BI.ACKWELL, head of the firm of

Crosse and Blackwell, wrote: "I entirely agree

with the views expressed by Lord Winterstoke."
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" It all depends on the man," wrote Mr. probably would not do any harm, though it

ALFRED BEIT, the great South African would take some time to readjust his ideas

magnate, whose recent death will prove an as to the relation between work and play,

irreparable loss to the country of his adop- The University holiday of seven or eight

from a Photo. W

THE LATE MR. A. BEIT.
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tion, " whether he will be helped by a Uni-

versity education or not. My own opinion

is that of Mr. Rhodes, that if a young fellow

who intended to follow a commercial career

lacked character a University training would

help to give him character; while, on the

other hand, if he was naturally of a strong

character, the University would

not take any of it away. And

character and manners suc-

ceed to a far greater extent in

business than people think. I

should say, therefore, that a

young man who is naturally

acute and trustworthy is greatly

helped by a modern University

education."

" I can only give my view,"

writes LORD KINNAIRD, who

is a director of the well-known

banking firm of Barclay and

Co., Limited, " with reference

to Oxford and Cambridge,

which I think I know fairly

well. I do not feel competent

to express an opinion regard-

LORD KINNAIRD.

from a Photo, by MauU <l- fox.

months, with four or five months' work, is

not a business ideal of work and play.

"For a young man who has to make his

own way in life I think the public schools

should be sufficient for him to make a

number of friends. The age of twenty-one

or twenty-two years is far too old to begin

serving his apprenticeship to

business. I can quite con-

ceive that some different course

of training might be devised

by the Universities whereby

one or even two years at the

University might be an advan-

tage even to a young man who

has to rely on his own exertion

for his future career."

LORD ALDENHAM, head of

the firm of Antony Gibbs and

Sons, and an ex-Governor of

the Bank of England, writes:

" It depends upon the man.

The same question was put to

me by the Governor of the Bank

when I had been a year or two

a director. I answered that,

ing any of the other Universities. If a young so far as I was a good director, my University

man has some family business ready for him education had helped to make me so ; and

to enter, and if he has passed with credit that, whereas I had been told that I must be

the public school curriculum, the University content to serve as Governor when the time
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a large stock of accurate

learning ; but, even so, if he

has the sense to assimilate

what is given him, and if he

uses his time and opportu-

nity to exercise his mind

and to make good friends,

his education will, in my

belief, not only have not

been thrown away, but, in

proportion as he may have

used it for the best, will

prove a help to him in the

career which may fall to his

lot, whether it be in com-

merce or in any other walk

of life."

LORD ARMSTRONG

writes : " I should say that

on the whole it is distinctly

to a young man's advantage

to have had a University

education, as in my opinion it has a narrow-

ing effect on a young man's mind to specialize

too early in life, and, in addition to this, the

time spent at the University, apart from the

mere knowledge acquired there, broadens

a man's views, brings him into contact with

men of varied views and character, and

teaches him to find his own level in a manner

that cannot fail to be of advantage to him in

after-life; and, again, the University, with its

somewhat milder discipline than that of a

public school, is a very fitting preparation for

the period when all discipline will be relaxed,

except self-discipline. I may add that from

should come, it experience I find that employers of labour

would make my and directors of great industries are more and

fitting myself more inclined to select as their lieutenants

for it an easier men of a University education rather than

task than it those without it. I feel that this tendency

would other- will increase as the education in the Uni-

wise be. versities becomes more and more liberal in

" It depends character."

upon the man.

If the young LORD GLANTAWE, formerly known as Sir

man is content J. J. Jenkins, who has for forty years past

to go through been a leading spirit in Welsh municipal

his career at the enterprise, and is a director of the Metro-

University in a politan Bank, writes : " My opinion is that

perfunctory of most practical men, that it depends upon

way (as I did the man himself. Judging from my own

for my first two experience, I am of the opinion that, all things

years), he does being equal, a University training would be a

not accumulate great help."

SIR EDWARD STERN,

head of the great City firm

of Stern Brothers, writes:

" I may say in the first

place it depends a great

deal on the young man.

My experience is that an

Oxford or Cambridge train-

ing retards an ordinary

young man ; he learns lazy

habits and an absolute want

of the sense of duty; every-

thing seems to him to be

more important than his

work, and although very

ignorant, having learnt no

foreign languages and little

mathematics, he considers

himself far too superior for

the everyday drudgery of a

business life. The London

University, as it used to

be, was a good

training, as a man

was bound to

work hard in

order to pass, and

was dependent

on himself; he

did not have in-

ducements to

waste his time

on games, and

finished his

University edu-

cation at an

\

LORD GLANTAWE.

Prom n Photo. *Â» ETtiatt * /
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earlier age than at Oxford

or Cambridge."

Mr. C. J. PHILLIPS,

deputy - chairman of the

firm of Watney, Combe,

Reid, and Co., Limited,

writes : " I am strongly of

opinion that a University

training assists a young

man in a commercial

career in London, especi-

ally if he has an opening

or opportunities in readi-

ness. He may possibly

find the details more irk-

some at first than he would

have done had he not

spent three or four years

at a University, but he will

be able much more readily

to take up his right posi-

tion than he otherwise

would have done; the pre-

sence he will have ac-

quired and the circle of

friends he will meet in the

City, ever ready to make

matters go as smoothly as

possible for him, will prove

beneficial both to himself

and the house with which

he may be connected."

SIR E. D. STERN.

From a Photo, by Elliott .1

SIR HENRY KIMBER,

BART., M.P., a director of

the Capital and Counties Bank and chairman

of the South Indian Railway Company,

writes : " The question does not admit of a

general answer, yes or no. In its nature

University training is valuable to a man

wherever he goes and whatever

he does. It cannot retard a

man, unless he is a fool and

allows it to do so by his own

weakness. Knowledge is power

wherever it goes. It may be

abused, as may everything else.

On the other hand, it is diffi-

cult to conceive any career,

especially a 'commercial or

active' one, in which the know-

ledge of men and things ac-

quired and acquirable in Uni-

versity training would not assist

the man. Surely he must as a

unit be so much the more

valuable by the knowledge he

has acquired. Whether he uses

MR. C J. PHILLIPS.

from a I'hoto, by SlHoU <t Pry.

or abuses or neglects it is

another question, which

depends entirely on him-

self and not upon the in-

trinsic value of University

training, of which I can

have no doubt in the world.

1 speak from very personal

experience in a long life of

great activity. Knowledge

is an asset. It depends

on its possessor whether

it is ' to the good ' or the

reverse."

"You ask," writes SIR

J. H. PULESTON, the emi-

nent financier and chair-

man of the City of London

Conservative Association,

"'Does a University

training assist or retard a

young man destined for a

commercial or active

career ? ' This is not easily

answered, as so much de-

pends upon the man him-

self. I remember some

years since two young men

so destined, and each

having splendid business

prospects. One was spoilt

by his University training ;

the other found it a great

advantage throughout a

successful business career.

I think it will be found that whilst it unfits

some, it benefits others. It must be remem-

bered that the Universities, as a rule, do not

give the education most fitted for a business

or commercial career. Degrees are given for

proficiency in subjects which

are not of the most value to

such men, who require the

knowledge of languages so use-

ful in commerce and a sound,

wholesome education rather

than what is known as a

classical educationâ��good as

the latter may be.

" I have often wondered why

our great Universities do not

open a curriculum of study

specially suitable for business

careers. Even then there would

no doubt be some youngsters

whose sojourn at the Univer-

sity would take their minds

away from the idea of
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qualifying for business, and find it irksome

to stick to it; though generally this should

nol preclude that University education which

in after-life will largely contribute to a supe-

rior position among business men. Young

gentlemen are so differently constituted that

the right advice to some would be to go to

the University, whilst to others, perhaps a

minority, the best advice would be good

ordinary education and then early business

training."

SIR ALFRED BATEMAN, who is chairman

of the Advisory Committee on Commercial

Intelligence, writes : " In my opinion the

training of a Univer-

training I take for granted that the young

man makes the most of his University life,

and is not content to loaf through his three

or four years with a minimum of work and a

maximum of pleasure."

SIR AUGUSTUS PREVOST, Governor of

the Bank of England, 1901-1903, writes:

" From my nearly fifty years' business

experience I am decidedly of opinion that

a University training is of assistance to a

young man destined to a commercial or

active business career. There, of course,

may be exceptions in cases where special

practical knowledge would require his being

trained to a business at

SIR H. KIMBER, BART, M.P.

From a Photo, by Window Â£ Grove.

sity is of some little

advantage to a young

man who is destined for

a business career, but he necessarily starts

learning the technical details of his business

three years later than he otherwise would.

My experience of the average successful

commercial man engaged, say, in the produc-

tion or sale of a particular article is that he

knows everything possible about the article

in question, but has very narrow views on

other subjects, and should he wish to extend

his operations to general trade, perhaps

as a banker or foreign trading merchant,

he will have to pick up a great deal by rule

of thumb. In such a case University train-

ing would have been of much advantage,

especially if that training had been in the

new School of Economics at Cambridge.

For any development still more outside the

business career, such as municipal or Parlia-

mentary work, University training is even

more useful. In speaking of University

SIR ALFRED BATF.MAN.

Prom a Pliato. tit Elliott t Fry.

an early age, but as a

general rule I should say

that a University man

has an advantage. In many instances, too,

the social knowledge which he may get

may be very useful in certain classes of

business, for acquaintances made at College

continue long after leaving the University.

I do not believe that for a young man of

average intelligence intended for business he

could be ultimately retarded by the few years

spent in University life."

SIR \V. H. HOLLAND, vice-president of

the Associated Chambers of Commerce and

vice-chairman of the Fine Cotton Spinners'

Association, Limited, writes: " The ques-

tion as to whether a University training

assists or retards a young man destined

for a commercial or active career depends,

so far as I am able to judge, on so

many factors that it seems to me impossible

to lay down any hard and fast rule. Amongst
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these factors I should

i. The character and good

sense of the young man him-

self. 2. The sort of friends he

makes at the TarsJty. 3. The

kind of duties required of him

in his business career. 4. The

question whether or not he has

his own way to make, or can

step into an assured position.

5. The tastes and education

of his employer.

" In regard to the first and

second of these factors 1 should

say that if a young man is not

less determined to throw him-

self heartily into a business a* Arcrsrrs rsEvosT

career after leaving the Uni-

versity than be was before he went there,

then his University training is so much to the

good, and decidedly advan-

tageous.

"Without attempting to dog-

matize, I should imagine that

if he is made of the right stuB,

he will be on his guard lest be

should acquire any tastes likely

to disincline him from making

the sacrifices which are usually

the price of success, especially

when a man is obliged to be

the architect of his own for-

tune. But, however satisfac-

tory in point of character and

attainments the young man

may be, I can well believe that

it is not always easy to get a

start in a business house, and

for lack of such an opportunity

many a man has failed to make much out.

This, then, seems to me to be a crucial

question, viz.: Does the Univer-

sity-trained man more readily

find business openings than the

man not so trained ? And al-

though I believe matters are

improving in this respectâ��

thanks to Chambers of Com-

merce and other bodies â�� I

doubt whether, hitherto, such

a question could truthfully be

answered in the affirmative. Of

course, openings vary greatly.

For positions where manners,

address, and sovoir faire are the

chief essentials, I don't doubt

that the preference would be

given to a University manâ��â�¢

other things being equalâ��

esciK3t!-y m-Str* ibc

~ The s^iris re-mark Â»â�¢.'.. *>

jri. I ss.ijjd irruir:rÂ»f, :o poss-

Â«â�¢-.-_-. riru: J-ich

=: the

SIR ALFRED JONES.

from a Pkoto tin Klh.dt ,t P

of a

â�¢â�¢here aeÂ» e^u vears" trcnro: un-

ship are needed to master cs

intricate derails, 1 air; bÂ»x:T>e ro>

say that it set-njs to nÂ»e tSe

ycctb mho carers the

of the tern at is*y- e

and devotes to the rnisxTT of

those deiais the yeirs mr-.k-h

his mral spends at co'-ksrc, has.

a great advar.race, inasmuch as

he is already insul^-d, prohaKy, in the con-

fidence of his employer. And, however

accomp'.isiied the

man may be on

of his terms, he Â» ;" often nrxi

it difficult, if not impossible, in

such a case to oust his rxai

who already has so much of his

master's business at his finpers'

ends. If, therefore, I were

asked to summarise the chances

of a University man obtaining

employment, I should say that

his training would help him

greatly in the first two cases I

have just mentioned, but wou!d

somewhat handicap him in the

third. Further, I have no

hesitation in saying that the

business prospects of a Uni-

versity man would be vastly im-

proved if profiriencyin modem languages were

made an essential part of his curriculum."

" I consider," writes SIR

ALFRED JONES, the great Liver-

pool shipping magnate, " that

a University training does retard

a. young man's progress in com-

mercial life, by occupying yeais

in the study of classical and

other subjects when commer-

cial training would be more

valuable. At sixteen every youth

destined for a commercial life

should have quite begun his

career. Another thing: a Uni-

versity man, more often than

not, does not take that practical

view of things which is the

essence of commercial life."



THE 'BOOK OF 'BROTHER MAEL-MU.

BY ETHNA CARBERY.

HE fortunes of his family were,

indeed, at their lowest ebb on

that day when Cathal Maguire

of Tempo received a visit

from Professor Eric Branson,

the German philologist.

The professor was famous among the

savants of Europe as a Celtic scholar. He

had translated and edited the publication of

several of the precious manuscripts buried

until then in Continental libraries, and for

this service to literature he had earned the

congratulations of the great Universities.

Now he had come to Ireland to supplement

his book knowledge by acquiring the modern

language as spoken by the people. For

six months he had sojourned in the Isles

of Aranâ��that storm-swept, rugged trio of

rocks off the western coastâ��and had returned

to the mainland fluent of speech in the lan-

guage, which, amongst those island fishermen,

is still as pure and melodious as in the days

when Enda the Holy gathered around him

the pious youths of ancient Eire.

It was on the eve of his departure for

Germany that the professor had heard of the

treasure of the Maguiresâ��the ancient book

of Brother Mael-Isu.

" Do not go away without seeing it," he

was advised. " It is a wonderful example of

early Irish art. By right it belonged to

the MacScanlans, hereditary Erenachs of

Devenish, but when Nuala ni Scanlan married

Cuconacht Maguire, three generations back,

she, being the last of the elder branch, brought

it as part of her dowry into her husband's

family. The present owner, Cathal Maguire,

is miserably poor and backboneless ; nothing

has ever seemed to prosper with him except

children. His is the usual long Irish family

â��a wild, clever brood, without any prospect

before them. He has little of the pride of

the old Maguiresâ��poverty has killed it,

maybeâ��and I have heard it said that he has

put a price on the book."

Professor Branson, with the true collector's

enthusiasm, delayed his return, and set out

for Tempo instead. He found in Cathal

Maguire a thin, bent man, whose weak chin

and lined face told how ill he was equipped

for a place in the world of progress. The

Vol. xxvi.â��20

surroundings were in keeping with hU

character. Everything spoke of decay: a

decay that had met with no obstacle in its

destructful course. The broken windows of

his great, empty, dismal house let in the wind

and rain; the rotten floors were yawning

pitfalls for the unwary ; the mildewed walls

were stripped of plaster here and there. Chit

of doors the same desolation prevailed, save

where Nature had dominated the neglect <>t

man and asserted her strength in a riotous

wealth of blossoms.

Yet, despite unprepossessing first appear-

ances, the professor felt curiously drawn to

this man, who seemed to lack even the heart

to live. Perhaps it was in recognition of one

heritage the unfortunate descendant of a

noble line had preserved from the wreck of

his manhood's promise: he was clearly a

gentleman. His manners had all the smooth-

ness and courtesy of one who was superior

to Fate instead of being under her heel.

" You shall see it with pleasure," he said,

when the professor had enlightened him as

to the object of his visit. " It is at Tempo

now, having been returned to us only a few

days ago from the other side of the lough,

where it was borrowed to swear some wit-

nesses on in a case of cattle-lifting. No one

dare deny the truth who swears on the book

of Brother Mael-Isu."

" Do the people really believe that ?"

queried the professor, his eyes twinkling a

little behind their glasses.

" They do, and they fear the consequences

of a lie sworn on it more than that of one

sworn on the Bible."

"A beautiful tradition â�� beautiful," said

the professor, enthusiastically, " but rather

absurd at this late day."

" We do not regard it in that light here-

abouts," Maguire replied, gravely, and with a

touch of reproach in his voice. " We have

proof of its compelling power. Why, only a

couple of months ago it was borrowed to

settle a case over in Ballygawley, where, in the

lodging-house kept by a man named Cocmac

Magennis, a dispute arose over a ten-pound

note that a lodger complained he had lost.

Magennis, jealous of the good name of his

house, locked all the doors immediately,
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keeping within all who had been in the

house at the time of the robbery, and sent

over here for the book. Everyone present

was compelled to swear on it, and did so,

clearing themselves, amongst them being a

servant of the house. That evening the girl

suddenly lost her reason, but in a lucid

interval afterwards confessed to her master

that she had stolen and secreted the money.

This fact is beyond dispute."

" How extraordinary ! "

" Yes. And sweethearts partingâ��one or

other of them emigratingâ��come here to

pledge their faith on it. Sometimes I have

witnessed very sad scenes, and the book has

been blistered with many tears."

relatives. I did not know it was an object

of so much regard to the country-folk

generally."

" It would take me longer than perhaps

you'd care to listen to tell you all its story,

sirâ��all the cures that have been effected

through it," Maguire said, rising and approach-

ing the broken front window. A group of

children were playing boisterously on the

lawn. He called out to one, " Art, tell

Caith'n to bring the book here." The boy

ran off shouting " Caith'n," and in a moment

the echoes of his shrill young voice and

running feet were heard resounding through

the empty corridors of the old house.

The echoes had hardly time to die away

"THE DOOR OF THE ROOM OPENED AND A TALL vouNr, GIRL APPEARED ON THE THRESHOLD."

" I am quite impatient to see it," said the when the door of the room opened and a

professor ; " your stories are more than in- tall young girl appeared on the threshold,

teresting, they are unique. Of course, I Her dark eyes, shadowy as pools in a bog-

partly understood that it was held in venera- land, were alight with happy wonder, and she

tion, but only by your own family and shook back her tangled black hair in a quick,
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impatient fashion as she advanced. She

could not have been more than sixteen,

slender and shapely, with a little dusky face

whose sudden blush had all the richness of a

damask rose. Her blue homespun dress was

threadbare, but she wore its shabbiness with

a grace that recognised no flaw. Clasped to

her bosom she held something wrapped up in

a piece of faded brocade.

" Father," she said, interrogatively, and

reddening shyly, " you sent for the book ? "

" I did, my dear. Give it to me."

She came across the room and placed it in

his outstretched hands, carefully. "One of

the corners of the shrine got injured last time

it was out," she bent to whisper in his ear.

" Larry O'Meehan said the man who had been

swearing on it struck it down to the ground."

Her quiet eyes were now flaming with anger.

Her father did not reply for a momentâ��

seemingly he was examining the damaged

corner. When he lifted his eyes they held no

anger such as burned in his daughter's at the

sacrilege, but rather a look of calculation.

When he did speak it was to introduce

Professor Branson.

" Caith'n, this gentleman is a scholar from

Germany, who came over to study Gaelic,

and has been hearing of our book. He

didn't wish to leave Ireland without seeing it

and learning its history. I have been telling

him some of the stories already."

Caith'n smiled and said in Gaelic: "Is it

carrying the stories the gentleman will be

over the world for the great scholars to put

into writing ? If that is so, Brother Mael-Isu

will be glad, surely; he has waited so long

for the written praise."

" \\ ill Brother Mael-Isu really care ?"

asked the professor in the same tongue,

quietly turning to Caith'n, " seeing that he is

in Heaven ? "

Her father answered for her. " He is a

very real person in these partsâ��Brother

Mael-Isu. Somehow he seems nearer to the

people than the saints they pray to. He is

one of themselves, as it were."

" It is a beautiful belief," repeated the

professor, as he took the shrine reverently

into his hands. He saw that it was of

bronze, with roof and gables embossed with

silver, and still showing traces in the hollow

panels of exquisite carving. Here and there

was a dinge, and a few of the silver bosses

were missing, but, despite all this, the

professor was compelled to admit to himself

that it was one of the most perfect specimens

he had yet seen. After his thoughtful eye

had scrutinized it carefully he unfastened

the quaint clasp and took out a large leather-

bound volume. Caitlin sat watching him

with glowing eyes, and as he opened the

book his start of surprise brought a swift

blush of joy into her lovely face.

Truly the marvellous beauty of the work

might well surprise him. The marginal

scrolls, with their intricate interlacings, and

the vivid capital letters, all a wonder of gold

and blue, and scarlet and green, contrasting

with the heavy dead-black of the text, made

him exult within himself at the value of

his find. And in his mind the desire of

possessing it swiftly became a resolution.

It was a copy of the Gospels. He turned

over the pages slowly, fascinated and envious.

How exultant he should feel when submitting

this treasure to his k\\ow-savan/s at home!

It should have a place in one of the libraries

by right; but, then, how could one part with

it ? His dreams were broken in upon by the

shy voice of Caith'n.

" He had but one fear, Brother Mael-Isu,"

she said, growing crimson again at her own

courage; " he was not afraid of the death

they might give him, but he was afraid they

should find his book. It is here he says it."

She turned over the leaves rapidly. "Grand-

father taught me every word, although he

said the spelling was so old that only the

great scholars could read it now." Her

slender fingers followed the lines as she

read: " The Lochlanach are with us, my

sharp sorrow! The holy abbot and kindly

brothers are lying under their swords.

The flames are about God's altar, and the

walls of our house crumble. I, Brother

Mael-Isu, who write, hide this book of the

Holy Gospels under the comer flag-

stone of the dark cell wherein the brethren

retired for meditation. On the finder thereof

in the days to come I lay but one chargeâ��

keep it from the sea-people, the Lochlanach,

who have wrought us this woe, and ravished

our house of its precious writings, and its

carven gold and silver. My blessing on the

hand that finds and obeys this last wish of

Brother Mael-Isu. O God, my God! to

Thee the honour and glory !"

Caitlfn's voice trembled ere she had

finished, and even Professor Branson's eyes

were moist. Only her father sat impassive,

with the same calculating look on his face.

There was silence for a few minutes,

which the professor broke half diffidently.

" Pardon me if I err and if I am intrusive:

but it was hinted to me that you might

be willing to part with the book forâ��

He had the grace to hesitate. "J would
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place it in one of our great libraries for its

better preservation"

AH at once the light died out in Caitlfn's

young face as sudden as a candle-flame

might be quenched in wind. She sprang

from her chair

and stood with

her back to the

wall, like a crea-

ture at bay, hold-

ing the book

clasped tight to

her breast.

"Are you one

of them," she

gasped, " that

you want it ? He

knew you would

come, Brother

Mael-Isu, for I

have seen him

these three nights

gone, in dreams,

and he said those

last words of his

over and over

again in my ear.

You are of the

sea-people, the

Lochlanach?"

She turned upon

him in a passion

of fear.

"The Danes?

No," said Pro-

fessor Branson.

"I was born in

Germany." As

he answered this

he remembered his young Danish mother, so

long dead. " A German is very different

from a Dane."

Caitlin looked at him doubtfully.

Her father broke the awkwardness of the

situation by saying, quietly, " It is not for

sale, sir," but his tone lacked confidence, and

his eye met the other's with a sort of

warning.

"Then I apologize," murmured the pro-

fessor, with embarrassment.

" You may go now, Caitlin " Magcfre *axL

turning again to her, and Caitlin, brearr/rjj

heavily like one who has seen the erfjK *Jt a

precipice in time, withdrew hastily w.try/rJ

any farewell words to the strapper. Â«...

clasping the book with feverish enr.'jr*-jt

That night she fell asleep with her arr.-i

about it, and in her heart a warm gpow <â�¢/

thankfulness for its safety.

HE* SLIXDU ri.xGUS roLUTWED THE LJJU-I AS SHE (CAD.

Professor Branson wakened the next

morning with a curious thrill ol disappoint

ment stirring within him. It took a lew

moments to collect his thoughts, and then

the thrill of disappointment grew into a

poignant regret.

- â�� . - , He turned rest-

lessly from side

to side. " To

think of such a

treasure being

buried here," he

muttered, " run-

ning the risk of

being lost or de-

stroyed every

timethosefoolish

people lend it

out. Of course,

even if it were for

sale it would be

difficult to put a

' price on it; but

I'd gladly offer a

hundred pounds,

or even two, to

have it for my

own."

A kntx'k at the

door interrupted

him, and in reply

to his " Come

in " one of the

hotel attendant)*

entered

" It i* Maguin:

of Tempo thai'*

below, Mr," In:

said, "and want*

to see you on important busirw:.v>."

â�¢ The professor gave a start

"Send him up at OTK-Â»,-," hÂ»: *aid, " If if iÂ»

important I shall not d';lay him \iy dr<:".*irijf,"

His vi-Â«itor came in wi'h tl><: br<-afhlÂ« -.Â»

air of one who had travelled l,urn<-/!ly, 'I )<<;

colour came arid w<~nt in hit tl>in for, ar>/l

h:-Â» frame shook vi-^i'/y. Hi* t/yixh or> i\i*

*ur\ i*s.*'.i*?i K'-'J I^M! I' \t uM a* M'',

!." he ta.1'!, f,, .r,-/,r,n Â»t iiftr n>i'i I,.*

â�¢^ " I to.'J y/ij a ,v*

â�¢<â�¢: '*xx/Â« Â»au rxX f'/r ta^-, ft

r.*'. trxt M->>' .:f'rÂ» 1

/I, *r/J

â�¢*â�¢:*:*.
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sir. The place is mortgaged beyond re-

demption so far as I am concerned, and the

future has no outlook for me. I have sold

the old oaken furniture from time to time

until, as you have seen, the house is bare as

a barn. There is really nothing of value left

except the book."

" Have you a price on it ?" asked the

professor.

Maguire murmured dreamily, half to him-

self, " I would make a priest of Cuconacht

and send Caitlfn away to a convent for a

year. Then they might help to educate the

younger ones later. If their mother had

lived she would have found some way out of

this trouble."

" Have you any set price on it, Mr.

Maguire ? " repeated the other.

" Price ? Oh, no ! I have no idea of

the commercial value of such things. It is

quite a sudden thought with me to sell it.

But I shall be grateful if you do what is fair

to me in the transaction."

" I will give you two hundred pounds,"

said the professor, warily watching his man.

Maguire's dull face lighted up. " It is a

fortune," he breathed, with relief.

"Then you are satisfied?"

" Quite."

" Have you the book here ? "

" Yes, sir." He unbuttoned his big

cotamor and drew it forth.

" The shrine, the cumdach, where is it ? "

the professor asked, quickly.

" I cannot give you both," said Maguire, a

little red flush coming into his cheeks.

" But I want both."

" It would break Caitlm's heart. She

slept all night with the shrine in her arms,

and when I bent over her at dawn to bring

it here I could not unloose her hold from

about it without wakening her. I could

only unfasten the clasp and withdraw the

book."

Professor Branson studied the situation

for an instant. After all, although the bronze

and silver shrine was of incalculable value,

the book was of greater consequence to him

from the savant's point of view. He was

having the best of the bargain, he admitted,

inwardly, and would not haggle over the

price.

" Very well, then," he said. " I am

content," drawing out his cheque-book.

Maguire pocketed the cheque with a brief

word of thanks, his gaze fixed all the time

on the leather-bound volume lying on the

bed. The professor uttered some common-

place regarding the weather, but his visitor

did not seem to hear. He merely sighed

and was silent, still looking intently, with

sorrowful eyes, in which the gathering tears

glistened, on the old, venerated relic of his

people from which he was parting. Then he

bade the other an abrupt good-morning and

went out hastily.

Left to himself the professor finished his

dressing, descended for his breakfast, and

returned to the quiet of his room agaia

He stretched himself easily in an arm-chair

by the window and took the precious volume

into his hands. If he had been enchanted

by the first glance at it in Tempo the day

previous, his satisfaction on closer ac-

quaintance was a more enthusiastic quality.

He studied the delicate colouring and finely-

drawn scrolls in the borders with a loving

and appreciative eye. " It is even more

beautiful than the Book of Kells," he assured

himself, " which has been called the work of

angels rather than of man." He turned to

the final page, and read Brother Mael-Isu's

last words. "It is wonderful, wonderful," he

said aloud. " A veritable treasure-house. I

have made the bargain of my lifetime,"

Then he lingeringly, lovingly, turned the last

cover. As it fell he was startled by a fine

white mist which suddenly crept between

his eyes and the book, obscuring it He

looked around him and saw the room filling

with the ghostly vapour. He tried to keep

it off with thrusting hands, but it gathered

closer and closer until it pervaded the whole

place like a dream. His brain felt the

weight of it, and his beating hands dropped

powerless. His eyes still remained wide

open, staring steadily into the mist, and,

although he shivered under the cold fear

creeping along every nerve, he realized,

somehow, that he was, and would be, safe

from harm. Moreover, he realized, too, that

he w-as in full possession of his senses, and

that, whatever might be the meaning of this

supernatural visitation, he was regarding it,

despite his natural nervousness, with curiosity

and a certain amount of philosophical

observation.

For a brief space the white mist clung

motionless around him. Then it opened

and rolled back on either side, leaving before

him a long vista between gloomy walls. He

seemed to walk down a dark, unevenly flagged

corridor, and as he went along he was aware

of low, oval-headed doors on the left and

right. Some of these were opened, revealing

dark interiors. He saw no one, but he heard

shrill, pitiful cries, exultant shouts, and the

trampling of many feet. He had a aense of
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burning wood, and of dense smoke that

penetrated the roof of the corridor and

hung about him. At the end of it, in the

half obscurity, he saw a gleam of light. He

hurried towards it with a great dread knocking

at his heart. The light came in a narrow

thread from one of the low doorways which

was slightly ajar, and which he entered

quickly, glad of a refuge from the now

blinding smoke. He found himself in a

small, dismal cell, where a white-clad figure

was standing before a reredos with bowed

head and did not seem to hear his entrance.

He went nearer and perceived that the

occupant was an aged monk, whose scant

hair fell, snowy as bog-cotton, from beneath

his tonsured crown. The monk was slowly

and carefully writing in a large book, upon

which the solitary rushlight, stuck upon1 the

wall, threw but a fitful ray. Branson bent

over the shoulder of the quiet figure and

followed the blue-veined, withered hand

across the page. For a time he watched the

Gaelic letters grow under the quill before he

gathered their meaning; then a sense of

familiarity made him

bend yet nearer, puz-

zled and startled.

"I, Brother Mael-

Isu, who write," he

read, " hide this book

of the Holy Gospels

under the corner

flagstone of the dark

i cell wherein the

brethren retired for

meditation. On the

finder thereof in the

days to come I lay

but one chargeâ��keep

it from the sea-people,

the Lochlanachâ��

In a flash he re-

membered and under-

stood. Those trium-

phant shouts came

from the Lochlanach

pillaging the monas-

tery, and the shrill

cries were the dying

shrieks of monk and

lay - brother. Some-

thing within him

stirred to life as he

listened, some strange

brutal instinct and

thirst of blood that

impelled him towards

the burning chapel,

whence came the sounds of butchery. Yet

another power held him where he stood,

still watching the slowly moving pen until the

final words, " O God, my God ! to Thee the

honour and glory !" seemed to break the

spell. Then he felt the brutal desires

increase, and along with them a cunning

which prompted him to withdraw into the

shadow and watch the old monk by

stealth. He lurked here, with his right

hand clenched as if some deadly weapon

were within those tense fingers, and his eyes

strained in their sockets as he followed every

movement of the other. First the monk

shook from a curiously shaped vessel some

fine grey sand over the writing, waited

patiently until the ink was dry, then blew

the sand away in a little dusky cloud. He

closed the book reverently, and, groping

behind the reredos, brought forth a case, at

sight of which Branson, or the evil spirit

that was within him, felt his heart leap with

covetousness, until he could barely control

himself from dashing out of his retreat and

tearing it from the grasp of the old man.

TING HANDS.
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It was ablaze with jewels, with silver and

gold; little brilliant points of light shot up

from every part of it as the monk turned it

in his trembling hands. He unfastened a

clasp that was literally one gorgeous flame,

and carefully bestowed the book within.

Then he wrapped up the case in some heavy,

still rang and the clang of steel cut sharply

through the clamour. The monk suddenly

clapped his hands to his head with a moan

and ran from the cell. Branson clutched at

him, but missed and fell forward. Quickly

Branson was on his feet again and following

him along innumerable passages and round

â�¢

" BRANSON CLUTCHF.D AT HIM."

dark material, and tottering across the cell

deposited his precious burden in a hole

scooped out close to the wall. Around and

over it he gathered the damp clay, kneading

it down until the surface was level, and then,

with painful breathings and a straining of

every feeble muscle, he lowered a large flag-

stone into place above it.

Branson followed every movement with

keen watchfulness, the lust of greed quiver-

ing even to his finger-tips. He could barely

restrain himself while the old monk knelt

down to pray and, on rising, made the sign

of the Cross in the four corners of the cell.

Through the open door the desperate cries

sharp corners, guided only in the dimness

by the distant flutter of the white robe, for

the sandalled, flying feet gave forth no

sound.

At length the white figure climbed swiftly a

flight of narrow steps. It was a spiral stair,

and Branson, as he sprang after, heard the

noise and the crackling of fire grow louder

and'louder. The smoke, too, came rushing

by in thick volumes, and tongues of fire

licked the walls here and there. Then a

great hurting blaze of light struck full on his

eyeballs ; he felt his senses swim in the heat

and wild confusion, and knew he was now in

the place of flame and death, in the great
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aisle of a chapel. The monk had disappeared

for a moment, but as Branson stood looking

on he saw him dashing, with a swiftness

extraordinary for one of his years and feeble-

ness, through the awful havoc. At that

instant the desire for blood which he had

experienced in the cell rushed back on him

in full force, and stooping he caught a gory

battle-axe from the ground and leaped after

his prey.

The monk reached a spot where a mitred

figure lay prone, amid dead and dying. He

bent over the figure, and, with a cry, threw his

arms around it. Quick as thought the red

axe went crashing through the tonsured head,

and the old monk fell forward, without a

groan, on the abbot's body. Branson gave a

shout of mad exultation, and then threw

himself into the fight where it waged the most

fiercely. He carved his way with the blood-

dripping axe, chanting praise to the Viking's

God, and laughing loud in the frenzy of that

sweeping rush.

The mail-coated men of Lochlan darted

hither and thither, like lightning flashes

in the clouds of smoke and flame, and after

and before them dashed the saffron-shirted

native chieftains and their kerns. He saw

the saffron shirts go down under the sea-

green blades of his own people, and the

serpent banner wave victorious above the

piles of slain. There was a princely man

of Lochlanâ��a veritable giant in sizeâ��with

long, ruddy hair that floated on the

wind of battle, and blue eyes glinting

coldly bright as stars in a winter sky, tower-

ing over all. He, too, chanted a hymn to

Thor, in which his own name was blent with

that of the war-god. Branson's heart leaped

at the chaunt, for he knew that the victor

over the white monks and the saffron-shirted

Gaels was none other than Ere of the Red

Shieldsâ��Jarl Ere, son of Wulf the King.

As Jarl Ere sang he clove his way towards

the high altar. Branson joyously sprang in

front of him, felling with his axe the solitary

few who yet stood, daring to dispute the

progress of the great Ere. He bounded over

the rails and up the steps towards where-

one, and he the last of his brethren now left

alive, stood with shining, radiant face, and

with hands outstretched, beseeching the

blessing of his God upon the slayers. One

exultant cry from Branson, one swift, sweep-

ing blow, and the monk's dead body rolled

from the steps. Standing then upon the

steps of the high altar, and wildly brandishing

above his head the dripping axe, he raised

a. Viking chaunt.

Red are the ways

Where the death-smiter

Reaps the rich harvest.

On a cloud

Thor has descended ;

Lightnings and hail

Of blood-red are his heralds

In hi.s right hand

Holds he the Hammer,

In his left bears

Mead-cup for the victors.

The White Christ is low

On the red altarsâ��

The bird of the string

Slew him unerring :

And high over all

The snake rears her flat crest,

And golden shields praise

Great Thor with loud voices.

A great figure of the meek Christ upon the

Crucifix, all carved from one solid piece of

oak, filled the background above the altar.

As Branson concluded the last words of his

chaunt he waved the axe three times above

his head, and then, with the accompaniment

of a savage yell, sent it crashing through the

side of the Christ, whereupon one spurt of

blood dropped therefrom upon his uplifted

face ; and that instant all demoniac feeling

quitted him, a blissful, holy calm came into

his fevered brain, he dropped the axe from

his grasp, meekly bowed his head, and

momentarily closed his eyes. They opened

to his own room; the book of Brother

Mael-Isu lay upon his knee, the cover still

only falling.

He looked round him dazed. Everything

was in its normal condition, as well as he

could see, except that a faint mist was rolling

in from the corners of the room and fading

softly into nothingness. He sank back in

his chair weakly, breathing heavily, while the

cold perspiration broke out on his forehead.

" I am not dreaming," he said. " I was a

savage Lochlanach. I saw Brother Mael-

Isu. I slew him. Iâ��I committed most

horrible sacrilege on the figure of the Saviour.

What means it ? "

He stared straight before him with knitted

brows. Was the curse of the old monk

falling upon him ? Would he have to go

through this dreadful experience again ? And

again ? The belief became fixed in his mind

that this would be a usual occurrence if the

book was his, and he shivered at the thought.

Not for a million such would he go through

that trial once more. Perhaps there was

more meaning in his unconscious movements

than he knew. Perhaps he was a reincarna-

tion of Brother MaelTsu's murderer. Heaven

knows ! He looked at the book shudderingly.

With trembling hands he laid it on the table.
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" I am unstrung; frightened as a baby. I

must send for Maguire to take it back again

to the keeping of that sweet-eyed child."

A timid knock upon the door caused him

to start nervously to his feet. The handle

was turned, and the door pushed half-open

very gently, before he could gather voice to

bid the knocker enter. He saw Cathal

Maguire's pale, strained face peering in, and

uttered a cry

of welcome and '

relief.

"Thank

Heaven!"

Maguire

came quickly

over to the

table, threw

down the

cheque Pro-

fessor Branson

had given him

but a couple of

hours before,

and seized the

book.

" I couldn't

part with it, sir.

There would be

a curse on me

and mine. I

have sufferedâ��

suffered since!"

They looked at

each other with

drawn faces.

" I, too, have

suffered," said

the professor.

And, a fter

some moments'

pause, added,

" I have seen

-" he began,

and then broke

off with the

inquiry, " But, tell me, when and how did

Brother Mael-Isu die ? "

"It was when the Danes plundered

Devenish in the year 822 and put the monks

to the sword. The book was preserved

miraculously, and might never have been

found but for a very holy priest who dreamt

of a treasure hidden in a certain place

amongst the ruins. The dream came thrice

to him, and was so vivid that he had the

spot dug up and the book discovered. But

you said, sir, that you had seen "

" A vision," replied the professor. " I can-

not speak of it. But I must tell you one

thing, which perhaps may help you to under

stand : my mother was a Dane."

Cathal Maguire looked at him thoughtfully,

and nodded his head a couple of times.

" We have both been to blame," he said,

" I most of all. But when I had parted

with the book my heart felt torn in two, and

Caitlin's sorrow was too pitiful to see. So I

came back to

ask your pardon

and return the

money. We

must struggle

along somehow

until the clouds

break; but

never again,

with the help

of God, shall I

take a price for

the heirloom of

my people It

was a shameful

bargain, and I

fear the money

would have

brought evil to

me and mine as

the thirty pieces

of silver did to

Judas."

So the book

returned to

Tempo and

remained there,

venerated and

carefully guard-

ed, until one

sad exodus

Cathal Maguire

and his child-

ren joined in

the passing of

the Gael to the

exile's refuge beyond the wide, grey sea where

the sun goes down. But, ere they departed,

the precious volume was given into kindly

hands, which laid it in an honoured place

amongst the rare manuscripts of our old, old

scribes, now preserved in our capital, where

it is still to be seen, a man-el of beauty

which the passing years touch with gentle

fingers, so that the gold is scarcely dimmed,

and the angelic truths are well-nigh as fresh

as when Brother Mael-Isu transcribed it in

his quiet cell by the waters of Loch Erne

eleven centuries ago.

HE SAW CATHAL MAGUIRE S PALE, STRAINED PACE PEERING IN.
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DEPICTED BY EACH OTHER.

LTHOUGH it takes a hundred

men (and some ladies) to pro-

duce Punch, yet we shall not

much err if we ascribe seven-

tenths of the weekly result to

the eleven privileged persons

who take their seat every Wednesday night

round the famous Mahogany Tree in Bouverie

Street. This is the indoor staff. The staff

has undergone many changes of late years.

At the top of the table now sits Mr. Owen

Seaman, youthful in appearance, ruddy,

clean-shaven, well-groomed, quiet-mannered.

His art is the art of Horace. He polishes the

laughing line and sets his satire in a stately

setting. A few years ago Punch's new editor

was a professor of literature at the Durham

College of Science, Newcastle-on-Tyne,

where he was known as a terribly clever

fellow, not without a disconcerting gift of

pomposity, alternating with fits of comic

badinage. His reputation for the latter once

induced a don to say : " I have often thought

Seaman would become Prime Minister some

day, but I perceive there is no hope for him

but in the music-halls."

So many rumours have gone abroad con-

cerning the policy of Punch under its new

head that, at the request of the present writer,

Mr. Seaman has amiably penned the follow-

ing lines, which may be taken as an official

pronunciamiento to all who are interested in

the future career of our great comic journal:â��

" I have been asked to say something about

the ' policy' of Mr. Punch. If the word is

to be taken in a general sense, the answer is

easy. His true intent is all for your delight.

But if a party sense is implied the answer is

almost easier still; for the policy of Mr. Punch

is to have no policy at all. He is, I hope,

the loyal servant of his King, but otherwise

nullius addictus jurare in verba magistri.

" Almost every hue of political opinion is

represented at his Round Table, and of their

combination is made the bow which he

draws at a venture upon the foibles of men.

And here I venture to think that his car-

toonists have an advantage over those of

other papers whose humour is compelled to

serve the purpose of a fixed political creed.

"A true lover of that liberty which is the

first essential of critical satire, he finds his

proper place upon the cross-benches ; but he

has a natural tendency to edge along towards

the seats of those who are in Opposition for

the time being, since it is obvious that the

Government of

the day not only makes

a larger target, but in

taking the initiative in

political enterprise

must expose itself

more temptingly to

the shafts of criticism.

DRAWN BY]

Vol. xxxiL-52.

MR. OWEN SEAMAN, EDITOR OF "PUNCH.

[F. H. TOWNSENO.
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As for the personal views of the editor, it is

the business of that official to regard them

as of less importance than those of any other

member of the staff. As chairman of the

Table he should sum up impartially the

arguments of all. I could give no better proof

of what is expected of an ideal chairman than

by saying that after many years of service

under his leadership I could hardly tell you,

save or the strength of outside rumour, what

are actually the private political opinions of Sir

Francis Burnand, so

conscientiously did

he refrain from im-

posing them upon

the Table.

"Apart from the two

cartoons on which Mr.

Punch sets his autho-

ritative imprimatur, a

wide freedom is al-

lowed to contributors

in the ' expression of

their views, so long as

they are not in bad

taste or offensive to

the best national in-

stincts. He even per-

mits his editor to

make irresponsible re-

marks over his own

(the editor's) initials.

But he guarantees

neither the judicious-

ness of such views nor

their consistency one

with another."

At Mr. Seaman's

right hand sits the

veteran Mr. Linley

Sambourne, since Sir

John Tenniel's retire-

ment senior cartoonist

of Punch. Mr. Sam-

bourne has been an

open-air man all his life,

fond of horses, yacht-

ing, and shooting,

but has lately given

up riding quadrupeds for riding the bicycle.

He is an enthusiastic raconteur, and began

his connection with Punch by drawing comic

social subjects. And they were really comic.

One of his productions, " Knight of the

Middle Ages Disturbed by a Flea," has been

declared by an authority in the pages of

THE STRAND MAGAZINE to be the funniest

sketch ever made. One of Sambourne's col-

leagues remarks :â��

MR. LINLEY SAMBOURNE.

Sammy " tells the story of " The Gnome King.

DRAWN BY BERNARD PARTRJDGK.

" His devotion to a good story is really

touching. When I say touching I mean that

it touches you in the right place under the

intellectual armpits. And I do not mean

' a good story ' in the abstract. Sambourne

is a loyal man. When he lays hold of a

story and nourishes it and makes it beautiful,

he does not put it aside and neglect it when

its novelty has worn off. No; he may be

a great humorist, but he is also a good

Englishman; he cherishes the little tale, and

year after year it

grows bigger and

brighter in his

hands."

This is the sort of

chaff they indulge in

at the Punch Table,

but we may feel sure

that Sambourne could

"round " on his critic

with irresistible effect.

What power the man

has! What dignified

mastery of line ! His

Britannias are really

Britannias and not

matinee girls in irk-

some panoplies. It

is interesting to know

that Sambourne does

all his work on the

weekly cartoon on

Thursday and Fri-

day, planning it one

day and drawing it in

ink the next, in a tiny

room at the top of

his Kensington

house, which he has

inhabited for over

thirty years. He never

sketches the eminent

characters who figure

in his cartoons

direct from Nature,

but studies the best

portraits available,

and from chance

glimpses of them in public, until the sub-

ject's individuality is stamped on his mind.

Occasionally he grows sad by reflect-

ing that such splendid themes for the

caricaturist as Disraeli and Gladstone will

never recur in English public life. If only

Winston Churchill would take to wearing a

foot-long chin-tuft and Lord Curzon would

assimilate to the mien and demeanour of the

late Sir Richard Temple, or Mr. Paderewski
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would become naturalized and develop

amazing political proclivities! But these

things, alas ! can never be.

Who that has seen the dapper Mr. H. W.

Lucy ("Toby, M.P.") for the first time has

not with difficulty resisted the Transatlantic

maiden's impulse to take him up into her

arms and " hug the dear little fellow " ! It is

true the little fellow is now well past sixty,

but are you conscious of anything when you

survey him but youthâ��irrepressible, irresis-

tible youth ?

Five-and-twenty summers have come and

gone since Mr. Lucy, then Parliamentary

representative of the Daily News, was

selected by Sir F. C. Burnand to fill the post

left vacant by Tom Taylor's death. It is

said that occasionally "Toby, M.P.," would

be accosted by a puzzled member in the

lobby of St. Stephen's with, " Pardon me, I

know your face, butâ��ahâ��what is your con-

stituency ? " " Oh, Barksâ��Barks," Lucy

would reply airily, and vanish. It is a

rumour that "Toby, M.P.," has a special

room at the House of Commons decorated

with those Punch cartoons which he himself

has suggested, and with a bust of Punch hard

by, to which he occasionally invites his

friends and confreres. Once, it is related, an

obscure member sought out "Toby, M.P.,"

and said, " Do you know, Mr. Lucy, I have

a splendid idea for a Punch cartoon."

" Yes. What is

it?"

" Oh, it is really a

capital idea. You

send for Sambourne

and Partridge and

get them to draw me

in the character of

Prince Hal and Bal-

four as Falstaff."

" But I don't quite

understand. Why

Prince Hal and Fal-

staff? "

"What, man,

haven't you heard

about my amend-

ment next week to

the Government Bill

for t'le erection of

groynes and sea-wall

at Ramsgate? That

Bill, sir, goes too

far. It is a public

scandal, and al-

though Arthur is a

good fellow and a

good golfer and all that sort of thing,

he and I part company next week over that

Bill!"

Singular to relate, the suggested cartoon

did not appear.

But for all that Lucy and Bernard Partridge

are frequently in confabulation, especially

over the punch in Bouverie Street. Mr.

Partridge is the "junior cartoonist" of the

paper, although Mr. Du Maurier, who fifteen

years ago was responsible for his adhesion

to the staff, would perhaps be surprised to

learn that his young actor friend, who made

his first " hit" in illustrating Mr. J. K.

Jerome's " Stageland," should attempt the

genre of Leech and Tennicl and Sambourne.

For Partridge's art seemed so dainty, so

delicate, that to many his first political satires

were disappointing. But yearly his handling

has become bolder and firmer ; and although

his female emblematic figures resemble too

much the young ladies in his society draw-

ings, and have brought shoals of protests

from the more conservative patrons of Punch,

yet at John Bull, Father Time, Hodge, and

others he has never had any superior.

" Partridge's heart is with the stage,"

remarks a friend. " It was a great wrench

for him to-give up acting. But he retains all

his old admiration for the footlight favourites

of the past, chief amongst them being

Bernard Gould. Partridge's voice falters

K. BERNARD PARTRIDGE AND MR. H. W. LUCV.

DRAWN BY UNLEV SA.MBOUHNE.
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when he mentions Gould. He and Gould

were inseparable. He makes no secret of

the fact that he regards poor Gould as

one of the best actors of his time. His

manner of removing a Lincoln and Ben-

nett hat and depositing it with a stick

and a pair of grey suede gloves on a

table was inimitable. Other actors have

taken off hats (some have even taken

off Irving and Tree) and have deposited

sticks and gloves on tables before and

since, but never like this." Perhaps it

is hardly necessary to add that Gould

and Partridge were united in the same

person, "a fine figure of a man," more-

over, whose work, frequently hung at

Burlington House, testifies to his ambition

as a painter in oils.

The humour and wit of Mr. F. Anstey

(Guthrie) are too well known even for

Punch to add to his popularity. Never-

theless, for twenty years, i.e., from 1886,

when the author of "Vice Versa" first

took his seat at the Table, nearly all his

literary output has first seen the light in

the pages of the London Charivari.

The only really unpopular thing Mr.

Anstey ever did was when he libelled

Bayswater in "The Man from Blankley's,"

and a deputation, so it is said, of thirty

residents called upon him to insist upon the

transfer of the scene of that amusing piece

to Peckham Rye. " Anstey," observes one

of his friends, " is doubtless another Scotch

humorist. I have never gone into the matter

carefully for fear of wounding his feelings.

He was originally Guthrie, but dropped that

name in public for fear of creating any pre-

judice. His great joke against J. M. Barrie

is that he did not sign his work ' J. Matthew'

when he had the chance."

There will be few to find fault with the

opinion that the most notable addition to

Punch of the last few years has been Mr.

Leonard Raven-Hill. This artist, in whom

the talent for comedy is so conspicuous, was

formerly connected with rival journals, but

was so obviously marked out for a seat at

the Punch Table that none were surprised

when this honour was accorded to him. As

a draughtsman he has founded himself on

the late Charles Keene, but he has since

superimposed a style of his own. Mr.

Raven-Hill lives in the country, " the chief

peak of a range of charming little Hills," but

MR. L. RAVEN-HILL REPELLING THE GERMANS.

DRAWN BY E. T. REED.
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generally comes up to town on Wednesday

for the conclave of artists and writers in

Bouverie Street.

" Years ago," declares a chaffing familiar,

" Hill sported a black beard, of which he was

inordinately proud. It was a nice beard for

people who like beards. Personally, I thought

he made rather a fetish of that black beard.

I had often seen finer, and, to tell the truth,

I for one could not understand why he went

to the trouble of wearing it. One day he

came up to townâ��shaved. I might say that

his action in shaving

off the beard created

a sensation. That

would be politeâ��but

it would not be just.

It created a panic.

It flashed across us

why our friend had

so long worn that

black beard. While

we regretted what we

continue to regard as

an indiscretion, yet

we cannot but be

grateful for his long

forbearance. But

perhaps patriotism

lies at the bottom of

Raven - Hill's con-

duct. He is an en-

thusiastic Volunteer,

and naturally re-

gards it as his duty

to do anything which

will tend to em-

barrass the enemy."

Before Sir Frank

Burnand's retirement

there was constituted

the new post of Art

Editor to Punch. To this post was appointed

Mr. F. H. Townsend, an accomplished pen-

and-ink draughtsman, whose work for a decade

or more has been familiar to readers of novels

and the popular pictorials. It may be said

that Mr. Townsend boasts a most delicate

humour, and of his draughtsmanship there

can be no doubt whatever. One who knows

him writes : " Mr. Townsend has been called

a good draughtsman. He is something more

than that He is a good fencer. The

connection between the two may not be

obvious, but it is there all the same. People

â��funny peopleâ��used to say years ago, when

showing him their sketches, that Townsend

could never see the point. That led him to

take up fencing. He resolved that he would

MK. K. H.

DRAWN BY

learn to see the point and that others should

feel it. Townsend can not only handle the

blade almost as well as he can handle the

pen, but he is something of a ' blade' him-

self. He can also do what it is very difficult

for a black-and-white artist to doâ��he can

draw blood."

On the literary side Punch scored a dis-

tinct success when it engaged the services of

two such humorists as Messrs. C. L. Graves

and E. -V. Lucas. One brackets these

gentlemen together for the simple reason

that they invariably

work in conjunction.

Each is the comple-

ment of the other.

When the present

writer asked Mr.

Lucas what he con-

sidered the funniest

thing he had ever

written for Punch, he

replied : " The fun-

niest thing of mine

in Punch was written

by Mr. Graves," and

Mr. Graves in turn

made a similar reply.

" Personally," writes

one who is intimate

with them both,

"Mr. Lucas is

melancholy, even to

thoughtfulness. He

is addicted to walk-

ing toursâ��to travel

â��although he knows

no traveller's joy.

His favourite animal

is a lamb. He carries

this idiosyncrasy so

far as to carry a

Lamb thin - paper edition in his pocket.

Graves is also melancholy. He is the

author of ' Life and Letters of Sir G.

Grove,' some of the saddest reading in the

English language. He is also a member

of the Athenaeum Club. But harnessed

to Lucas he is droll to a degree. It is

flint and steel. The Lucas match will

not strike except on the Graves box.

' Wisdom While You Wait' not only set

two continents in a roar, but it was nearly

the occasion of a grave scandal in Bouverie

Street. A copy having found its way into

the building, it caused the hall-porter to

smile who had not smiled for thirty years.

He afterwards explained his indiscretion on

the ground that he supposed the volume was

TOWN'SEND.

L. RAVEN-HILL.
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published by Messrs. Bradbury and Agnew.

But this statement is not believed by the

joint authors of the brochure in question,

who naturally rejoiced

in a triumph unknown

to any outsider in the .

recent history of

Punch:'

After this expose^ it

may be mentioned that

the remark apropos of

Mr. Raven-Hill's por-

trait, "One Dutch of

Lucas makes the whole

world grin," was origin-

ally uttered of Mr.

Sambourne by Mr.

W. S. Gilbert.

Of Mr. E. T. Reed,

whose "Prehistoric

Peeps" made him

famous and have since

found numerous imita-

tors, a brilliant con-

tributor to Punch writes

a biography in the

following fashion :â��

" Some history is

unrecorded ; som e

never happens. The

following incident

unrecorded. Not

born to Mr. E. T.

MK. E. T. REEL).

DRAWN 11Y L. RAVEN-HILL.

shall, anyhow, not be

so long ago a son was

Reed. One day, when

the little chap was

three months old, his

father surprised him

looking earnestly at

him. 'Yes, my son ?'

said Mr. Reed, en-

couragingly. ' I say,'

piped a little voice in

reply, ' is your name

Reed?' 'Yes,'said Mr.

Reed. 'E. T. Reed?'

Mr. Reed nodded.

' E. T. Reed of Punch

â��Prehistoric Peeps

Reed?' 'The same,'

said his father. ' Hoo-

ray !' cried the infant,

delighted at his choice

of a father. That will

show the extraordinary

popularity of the man.

No one can help liking

E. T. Reed, not even

his own relatives. As

regards their natural

wealth, some humorists

are misers; some are
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mercenary wretches who will

crny part with their humour

for money and are as dull as

ditch-water when they are

not writing ; others are

spendthriftsâ��prodigals.

E. T. Reed belongs to the

last category. ' Artist and

author too,' as clever as

paint with his pen and his

pencilâ��and his tongue, this

' fellow of infinite jest' does

not reserve all his fun for

publication. A more whim-

sical letter - writer, a more

entertaining conversation-

alist, there surely is not.

" ' I think Mr. Jones is a

nice young man,' said a

maiden aunt one day to

her nieces. ' He's nothing

of the sort,' fired up one of

the girls ; ' he's the jolliest

company imaginable.' For

Mr. Jones read Mr. Reed.

There are many men

whom one likes. There are few for whom

one has a real affection. Of the few is

E. T. Reedâ��the man whom success has

not spoilt, the man with the heart of a

little child, the man with

the schoolboy nature.

Why, I wouldn't mind

being wrecked on a desert

isle with E. T. Reed."

Of Mr. R. C. Leh-

mann, M.P., a celebrated

'Varsity humorist and an

ex-editor of the Granta,

it may be said that not

only is he witty, but he

has been the cause of

much wit in othersâ��ap-

pearing in the pages of

Punch. For several con-

tributors, notably Mr.

Barry Pain and Mr. Owen

Seaman himself, are the

literary god-children of the

grand nephew of W. H.

Wills, one of the first mem-

bers of the Punch staff,

away back in the forties. In

spite of his delicate talent

it has sometimes been

difficult to say whether

Mr. Lehmann were more politician

poet and more sportsman than

MR. R. C. LEHMANN, M.P.

DRAWN BY E. T. REED.

Mr.

than

scribe.

But of his fecundity there can be no doubt

whatever. At the Table

for a period of sixteen years

" Rudie " Lehmann's voice

has been heard, especially

when it came to devising

the political cartoons of the

week. His views were

listened to with interest,

even though they were often

over-ruled. For it must be

borne in mind that the

Punch gathering is perfectly

'free and open, and the

opinions of both Conser-

vatives and Liberals are

listened to with equal re-

spect. The Punch is a boat

where all are, or ought to

be, pulling the same way in

the direction of good

humour and fair-play, and

Mr. Lehmann is too good

an oarsman not to handle

his oar, while he continues

in the boat, towards the

common goal.

So far the regular staff of Punch â�� the

eleven gentlemen, five artists and six

scribes, who every Wednesday evening

foregather round the Mahogany Tree of

which Thackeray sang :â��

Here let us sport,

Boys as we sit,

Laughter and wit

Flashing so free.

Life is but short;

When we are gone

Let them sing on

Round the old tree.

But there are other wits

outside the portalsâ��out-

side hands hardly less

deft upon whom Punch

readers have come to rely.

Perhaps chief amongst

these, as the author of a

feature most quoted week

by week by Punch's con-

temporaries, is Mr. Walter

Emanuel. More pun-

gent, incisive, laughter-

provoking paragraphs

have never been written

for Punch than "Chari-

varia." A friend writes :

"There is something

dark about Mr. Emanuel.

I do not refer merely to his complexion.

He leads a double life â�� a solicitor by

day, felidter by night." Of himself Mr.

WALTER EMANUEL.

DRAWN BY HIMSELF.
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Emanuel furnishes the following biographical

details :â��

I:orn ................................ 1869

Shortcoated ....................... 1869

Mumps ........................... 1871

Knickerbockered ............... 1872

Allowed to use ink ............... 1875

Measles .......................... 1879

Trousered ...................... 1883

First smoke ........................ 1883

First sick headache ............ 1883

First contribution to Punch ... 1902

Number of jokes made up to

date ............................. 10198

Telephone number ............... 2777 Western

Height in slippers ............... 5ft. Sin.

Ditto on stilts .................... iSft.

Grand total ............... 3'79t Sin. Western

Audited and found fairly correct, May, 1906.

Another famous outsider â�� this time an

artist â�� is Mr. G. Denholm Armour, who

took Mr. Jalland's place as a delineator of

" horsey " and sporting themes. Mr. Armour

is a near neighbour of Mr. Raven-Hill, and,

although you would not think so to look

at him, we are

informed that

he is a " con-

firmed invalid."

Armour's ruddy

cheeks and well-

rounded figure

make the jest

apparent, but a

colleague ex-

plains that if he

were to indulge

in a hearty

fit of laughter

he would< inevit-

ably collapse.

Nature there-

fore s hou1d

have mercifully

withheld from

him â�� as it has

from other

Scot smen â�� a

sense of humour

which might

possibly prove

embarrassing.

Although his pet aversions are dogs and

horses, yet he is so conscientious that he

spends half a day in the saddle or in the

stables, studying the points of these animals.

As a result he has acquired sixty-seven more

points than any other sporting draughtsman

has ever acquired. Some people think that

he has overdone and found too many points.

But Armour is a wise man ; he does not put

them all in his drawings; he saves some for

his jokes, which is more than other sporting

artists often do.

It would be impossible to mention all the

talented men who contribute, even largely, to

Punch from without, but Captain Kendall

("Dum-Dum") must not be omitted as a

poet after the Editor's own heart, who can

extract humour from the most unpromising

themes. His brilliant " Ode to an Elephant'''

was recently given in the pages of THE

STRAND MAGAZINE. Few single contributions

of late years have attracted more attention

than that which gave currency to the term

" Strap-hanger "â��" The Strap-hanger's Soli-

loquy"â�� from

the pen of Mr.

W. H. Maas.

Drawings by

Messrs. Gunn-

ing King, Lewis

Baumer, Claude

S hep per son,

Wallis Mills,

A. Rackham,

C, Harrison,

and the brothers

Brock have been

almost frequent

enough to war-

rant the belief

that f rjp m

amongst these

gentlemen will

be chosen,

when the time

arrives for a

vacancy, new

additions to the

regular staff of

the makers of

Punch.

MR. G. DENHOLM ARMOUR.

DRAWS HV L. KAVKN-H1LU



Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYARD RIFLING
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THE

X.

TREASURE AND THE LAW.

OW it was the third week in

November, and the woods rang

with the noise of pheasant-

shooting. No one hunted that

steep, cramped country except

the village beagles, who, as

often as not, escaped from their kennels and

made a day of their own. Dan and Una

found a couple of them fowling round the

garden after the laundry-cat. They were

only too pleased to go rabbiting, so the

children ran them all along the brook

pastures and into Little Lindens farm-yard,

where the old

sow vanquished

them â�� and up

to the quarry

hole, where they

started a fox. He

headed for Far

Wood, and there

they simply ex-

ploded all the

pheasants, who

were sheltering

from a big drive

across the valley.

Then the cruel

guns began

again, and they

grabbed the

beagles lest they

should stray and

get hurt.

" I wouldn't

be a pheasantâ��

in November â��

for a lot," Dan

panted, as he

caught Folly by

the neck. " Why

did you laugh

that horrid way?"

"I didn't,"

said Una, sitting

on Flora, the fat

lady-dog. "Oh,

look! The birds

are going back to

their own woods

instead of ours,

where they would

be safe."

Vol. xxx'ii.â��53.

" Safe till it pleased you to kill them !" /,

man so tall he was almost a giant stepped

from behind the clump of hollies by

Volaterrae. The children jumped, but the

dogs dropped like setters. He wore a sweep-

ing gown of dark thick stuff, lined and edged

with yellowish fur, and he bowed a bent

down bow that made them feel both proud

and ashamed. Then he looked at them

steadily, and they stared back.

"You have no fear?" he said, running his

hands through his splendid grey beard. " No

fear that those men yonder"â��he jerked his

head towards the incessant pop-pop of the

guns from the lower woodsâ��" will do you

hurt?"

" \V e - e 11 "-

Dan liked to be

accurate â�� " old

Hobdâ��a friend

of mine told me

that one of the

beaters got pep

pered last week

â��hit in the leg.

I mean. You

see, Mr. Meyer

will fire at rab-

bits. But he

gave Waxy Gar-

nett a quid-

sovereign, I

mean â��-and

Waxy told Hob

den he'd have

stood both

barrels for the

money."

" He doesn't

understand,"

Una cried, watch-

ing the pale,

troubled face.

"Oh, I wish

HE LOOKED AT THEM STEADILY, AND THEY STARED BACK.

She had

scarcely said it

when Puck

rustled out of

the hollies and

talked to the

man quickly in

foreign words.

Puck wore a

long cloak too
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â��the afternoon was just frosting downâ��and

it changed his appearance altogether.

" Nay, nay ! " he said at last. " You did

not understand the boy. A freeman was

a little hurt, by pure mischance, at the

hunting."

" I know that mischance ! What did his

Lord do ? Laugh and ride over him ? " the

old man sneered.

" A man of your own people did the hurt,

Kad m iel ."

Puck's eyes

twinkled mali-

ciously. " So he

gave the freeman

one piece of

gold, and no

more was said."

"A Jew drew

blood from a

Christian and no

more was said?"

Kadmiel cried.

"Never! When

did they torture

him?"

" No man may

be bound, nor

fined, nor slain

till he has been

judged by his

peers," Puck in-

sisted. " There

is only one Law

in Old England

for Jew or

Christian â�� the

Law that was

signed at Runny-

mede."

"Why, that's

Magna Charta !"

Dan whispered.

It was one of

the few history

dates that he

could remember.

Kadmiel turned

on him with a whirr and a sweep of his

spicy-scented gown.

" Dost thou know of that, babe ? " he cried,

and lifted his hands in wonder.

" Yes," said Dan, firmly.

" Magna Charta was signed by John,

That Henry the Third put his seal upon.

And old Hobden says that if it hadn't been

for her (he calls everything ' her,' you know),

the keepers would have him clapped in

Lewes jail all the year round."

Again Puck spoke to Kadmiel in the

strange, solemn - sounding language, and at

last Kadmiel laughed.

" Out of the mouths of babes do we

learn," said he. " But tell me now, and I

will not call you a babe but a Rabbi, why

did the King sign the roll of the New Law at

Runnymede ? For he was a King."

Dan looked sideways at his sister.

" Because he jolly well had to," said Una,

softly. "The

Barons made

him."

"Nay," Kad-

miel answered.

" You Christians

always forget that

gold does more

than the sword.

Our good King

signed because

he could not

borrow more

money from us

bad Jews." He

curved his shoul-

ders as he spoke.

"A King without

gold is a snake

with a broken

back, and "â��his

nose went up and

his eyebrows

came downâ��"it

is a good deed

to break a snake's

back. That was

my work !" he

cried, triumph-

antly, to Puck.

" Spirit of Earth,

bear witness that

that was my

work!" He shot

up to his full

towering height,

and his words

rang like a

trumpet. He had a voice that changed its

tone almost as an opal changes colourâ��some-

times deep and thundery, sometimes thin and

whiny, but always a voice that made you listen.

" Many people can bear witness to that,"

Puck answered. " Tell these babes how

it was done. Remember, Master, they do

not know fear."

" So I saw in their faces when we met,"

said Kadmiel. " Yet surely, surely they are

taught to spit upon Jews ? "

ID.MrKANTLY, TO TUCK.
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" Are they ? " said Dan, much interested.

" Where ? "

Puck fell back a pace, laughing. " Kad-

miel is thinking of King John's reign," he

explained. " His people were badly treated

then."

" Oh, we know i/iat," they answered, and

(it was very rude' of them, but they could not

help it) they stared straight at Kadmiel's

mouth to see if his teeth were all there. It

stuck in their lesson-memory that King John

used to pull out Jews' teeth to make them

lend him money.

Kadmiel understood the look and smiled

bitterly.

" No. The King never drew my teeth :

I think perhaps I drew his. Listen ! I

was not born among Christians, but among

Moorsâ��in Spainâ��in a little white town

under the mountains. Yes, the Moors are

cruel, but at least their learned men dare to

think. It was prophesied of me at my

birth that I should be a Lawgiver to a

People of a strange speech and a hard lan-

guage. We Jews are always looking for the

Prince and the Lawgiver to come. Why

not? My people in the town (we were very

few) set me apart as a child of the Prophecy,

the Chosen of the Chosen. We Jews dream

so many dreams. You would never guess it

to see us slink about the rubbish-heaps in

our quarter, but at the day's end â�� doors

shut, candles litâ��aha! then we become the

Chosen again."

He paced back and forth through the

wood. The rattle of the shot-guns never

ceased, and the dogs whimpered a little and

lay flat on the leaves.

" I was a Prince. Yes ! Think of a little

Prince who had never known rough words in

his own house handed over to shouting,

bearded Rabbis, who pulled his ears and

flipped his nose, all that he might learnâ��

learnâ��learn to be King when his time came.

Hd ! Such a little Prince it was ! One eye

he kept on the stone throwing Moorish boys,

and the other it roved about the streets look-

ing for his kingdom. Yes, and he learned

to cry softly when he was hunted up and

down those streets. He learned to do all

things without noise. He played beneath

his father's table when the Great Candle was

lit, and he listened as children listen to the

talk of his father's friends above the table.

They came across the mountains, from out

of all the world, for my Prince's father was

their councillor. , 'They came from behind

the armies of Sala-iid-Uin : from Rome : from

Venice: from England. They stole down

our alley, they tapped secretly at our door,

they took off their rags, they comforted them-

selves, and they talked to my father at the

wine. All over the world the heathen fought

each other. They brought news of these

wars, and while he played beneath the

table my Prince heard these meanly-dressed

ones decide between themselves how, and

when, and for how long King should draw

sword against King, and People rise up

against People. Why not ? We Jews know

how the gold moves with the seasons, and

the crops, and the winds ; circling and looping

and rising and sinking away like a riverâ��a

wonderful underground river. How should

the Kings know that while they fight and

steal and kill?"

The children's faces showed that they

knew nothing at all as, with open eyes, they

trotted and turned beside the long-striding

old man. He twitched his gown over his

shoulders, and a square plate of gold,

studded with jewels, gleamed for a second

through the fur, like a star through flying

snow.

" No matter," he said. " But credit me,

my Prince saw peace or war decided not

once, but many times, by the fall of a coin

spun between a Jew from Bury and a Jewess

from Alexandria, in his father's house, when

the Great Candle was lit. Such power had

we Jews among the Gentiles. Ah, my little

Prince ! Do you wonder that he learned

quickly ? Why not ? "

He muttered to himself awhile and went

on :â��

" My trade was that of a physician. When

I had learned it in Spain I went to the East

to find my kingdom. Why not? A Jew is

as free as a sparrow or a dog. He goes

where he is hunted. In the East I found

libraries where men dared to thinkâ��schools

of medicine where they dared to learn. I was

diligent in my business. Therefore I stood

before Kings. I have been a brother to

Princes and a companion to beggars, and I

have walked between the living and the

dead. There was no profit in it. I did not

find my Kingdom. So in the tenth year of

my travels, when I had reached the utter-

most Eastern sea, I returned to my father's

house. God had wonderfully preserved my

people. None had been slain, none even

wounded, and only a few scourged. I

became once more a son in my father's

house. Again the Great Candle was lit;

again the meanly-apparelled ones tapped on

our door after dusk, and again I heard them

weigh out peace and war, as they weighed
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out the gold on the table. But I was not

richâ��not very rich. Therefore, when those

that had power and knowledge and wealth

talked together, I sat in the shadow. Why not ?

" Yet all my wanderings had shown me

one sure thing, which is, that a King without

money is like a spear without a head. He

cannot do much harm. I said, therefore, to

Elias of Bury : ' Why do our people lend any

more to the Kings that oppress us ? ' ' Be-

cause,' said Elias, ' if we refuse the Kings stir

up their people against us, and the People are

tenfold more cruel than Kings. If thou

doubtest, come with me to Bury, in England,

and live as I live.'

" I saw my mother's face across the candle

flame, and I said, ' I will come with thee to

Bury. Maybe my kingdom shall be there.'

" So I sailed with Elias to the darkness

Christian crops his beard. Even that little

he did not know, for God had deprived him

of all understanding, and had multiplied

pestilence, and famine, and despair upon

the people. Therefore the people turned

against us Jews, who are all people's dogs.

Why not ? Lastly the Barons and the people

rose together against the King because of his

cruelties. Nay â�� nayâ��the Barons did not

love the people, but they saw that if the King

ate up and destroyed the common people, he

would presently destroy the Barons. They

joined then, as cats and rats will join to slay

a snake. I kept the accounts, and I watched

all these things, for I remembered the

Prophecy.

"A great gathering of Barons (to most of

whom we had lent money) came to Bury,

and there, after much talk and a thousand

" THEY SHOWED US TUB ROLL OF THE NEW LAWS."

and the cruelty of Bury in England, where

there are no learned men. How can a man

be wise if he hate ? At Bury I kept his

accounts for Elias, and I saw men kill Jews

there. Noâ��none laid hands on Elias. He

lent money to the King, and the King's

favour was about him. A King will not take

the life so long as there is gold. This King

â��yes, Johnâ��oppressed his people bitterly

because they would not give him money. Yet

his land was a good land, and if he had only

given it rest he might have cropped it as a

runnings-about, they made a roll of the New

Laws that they would force on the King. If

he swore to keep those Laws, they would allow

him a little money. That was the King's

God : moneyâ��to waste. They showed us the

roll of the New Laws. Why not ? We had

lent them money. We knew all their counsels

â��we Jews shivering behind our doors in

Bury." He threw out his hands suddenly.

" We did not seek to be paid all in money.

We sought Powerâ��Powerâ��Power, for that

is our God in our captivity. Power to use !
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"I said to Elias: 'These New Laws are

good. Lend no more money to the King :

so long as he has money he will lie and slay

the people.'

"' Nay,' said Elias. ' I know this people.

They are madly cruel. Better one King than

a thousand butchers. I have lent a little

money to the Barons, or they would torture

us, but my most I

will lend to the King.

He hath promised me

a place near him at

Court, where my wife

and I shall be safe.'

" ' But if the King

be made to keep these

New Laws,' I said,

'the land will have

peace, and the trade

will grow. If we lend

he will fight again.'

"'Who made thee

a Lawgiver in Eng-

land ?' said Elias.

'/know this people.

Let the dogs tear one

another! I will lend

the King ten thou-

sand pieces of gold,

and he can fight the

Barons at his plea-

sure.'

"' There are not

two thousand pieces

of gold in all Eng-

land this summer,' I

said, for I kept the

accounts, and I knew

how the gold moved

â��that wonderful

underground river.

Elias barred home

the windows, and, his

hands about his

mouth, he told me

how, when he was

trading with small

wares in a French

ship, he had come to the Castle of Pevensey."

" Oh ! " said Dan. " Pevensey again !"

and looked at Una.

" There, after they had scattered his pack

up and down the Great Hall, some young

knights carried him to an upper room, and

dropped him into a well in a wall, that rose

and fell with the tide. They called him

Joseph, and threw torches at his wet head.

Why not? When the tide dropped he

thought he stood on old armour; but feeling

with his toes, he raked up bar on bar of soft

gold. Some wicked treasure of the old days

put away, and the secret cut off by the sword.

I have heard the like before. He took a

little with him, and thrice yearly he would

return to Pevensey as a chapman, selling at

no price or profit, till they suffered him to

sleep in the empty room, where he would

plumb and grope, and

take away a few bars.

The great store of it

still remained, and by

long brooding he had

come to look on it as

his own. Yet when

we thought how we

should lift and convey

it, we saw no way.

This was before the

Word of the Lord had

come to me. A walled

fortress possessed by

Normans; in the

midst a forty-foot tide-

well out of which to

remove secretly many

horse-loads of gold !

Hopeless! So Elias

wept. Adah, his wife,

wept too. She had

hoped to stand beside

the Queen's tiring-

maids at Court, when

the King should give

them that place at

Court which he had

promised. Why not ?

She was born in Eng-

land.

"The present evil

to us was that Elias,

out of his strong folly,

had, as it were, pro-

mised the King that

he would arm him

with more gold.

Wherefore the King

in his camp stopped

his ears against the Barons and the people.

Wherefore men died daily. Adah so

desired her place at Court, she besought

Elias to tell the King where the treasure

lay, that the King might take it by force,

and they would trust in his gratitude. Why

not? This Elias refused to do, for he

looked on the gold as his own. They

quarrelled, and they wept at the evening

meal; and late in the night came one Langton

â��a priest, almost learnedâ��to borrow more

HE RAKED UP BAR ON BAR OF SOFT GOLD.
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money for the Barons. Elias and Adah went

to their chamber."

Kadmiel rumbled scornfully in his chest.

The shots across the valley stopped as the

shooting party changed their ground for the

last beat.

"So it was I, not Elias," he went on,

quietly, "that made terms with Langton

touching the fortieth of the New Laws."

" What terms ? " said Puck, quickly. " The

Fortieth of the Great Charter says : ' To none

will we sell, refuse, or deny right or justice.""

" True, but the Barons had written first:

To no free man. It cost me two hundred great

pieces of gold to change those little words.

Langton, the priest, understood. 'Jew

though thou art,' said he, ' the change is

just, and if ever Christian and Jew come to

be equal in England thy people may thank

thee.' Then he went out stealthily, as men

do who deal with Israel by night. I think

he spent my gift upon his altar. Why not?

I have spoken to Langton. He was such a

man as I might have been ifâ��if we Jews had

been a people. But yet, in many things, a

child.

" I heard Elias and Adah abovestairs

quarrel, and, knowing the woman was the

stronger, I saw that Elias would tell the King

of the gold and that the King would continue

in his stubbornness. Therefore I saw that

the gold must be hid from the reach of man.

Of a sudden, the \Vord of the Lord came to

me saying, 'The Morning is come, O thou

that dwellest in the land.' "

Kadmiel halted, all black against the pale

green sky beyond the woodâ��a huge figure,

like a Moses in a picture-Bible.

" I rose. I went out, and as I shut the

door on that House of Foolishness, the woman

looked from the window and whispered, ' I

have prevailed on my husband to tell the

King !' I answered, ' There is no need.

The Lord is with me.'

" In that hour the Lord gave me full

understanding of all that I must do, and His

Hand covered me in my ways. First I went

to London, to a physician of our people, who

sold me certain drugs that I needed. You

shall see why. Thence I went swiftly to

Pevensey. Men fought all around me, for

there were neither rulers nor judges in all the

abominable land. Yet when I walked by

them they cried out that I was one Ahasuerus,

a Jew, condemned, as they believe, to live for

ever, and they fled from me everyways.

Thus the Lord saved me for my work,

and at Pevensey I bought me.a little boat

;md moored it on the mud beneath the

Marsh-gate of the Castle. That also God

showed me."

He was as calm as though he were speak-

ing of some stranger, and his voice filled the

little bare wood with rolling music.

" I cast"â��his hand went to his breast,

and again the strange jewel gleamedâ��" I

cast the drugs which I had prepared into the

common well of the Castle. Nay, I did nc

harm. The more we physicians know, the less

do we do. Only the fool says : ' I dare.' I

caused a blotched rash to break out upon

their skins, with grievous itchings; but I knew

it would fade in fifteen days. I did not

stretch out my hand against their life. They

in the Castle thought it was the plague, and

they ran out, taking with them their very

dogs.

" A Christian physician, seeing that I was

a Jew and a stranger, vowed that I had

brought the sickness from London. This is

the one time I have ever heard a Christian

leech speak truth of any disease. There-

upon the people beat me, but a merciful

woman said : ' Do not kill him now. Push

him into our Castle with his plague, and if, as

he says, it will abate on the fifteenth day, we

can kill him then.' Why not ? They drove

me across the drawbridge of the Castle, and

fled back to their booths. Thus I came to

the treasure."

" But did you know this was all going to

happen just right ? " said Una.

" The Prophecy was that I should be a

Lawgiver to a People of a strange land and

a hard speech. I knew I should not die. I

washed my cuts. I found the tide-well in

the wall, and from Sabbath to Sabbath I

dove and dug there in that empty, Christian-

smelling fortress. He ! I spoiled the

Egyptians ! He ! If they had only known !

I drew up three horse-loads of gold, which I

loaded by night into my boat There had

been gold-dust too, but that was washed out

by many tides."

" Didn't you ever wonder who had put it

there ? " said Dan, stealing a glance at Puck's

calm, dark face under the hood of his

gown.

" Often ; for the gold was new to me. I

know the Golds. I can judge them in the

dark ; but this was heavier and redder than

any we deal in. Perhaps it was the very

gold of Parvaim. Why not ? It went to my

heart to heave it on to the mud; but I saw

well that if the evil thing remained, or if

even the hope of finding it remained, the

King would not sign the new Laws, and the

land would perish."
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"THEY DROVE ME ACROSS THE DRAWBRIDGE OF THE CASTI.K."

"Oh, Marvel!" said Puck, beneath his

breath, rustling in the dead leaves.

" When the boat was loaded I washed my

hands seven times, and pared beneath my

nails, for I would not keep one grain. I went

out by the little gate where the Castle's refuse

is thrown. I dared not hoist sail lest they

should see me ; but the Lord commanded

the tide to bear me carefully, and I was far

from land before the morning."

" Weren't you afraid ? "

" Why ? There were no Christians in the

boat. At sunrise I made my prayer, and

cast out the goldâ��allâ��all that gold ! A

King's ransomâ��no, the ransom of a People !

When I had loosed my hold of the last bar,

the Lord commanded the tide to return me

to a haven at the mouth of a river, and

thence I walked across a wilderness to

Lewes, where I have brethren. They opened

the door to me, and they sayâ��I had not

eaten for two daysâ��they say that I fell across

the threshold, crying, ' I have sunk an army

with horsemen in the sea !'"

" But you hadn't," said Una. " Oh, yes !

I see! You meant King John might have

spent it on that."

" Even so," said Kadmiel.

The firing broke out again close behind

them. The pheasants poured over the top

of a belt of tall firs. They could see young

Mr. Meyer, in his new yellow gaiters, very

busy and excited at the end of the line, and

they could hear the thud of the falling birds.

" But what did Elias of Bury do ?" Puck

demanded. " He had promised gold to

the King.';

Kadmiel smiled grimly. " I sent him word

from London that the Lord was on my side.

When he heard that the plague had broken

out in Pevensey, and that a Jew had been

thrust into the Castle to cure it, he under-

stood my word was true. He and Adah

hurried to Lewes and asked me for an account-

ing. He still looked on the gold as his own.

I told them where I had laid it, and I gave

them full leave to pick it up. . . . Ah, well!

The curses of a fool and the dust of a journey

are two things no wise man can escape. . . .

But I pitied Elias ! The King was wroth at

him because he could not lend ; the Barons

were wroth at him because they heard that

he would have lent to the King; and Adah

was wroth at him because she was an odious

woman. They took ship from Lewes to

Spain. That was wise ! "
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" And you ? Did you see the signing of

the Law at Runnymede ?" said Puck, as

Kadmiel laughed behind his beard.

" Nay. Who am I to meddle with things

too high for me ? I returned to Bury, and

lent money on

the autumn crops.

Why not?"

There was a

crackle overhead.

A cock-pheasant

that had sheered

aside after being

hit spattered

down almost on

top of them,

driving up the

dry leaves like a

shell. Flora and

Folly threw them-

selves at it; the

children rushed

f o r w a r d, and

when they had

beaten them off

and smoothed

down the plum-

age Kadmiel had

disappeared.

" Well," said

Puck, calmly,

" what did you

think of it? Wel-

and gave the

Sword! The

Sword gave the

Treasure, and the

Treasure gave the

Law. Natural

as an oak grow-

ing."

" I don't understand. Did he know it

was Sir Richard's old treasure ?" said Dan.

" And why did Sir Richard and Brother

Hugh leave it lying about ? Andâ��and "

" Never mind," said Una, politely. " He'll

let us come and go, and look, and know

another time. Won't you, Puck ? "

" Next year, maybe," Puck answered.

" Brr! It's coldâ��and late. I'll race you

towards home !"

They hurried down into the sheltered valley.

The sun had almost sunk behind Cherry Clack,

ths trodden ground by the cattle-gates was

freezing at the edges, and the new-waked

north wind blew the night on them from over

the hills. They picked up their feet and flew

across the browned pastures, and when they

halted, panting in the steam of their own

breath, the whirling dead leaves came up

behind them. Puck had stopped by the

Mill. There was Oak and Ash and Thorn

enough in that

shower to magic

away a thousand

memories.

So they trotted

to the brook at

the end of the

lawn, and won-

dered why Flora

and Folly had not

caught the quarry-

hole fox.

Old Hobden

was just finishing

some hedge-

work. They saw

his white smock

glimmer in the

twilight where he

faggoted the rub-

bish.

"Winter, he's

come, I rackon,

Mus' Dan," he

called. " Hard

times now till

Heffle Cuckoo

Fair. Yes, we'll

all be glad to see

the Old Woman

let the cuckoo

out o' the basket

for to start

lawful Spring in

England."

A voice the

other side of the brook boomed : â��

" Oh, it's then, my dears, we'll meet again,

At HelHe Cuckoo Fair."

They heard a crash, and a stamp and a

splash of water as though a heavy old cow

were crossing almost under their noses.

Hobden ran forward angrily to the ford.

" Gleason's bull again, playin' Robin all

over the Farm ! Oh, look, Mus' Danâ��his

great foot-mark as big as a trencher. No

bounds to his impidence ! I'll go an' hide un

a piece with a bat! "

Then the children went in singing

" Cuckoo Fair" at the tops of their voices,

without even having said i; good-bye" to

Puck.

*AI' SUNKISt 1 MAU1 MV CRAVEK, AND CAHl UUT IHK UULDâ��ALL

â��ALL THAT GOLD ! "

THE END.
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THIS MAP SHOWS THE KUUTE FR->M CHARING CKOSS KUL'ND

LONDON, THE NUMBKKS INDICATING THK POSITIONS OK THE

No. I.â��ROUND LONDON.

AT first blush it would seem physically

impossible to see London in a day.

It would appear even more difficult

to exhibit all the lions of London within

six pages of a magazine. But this, too, as

the present article shows, is quite feasible.

We will suppose the stranger to the Metro-

polis arrives at Charing Cross Railway

Station. Passing to the left along the

Strand, Trafalgar Square bursts into view.

The National Gallery and St. Martin's

Church are on the north. Two or three

minutes' walk to westward and we are in

the Haymarket, whose theatre of that

name has seen some notable triumphs.

Behind the National Gallery is Leicester

Square, with its centre adorned by a small

marble statue of Shakespeare, and its

palatial music-halls. A little farther west-

ward and we are now in Piccadilly Circus,
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in the centre of which is the tasteful

fountain erected by Alfred Gilbert, R.A.

We now traverse Regent Street, which,

with its Colonnade, was built by Nash in

the days of the Regency. Oxford Circus

is in the centre of a famous shopping

district. Continuing, we come to Lang-

ham Place and Queen's Hall, the high

temple of the concert world, and to the

church (All Soul's) where Lord Byron

was married, and then, debouching into

Marylebone Road, we find ourselves

at Tussaud's Waxworks Exhibition,

which is just on the edge of Regent's

Park.

This great London pleasaunce we may

traverse as far as the Zoological Gardens,

and then skirting on the north Lord's

Cricket Ground looms in sight. \\ e may

just peep in, and then, darting down

Grove Road, we are before the terminus

of the Great Central Railway and the

porticoes of the Great Central Hotel.

Thence down the Edgware Road to the

Marble Arch and along the Bayswater

Road to Lancaster Gate, where we enter

Kensington Gardens, skirt the Round

PC Hid, getting a fine view of Kensington

I'a lace, where Queen Victoria was born,

and then southward to the beautiful

memorial to the memory of her Consort,

Prince Albert. Returning eastward

through the park, we are now in Rotten

Row, watching the equestrians careering,

just where it almost touches that great

artificial river, the silvery Serpentine.

Passing through Albert Gate and along

Knightsbridge we pause to examine the

noble proportions of the Albert Hall

before reaching the High Street of

.' V
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Kensington, packed with memories of Queen

Anne's day. The church of St. Mary Abbot's

is on our right, and a little farther on the

same side is Holland House and I'ark, the

ancient seat of the Earl of Ilchesttr.

Opposite the Earl's Court Road gives us

a glimpse of the exhibition grounds and the

(ireat Wheel. Bending back along Crom-

well Road we pass Exhibition Road at right

angles, that thoroughfare distinguished by

many notable buildings, including the

Imperial Institute and the Natural History

Museum. Close at hand is Brompton

Oratory, with memories of Cardinals

Newman, Manning, and Vaughan.

Proceeding southward down Sloane Street

into Sloane Square, where the Court Theatre

is situate, we reach Chelsea Hospital, and

crossing the Thames by Chelsea Bridge we

gain a glimpse of Battersea Park, before re-

crossing to the Tate Gallery, where so many

popular canvases are housed. \V'e are now

not far from Victoria Station, newly recon-

structed, and the new Roman Catholic

Cathedral. A stone's throw away is His

Majesty's London residence, Buckingham

Palace, and opposite it is rising the splendid

memorial to the late Queen.

Across the green expanse the towers

of St. James's Palace are in view, and

close beside it Marlborough House, the

town residence of the Heir Apparent.

Straight up St. James's Street, with its cele-

brated clubs, White's, Brooks's, and the

Cocoa Tree, and so to the top of this

thoroughfare into Piccadilly. Pressing west-

ward, we catch a glimpse of Devonshire

House and the Ritz Hotel, while a little

farther on we come to Apsley House and

Hyde Park Comer. Continuing our hasty

perambulation up Park Lane, Dorchester

House, the American Ambassador's residence,

comes into view. Having surveyed Park Lane

I

fircndlll

42 Hyde Park Cornti.. ;

J
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to its uttermost end, we emerge into Oxford

Street, and strolling eastward we make a rapid

turn into Hanover Square, the purlieu of

many learned societies. From thence is but

a few dozen steps to Bond Street, the most

fashionable shopping street in the Metropolis.

At the terminus of Old Bond Street we turn

for a moment to the left, and entering a

portico take a glimpse of Burlington House,

formerly the town house of the Earls of

Burlington, but now chiefly the habitat of the

Royal Academy.

A re crossing of Piccadilly brings us to

St. James's Square, where dwell several of

London's chief nobility. A few yards of

pavement and, presto ! we are in 1'all Mall,

with the Carlton, the Reform, and the

Athenanim Clubs all within a juvenile

stone's throw. Turning past the Athenfeum,

the tall I Hike of York's Column at the bottom

of Waterloo Place confronts us. Carlton

House Terrace crosses the thoroughfare just

before we descend the steps into St. lames's

Park and move on directly to spacious White-

hall. Here are the Admiralty, the new War

Office, and the Home Office. Scotland Yard,

too, is just off Whitehall.

But the chief object which rivets our

attention is that shrine of the British

Empire, Westminster, " the Abbey that

makes us We," as Mr. Kipling has it.

Closely flanking this sacred edifice rise the

towers of the Houses of Parliamentâ��the

Palace of St. Stephen'sâ��with Big Ben

chiming from his tower. Hard by are

Bridge Street and Westminster Bridge, upon

which U'ordsworth once wrote a noble ode.

We now again cross Father Thames and in a

few brief steps we are standing before I^ambeth

Palace, the town house of the Primate.

Traversing that curious thoroughfare fami-

liarly known as the New Cut, we emerge into

Southwark Street, near which are the head-
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quarters of the Metropolitan Fire Brigade.

Close by, too, is the Old George Inn, an

historic tavern, dating from the reign of the

eighth Henry. We see from the river

Blarkfriars Bridge, while hum Bankside*the

mighty dome of St. Paul's Cathedral lifts

itself into the blue firmament. Close at

hand is the newly constituted Southwark

Cathedral, yet an ancient edifice neverthe-

less. Yonder the Thames is spanned by

London Bridge, successor of several other

bridges of the same name.

Here we may step on a river steamer and

proceed down the Thames, the Custom

House to our left, steaming beneath the

Tower Bridge and over that wonder of

engineering, Blackwall Tunnel, to Greenwich.

That beautiful white pile which confronts

you here is Greenwich Hospital. Behind it

is the great Observatory, which regulates the

time for these islands. Re-embarking on the

steamboat we are soon across the Thames

to Wapping. A brief jaunt from hence and

we are viewing the London Docks. Up

Jubilee Street and we are in the Mile End

Road, where is situate the People's Palace,

that realization of Sir Walter Besant's dream.

Returning, we reach Whitechapel Road

and the renowned London Hospital. Here

let us make an avenue of the Minories, so as

to reach the Mint and the Tower of London.

The Monument to commemorate the Fire

of London next claims us, which we reach

through Lower Thames Street, and there

(hid ourselves in King William Street and

at the corner of Cannon Street. We are now

in close proximity to that open space which

is bordered by the Royal Exchange, the

Bank of England, and the Mansion House.

We must turn up Leadenhall Street, and

then, passing through Houndsditch and

Liverpool Street, we find ourselves at F'inshury

Circus. Returning by way of Moorgate

onkx fl â�¢â�¢ riu- T



43Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Street to the Poultry, the interesting objects

of the Guildhall must needs detain us for a.

few moments. But we are quickly in Queen

Victoria Street, and, stopping to gaze for a

few moments at the Times office, we retrace

our steps to Cheapside, close to Bow Church.

Soon St. Martin's le-Grandâ��the General Post

Officeâ��stands before us. But we cannot

pause; our feet are on the pavement of New-

gate Street for scarce a few yards and then

through Paternoster Square, lo ! high above us

rises St. Paul's. We stand enthralled and then

reluctantly we tear ourselves away, descend

Ludgate Hill, and gain Holborn Viaduct.

Up the Gray's Inn Road we go, with the

Inns of Court on our left, and pause awhile

to inspect the beautiful old St. John's Gate at

Clerkenwell. Continuing our route, University

College, in Gower Street, next claims our

attention, and a few minutes later we are

rewarded by a sight of the British Museum.

From this temple and repository of learning

we must make our way along High Holborn

to Lincoln's Inn Fields and Chancery Lane,

the rendezvous of the legal fraternity. This

thoroughfare conducts us to Fleet Street,

where we may glance at the premises of the

leading London newspapers.

Passing down New Bridge Street and

skirting the ancient Temple we find

ourselves once more in the Strand, while

close by are the beautiful Law Courts.

Somerset House is passed on the left, and

then, traversing Aldwych, with its new

theatres, particularly the Gaiety, we find our-

selves hard by Covent Garden Market and

the Opera House. From thence to the Km-

bankment, with its charming gardens and the

mystic Egyptian obelisk known as Cleopatra's

Needle, with its flanking stone sphinxes, and

then the warning shriek of an engine is in

our ears andâ��our itinerary is ended.
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LTHOUGH there was no

wind it was bitterly cold.

The strong thaw of the past

two days had turned to a

hard frost in the night, and

in the early morning there

had been a light fall of snow. Every tree,

every twig and blade of grass glittered and

flashed in a dazzling sheath of white; the

village at the foot of the mountain was like a

softly smudged-in picture of white and subtly

blended greys; the frozen river, dead and

motionless between its banks, shone like a

great black curving ribbon; a blue jay, flying

from one laden bough to another, gleamed

like a living sapphire. The mountain road,

winding round and upwards, was all sheeted

over, but here and there the snow had drifted

aside, and an ice-glazed pool sparkled like a

mirror. Once I^amotte's chestnut, setting

his foot upon one, slid, and would have

stumbled to his knees but for his rider's

quickness and skill. The sheriff drew rein

presently, dismounting.

"We're best on our feet from here, Mr.

Lamotte, and in among the trees, by your

leave ; we'll be in sight of the house in a

minute if we keep to the road. And it isn't

judgment to startle our man and give him a

chance to run if he is around."

" Eh ? Of course not â�� no," Lamotte

answered, rather disjointedly; he had not

spoken half-a-dozen sentences since the ride

began. " He won't be," he said, curtly.

" He must guess that the thing's found out.

He has made tracks out of the State, I

should say."

The sheriff shook a shrewd head.

"There hasn't been time for that â�� he'd

wait for night, anyway. And you can't make

tracks far without money, Mr. Lamotte."

" Probably he has money."

"Because he has helped himself to it?"

The sheriff laughed. " I'll wager he hasn't

a cent. Young Rose has beenâ��as I could

have told your uncleâ��going off the straight

for quite a while now. How ? The usual

ways. Betting and horse-racing over in

Addison â�� that's where the four thousand

dollars have gone to, you may take it from

me. Young fools of his sort don't pull up,

once they get started on that game. They

souse down and go under. As for his coming

here first thing â�� I miss my guess if he

wouldn't ! "

" To a womanâ��a girlâ��for money ? " said

Lamotte, with irritation.

"Virginia Whitcomb isn't the usual sort

of a girl, Mr. I^amotte, as you'd know if you'd

ever seen her. But she keeps to home most

timesâ��often doesn't set foot in the village

once in a monthâ��kind of stand-offish and

unsociable, the women say. But she's smart.

Why, she's run the farm since her father died

â��made it pay, too, which is what the old

man never did when he owned it. Can't see

why she wanted to take up with Frank Rose,

for my part. He's chewed string compared

with her."

" They're engaged, you say ? "

" That's so. Folks said they'd be married

last fall, but it didn't come to anything. I

wouldn't say that Frank didn't shy at hitch-

ing when it came to the pointâ��he's a bit

afraid of Virginia, if you ask me. She's a

spirit and a temper and a will of her own,

and I guess he knows it."

The sheriff chuckled. Lamotte said

nothing. His handsome face was set in

lines so rigid that it looked inflexible, but

he was only horribly uneasy and perturbed.

Now, although his expression did not relax,

its gloom lightened. His fancy pictured, with

some relief, a strident Amazon. To deal with

such a one would be awkward and disagree-

able, but could scarcely be piteous. At the



432

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

best the task before him was more than

distasteful, and, he felt, an unlucky begin-

ning to his management of the great saw-

mills which would probably be his own

property one day. But old Squire Lamotte

had taken his accompanying the sheriff so

entirely for granted that he had not cared to

disclaim. His examination of young Rose's

accounts had been made in the usual order

of business, prompted in no sense by sus-

picion. But there had appeared mistakes,

discrepancies ; his questions had met with

evasive answers, doubt had merged into

certainty, and before it was well verified

'AS THEY HESITATED AN OLD MAN

AIM'EAREU FROM A DOORWAY."

there had come the flight of

the wretched boy. Old Lamotte

was not the man to take the

theft of some four thousand dollars quietly;

the fact that the culprit had been some-

what of a favourite only added to his

wrath. If the sheriff proved right in his con-

fident surmise, and they ran their quarry to

earth presently " You don't suggest she

knew ? " he demanded.

" About the racing, and such ? Lord,

no," said the sheriff, comfortably. " He'd

have been brought up with a pretty smart

turn if she'd guessed that. As for the other

â��whew ! " He lowered his voice. " We'd

best be as quiet as may be, Mr. Lamotte. A

piece to the right, and we'll come out close

to the house."

He stole on, winding cautiously in and

out among the tree trunks, and Lamotte

followed stolidly. In a few minutes they

emerged upon the road before the mountain

farm, an irregular, solid structure of comfort-

able, prosperous, and weather-beaten looks.

There was no sign of life in or about the

great yard that surrounded it but a big white

Canadian horse harnessed to a small, stout

country cart, its patient head hanging down.

The sheriff's posse of half-a-dozen men,

dispatched with their instructions before they

left White River, had placed

themselves with proper cau-

tion, it seemed. As they

hesitated an old man ap-

peared from a doorwayâ��a

stooping, muffled - up figure

with a sparse fringe of white

hair showing beneath the

edge of his fur cap. Moving

with slow, pottering uncer-

tainty he began to stow some

bundles he carried under the

seat of the cart; seemingly

he did not see the two men

by the gate. The sheriff

hailed him. " Say, daddy,

Miss Whitcomb at home?"

he called briskly, advancing.

The old man was evidently

deafâ��he did not turn. Before

the call could be repeated a

woman's voice spoke from

within the house, loud, crisply

sweet, and decisive.

" There's more snow com-

ing, Mr. Whiteâ��you want to

hurry all you can or you'll

be caught in it. Have you

got everything ? Tell Aunt

Lucinda I'll be over to Hill-

crest early next week, most

likely. Did you put that

everlasting pillow in the cart? She's been

wanting one for her rheumatism all winter.

That's all right, then. Good-bye."

The old man, grunting some inarticulate

response, climbed clumsily into his seat,

starting the horse with a slap of the reins;

the cart rolled smoothly out of the snow-

covered yard by an opposite gate. The

village of Hillcrest, so much larger than

White River that it almost considered itself a

town, lay on the farther slope of the moun-

tain. As the cart departed the sheriff touched

Lamotte's arm.
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"That's old Andrew White," he said, in a

whisper. " He's been hired man to Mrs.

Macey, old man Whitcomb's sister, for

twenty years and more. It's quite as well

he's offâ��the less folks one has around the

better in a job of this sort. He's mostly up

from Hillcrest once in a week or so. He's

deaf as an adder."

" Was that the girl's voice ? It sounded

cool enough. The boy can't be here,"

Lamotte whispered back, uneasily.

" I miss my guess if he isn't," retorted the

sheriff, with confidence. " The old man

wouldn't think anything if he saw him, don't

you see ? Why should he ? We'll go right

in, Mr. Lamotte, and you'd best leave the

talking to me, if you please. I don't

think "

" Hush !" Lamotte breathed, sharply.

He caught the sheriff's arm. From the

doorway a girl had flashed suddenly into

view, turning towards the second gate with a

swing of dark-blue skirts and a flutter of

white apron. Of her face he caught only a

glimpse, so quick was her movement, but he

stared at the superb young figure with its

alert spring and balance, its perfect blending

of strength and grace; at the proud little

head, bare but for its great coils of ruddy

hair. This was Virginia Whitcomb ! Why

should such a creature look twice at a mere

pretty boy like Frank Rose ? he wondered,

confusedly. She ran to the gate, showing a

parcel in her handâ��evidently her design had

been to call the old man backâ��swung round

again, saw them, and let it fall. The sheriff,

one wary eye on the door, advanced and

picked it up.

"Good day, Miss Virginia. Do you want

him back? Shall I send him a hail?"he

asked, urbanely.

" Noâ��it doesn't matter. I can take it to

Aunt Lucinda myself; she won't need it,"

said the girl. As she said it, mechanically

taking the parcel, her dark eyes not glancing

beyond the sheriff's portly figure, she put out

her hand. " Good day, Mr. Morrison. What

brings you here ? "

" A little piece of business, Miss Virginia,

by your leave."

" Business ! With me ? " Her eyes went

to I,amotte ; the slightest movement of her

head acknowledged his bow ; the tone of her

next words included him. " If that's so you

had best come into the house, please," she

said, quietly. " It's too cold to stand talking

here."

She turned to the door. The sheriff's face,

as he followed, showed in its involuntary

Vol. xxxii.-55.

blankness that the invitation was the last

thing he had expected. A short passage led

into a great kitchen. Two or three doors

opening from it stood ajar; one was fast

shut. The sheriff's keen eye was upon it

before he looked at the girl. She had paused

by the table with one hand resting on it,

looking at him, waiting, it seemed. Her

beautiful face, broad-browed, firm-lipped,

had no flicker of expression in it beyond one

of faint wonder. But it was very pale. In

the moment's silence an unseen clock in a

shadowy corner seemed to Lamotte to tick

as loudly as a hammer. The room was

bright with the blaze of a great fire; out-

side it would have been almost dark but for

the dim white light which seemed to radiate

from the snow. The sheriff cleared his

throat with a sounding cough.

" This is Mr. I^amotte, Miss Virginia.

You'll have heard that he's come to manage

the saw-mills for Squire Lamotte down

yonder, maybe ? "

" I suppose everybody in White River will

know that," said the girl, calmly. She did

not move her eyes.

" As for his business here, it's the same as

mine," pursued the sheriff, " and I know he's

as sorry as I am that we've had to come

upon it. But that's neither here nor there.

You know what it is, I see, and I'm sorry for

you, my dear. I've girls of my own, and I

can make a guess as to how they'd feel.

I want Frank Rose."

" Frank Rose ? "

" He's here, you know," said the sheriff,

comfortably.

"Here?"

" He came here last night pretty lateâ��or

maybe early this morning," said the sheriff.

"Didn't he?"

"What if he did? It isn't the first time

by a good many that Frank Rose has been

to see me."

"And he hasn't gone away again," went on

the sheriff. " He'd wait for night, for one

thing, and probably didn't expect we should

be quite so smart after him, for another. He

came to get money from you to take him

away."

" Did he ? " She half laughed.

" He told you he was in a bit of trouble

and must make tracks without losing time.

Maybe he didn't mention just what the trouble

was. From what I know of him I should

guess he wouldn't. If not, it's Mr. Lamotte's

businessâ��being his uncle'sâ��and perhaps

he'll make it clearer than I should."

There was a pause. The girl slowly
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turned her eyes towards Lamotte. " Perhaps

you had better," she dropped, laconically.

Lamotte told in a few awkwardly stumbling

sentences. He was horribly embarrassed,

torn between rage against the miserable boy,

pity for the girl, and bewildered anger at the

indifferent contempt which seemed to forbid

her even to glance at him. She listened

without stirring, her two clenched hands

resting upon the table behind her as she

stood back against it. He would sooner

have held his tongue and replaced the

money, he told himself, in helpless wrath,

than have faced this, could he have foreseen

itâ��the usual feminine clamour of sobs and

tears would have been easier to endure. She

glanced at him again when he was silent, as

though, he felt, he were the culprit rather

than the accuser.

" He has stolen four thousand dollars ? "

she questioned,

briefly.

" I am sorryâ��

yes."

"It can be

proved ?"

" It is proved."

"That means the

State's prisonâ��

when you find

him ? "

" Yes."

" You had better

find him, Mr.

Lamotte!"

The nonchalant

carelessness of her

tone was matched

by the nonchalant

grace of her atti-

tude as she stood

erect again;

Lamotte was as

acutely aware of

the one as of the

other. The sheriff

interposed.

" Now, look here,

Miss Virginia," he

reasoned, sensibly,

" this won't do a mite of good, you knowâ��

not a mite. I've got a warrant for young

Rose and I've got to have him. Of course

you'd have got him away if you could, though

he's pretty poor goods anyway to run off the

straight when there's a girl like you to keep

him on it. You won't make it worse for him

by taking it nicely. He came here, sure

enough, didn't he?"

" Perhaps he did:'

" Ah ! And he hasn't gone away again ? "

She said nothing. " No. Then the question

is, ' Where is he now ? '" She was still

dumb. " I'll have to make a search, you

know," said the sheriff, resignedly ; " that's

what it comes to, if you won't take it nicely."

" Search ! " cried the girl. She burst into

a laugh, ran across, and flung one of the

doors wide open. " Do, Mr. Morrisonâ��why

not ?â��you're welcome to, for me ! You'll only

find old Hannah out there, and she won't

help you muchâ��she's as deaf as Andrew

White, and stiffer; but you've your men

around the house, I suppose ? Mr. Lamotte

might be of use. but perhaps he'd rather keep

guard over me. You'd best hurry, though.

It will be dark before long. Noâ��wait !

There's my own roomâ��begin by making

sure he's not hidden there !"

THEKES MY OWN ROOMâ��BEGIN BY MAKING SURE HES NOT HIDDEN THERE!

She was magnificent as she threw open the

one shut door ; her brown eyes blazed over

the two. The sheriff, with a shrug, turned

and went out; in a moment his whistle broke

the silence as he called up a couple of his

men. Lamotte had made a hasty step forward

with a sharp exclamation of refusal and

dissent. The girl drew back, ostentatiously

leaving the way clear.
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"Are you going in?" she demanded, dis-

dainfully.

" No ! " In spite of himself his voice was

angry ; he was confounded by this illogical

feminine tempest of passion and scorn; he

knew little about women; in some ways he

was as unpractised as a boy. " You must

know I am not. And you must know

that you are abominably unjust to me. Is

this wretched business my fault ? I would

sooner have gone fifty miles the other way

than come here."

" You did come !" she retorted.

"As my uncle's representativeâ��I could

hardly help myself. Do you fancy it is any

pleasure to me to

hunt a man down

â��a boy ? Good

Heaven, I could

almost wish I knew

for certain that he

was not hereâ��that

he had got safely

away."

" I have not said

he was here !" she

flashed.

" And I have

not asked you. I

shall not ask

whether he

here."

" He's not here ! "

she declared, defiantly.

" Help the sheriff search

â��you'll see ! "

Lamotte said nothing.

As he moved back ho

glanced from the win-

dow across the snow-

covered yard; the two

horses stood by the

hitching-post just within

the gate, their heads

drooping patiently. The sounds of the

sheriff and his assistants were audible, mixed

with an old woman's shrilly protesting voice.

The girl slowly shut the door, advancing to

the table.

" Did youâ��find it out ?" she asked,

abruptly.

" Yes."

" Squire Lamotte used to likeâ��Frank. If he

was paid the money backâ��most of itâ��

She stopped. Neither faced towards the

window, and the snow had deadened the

sound of approaching feet, but now there

came a soft rush in the passage, and a girl

ran in. The hood had dropped back upon

her neck, the firelight showed the fallen

strands of fair hair all forlornly about her

small, white, strained face, her piteous, wild

blue eyes. Lamotte recognised her instantly

as Lucy Ray, the daughter of the White

River postmaster ; the little thing was a

village coquette and beauty, he knew; he

had seen her more than once with young

Rose. He drew back with a sharp breath ;

some premonition of what was coming

quickened his heart at the sight of her

frantic distress of look and gesture. She saw

nothing beyond Virginia's tall figure as she

rushed to and clutched her by the hands.

"Virginia, Virginia, has he got away?"

she gasped. " Frank

â��Frankâ��has he got

away ?"

you

or is

VI I.'..IMA, VIRGINIA, HAS HK GOT AWAY?' SHE GASPED."

" Frank ! " Virginia's voice rose high ; the

gesture with which she freed her hands was

also a gesture of desperate warning. " You're

crazy, Lucy," she said, sternly. " What

should bring Frank here? He's not here ! "

" He isâ��he is !" cried the girl, wildly.

She wrung her hands ; her childish blonde

prettiness was all blurred by weeping and

terror. " He is; or he has been. Oh,

Virginia, you know he has ! He came to me

for just a minute and told me what he'd done

and that they'd found it all out, and that he'd

have to come to you because he hadn't

a cent of money to get away. He'd tell

you everything, he said ; it would be just as
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well as not, because you wouldn't want to

have anything more to say to him now, any-

way. He'd have told you beforeâ��he wanted

toâ��honest, he didâ��but he was always sort

of afraid of you, and so was I. You cared

for him too much to take it easy, he said."

She recoiled with a weak, frightened scream.

" Ah ! He didn't tell you ! "

" Did not tell me what ?" demanded

Virginia, harshly. " What's there to tell me,

Lucy, about Frank and you ? "

She caught the girl by her slim shoulder

and shook her. Shrinking under the touch,

she fell on her knees and clung to her skirts

with a wail.

" Oh, Virginia, we've been awful cruel to

" SHE DROPPED, CROUCHING AT THE OTHEK'S FEET.

you ; I know we have. But it wasn't Frank's

fault. He couldn't help it that he got fond

of me; he would have been always, but that

he'd got to think of you. We both went

near crazy when there was that talk about

your being married in the fallâ��I felt that if

things went on so I'd die. So we just went

over to Addison the week after Thanksgiving,

andâ��and "

" And were married ? "

The reply was a frightened moan rather

than a "Yes." Virginia slowly drew herself

freeâ��without looking at her Lamotte saw

how white she was. In the moment's dead

silence the sheriff's heavy tread sounded

outside. The girl stumbled, sobbing, to her

feet.

" Virginia, you won't go back on Frank

because I told you ? You'll help him to get

away? If you don't it won't make us any the

less married, and we couldn't help it, anyhow.

I know he's here ! He said to me he'd stay

till night and then get down to Hillcrest and

over to Addison by the cars. Heâ��ah !â��

ah ! " she shrieked.

Her cry as she saw Lamotte, and, turning,

saw the sheriff at the door, was like the

scream of a trapped

rabbit ; she dropped,

crouching at the other's

feet, clutching her gown.

Virginia looked from one

to the other of the two

men.

" He's not here ! " she

said, fiercely, between

shut teeth. " He's not

been here ! You'd best

go, unless you want to

frighten her right to

death. I say he's not

here ! "

It was Lamotte she

looked at. He said

nothing. The girl writhed

as she lay and wailed.

The sheriff came forward

a pace.

" Now, see here, Vir-

ginia," he began, sooth-

ingly. " You won't make

it better by holding to

this, and there's no reason

why you should try. He's

treated you mean, and

worse than mean, my

dear. He's here, or has

been, sure enoughâ��his

own wife's given him

away. Now, which is it, and where is he ?

Come!"

" Ask his wife," said Virginia. With one

movement she shook herself free and sprang

to the shut door of her room. The white

fixity had left her face ; her eyes blazed as

she looked over her shoulder and laughed.

" She says he's gone to Hillcrest; you'd best

go too, and see. But you don't need to

hurry â�� the cars for Addison don't come

through for two hours yet. Wait till she
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conies to herself, and she'll tell you some

more if you frighten her. Don't come to

me ; I'm done with itâ��done !"

She was gone through the doorwayâ��the

key turned and a bolt was shot; the two

men were left with the half-swooning girl

lying between them. When, after a helpless

pause, Lamotte lifted and put her into a

chair her limbs drooped like a dead

woman's. Both looked from her to the

door that had shut behind Virginia.

" He can't be here," Lamotte whispered.

" You think she'd have given him away ? "

" What would a girl be likely to do under

such a shock?" He clenched his hand and

swore an oath between set teeth. " The

young villain ' " he muttered.

"Well, I dunno." The sheriff rubbed his

ear, glancing down at the girl. " She said

he'd make for Hillcrest, which is about how

I figured it out myself. The question isâ��

has he gone yet, and had I best "

" What's that ? " cried I^motte, loudly.

A shadow had darkened the window ; they

sprang to it; the sheriff uttered a shout.

Dim as the light was both recognised the

figure running across the snow-covered yard

towards the hitching-post; it was in the

chestnut's saddle as they rushed out; a

bullet whistled between them as it wheeled

through the gate. The sheriff, running to his

own horse, set his foot upon a patch of ice

and fell heavilyâ��he was a stout man.

Trying to struggle up again, he sank back

with a groan.

" My ankle's twisted!" he shouted.

" After him with you, Mr. Lamotteâ��the

villain will do us yet ! Take my horse, and

mind his gun. The young demon can ride

like a redskin and shoot like the very deuce,

confound him !"

" Hang his gun !" Lamotte cried. The

''ping" of the bullet, the sight of the flying

man had in an instant stirred in him all the

primitive blood of the hunter, that in its

roused heat knows neither pity nor fear;

with a spring he was astride the second horse.

"I'll stick to him and ride him down or

know why ' But don't worry those women

â��take your men off and go back ! " he

shouted, and galloped out of the yard.

The chestnut had had a minute's start, and

bore the lighter weight: Lamotte, as his

own horse settled into its stride, realized

that if no stumble occurred the result of the

race was no foregone conclusionâ��his quarry

might get away after all. Where had the

girl hidden him ? Had the flinging open of

that shut door been a desperate bluff?

Surely it must have been. And now, made

aware of the young cur's treachery, had she

offered him or had he taken this last chance

of escape ? How she had faced it out, faced

them both, lied even, the beautiful, brave,

splendid creature ! Though the wretched

boy had deceived and betrayed herâ��had

crawled to her for succour and still held his

coward's tongue, yet she had not given him

up ! He could ride, thoughâ��he might have

been welded upon the chestnut's back ; the

distance between them increased rather than

lessened. Lamotte lashed his horse as they

galloped down the curving slope of the

whitened road; more than once only his

quickness of foot and hand saved him from

a crashing stumble forward as the flying hoofs

struck upon a glaze of ice. They dashed

into a clearingâ��for a space the way was

almost level ; he gained. Upon its farther

side the road forked left and right; the two

snowy streaks showed plainly in the frosty

light of the moon. The chestnut swerved to

the leftâ��the fugitive was making for' the

river. A second clearing widened out, bring-

ing it into view, black and motionless in its

frozen sleep. Was the young idiot out of his

wits ? Did he design to trust himself to the

ice ? He was heading straight for it, and

there, a mere stone's throw below They

were almost upon the level, closer together

than they had been yet. Lamotte sent a

shout through the white silence of the

glistening night.

" Stop, you young fool ! The ice won't

bearâ��it's broken thereâ��don't you see?

Stop, or I'll shoot, confound you!"

An answer came backâ��a laugh of defiance

or a cry of warning, he never knew which.

He saw the other turn in his saddle and lift

his arm, and his own hand, in the act of

drawing his revolver, dropped to his sideâ��

a bullet had ripped through sleeve and flesh

midway between his elbow and shoulder.

As he involuntarily jerked the bridle at the

red-hot sting of the wound, his horse slipped

and stumbled upon the icy track, plunging

heavily forward, and he was flung from his

seat. Instinctively jumping clear as he fell,

he sprang up unhurt, and in a moment had

the struggling animal upon its feet. It was

all so rapid that it was only as he did so that

he felt the warm gush of blood and fairly

realized that he had been hit. A shrill cry

had come from young Rose; he swung

round to see him motionless at the edge of

the road, the dim oval of his face as white as

snow in the moonlight. He was perhaps

twenty yards from the spot where the ice was
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broken jaggedly, lying like a great tongue

upon the water, some dozen feet from the

shore. At that point the stream widened

suddenly, and there were spring holes and

cross-currents ; it was rarely frozen so far

down, and the strong two days' thaw which

had preceded the return of

the frost had done its work.

Lamotte raised his voice again,

dragging at the bridle of his

excited horse as it plunged

and backed.

" Stay where you are ! " he

shouted. "Give yourself up,

you young fool, or I'll shoot!

Get down and keep your hands

in sight. I'll give you till I

count ten. One ! "

He counted to fiveâ��the

other sat rigid. At six he

dropped from the saddle and

stood with his head drooping

sullenly, his arms

at his sides. His

pursuer was within

fifty yards of him

when in a flash

he wheeled about,

struck the chest-

nut's flanks a blow

that sent it career-

ing madly down

the road, darted

across, and with a

spring was upon

the projecting

tongue of ice.

With a cry of

amazement and

rage â�� the thing

was so lightning-

swift and unex-

pected â�� Lamotte

let the bridle of his own horse go; it tore

wildly after its fellow as he rushed down the

slope. The fugitive had fallen with the force

of his leap ; he staggered to his feet again

find turned.

" Go back !" he cried, loudly. " The ice

will bear meâ��it won't bear you ! Go back !"

He started to run. Lamotte was at the

brink ; he gathered himself and sprang. The

ice seemed to heave and sink as his weight

struck it; there was a fierce cracking volley

like a rattle of musketry, and a violent

rocking pitch flung him upon his knees.

He gathered himself up in time to see the

boy stop and recoil with a scream of dismay

â��a great rent of black water gaped within a

yard of his feet; the shock had broken the

ice-tongue clear away. As, with a second

cry, he made as though to spring across the

fast widening space, Lamotte's hand caught

his shoulder and dragged him roughly back.

" D'you want to kill yourself, you young

D'VOU WANT TO KILL YOURSELF, YOU YOUNG IDIOT?' HK DEMANDED, GRUFFLY."

idiot ? " he demanded, gruffly. " Haven't

you done harm enough without that ? "

" But we're floating â�� we're floating ! "

gasped the other.

" I know it. But we're better above the

ice than under it, anyway. A deer couldn't

jump that. Keep still, or for the sake of

your wretched little wife, not to mention

that girl who ought to wipe her shoes on

you, I'll "

He stopped ; his hand dropped. As he

twisted the slim figure round its cap had

fallen off, bringing with it a great coil of

ruddy hair. He looked intoâ��not the boyish,

fair face of young Frank Rose, but the dark

eyes that had flashed scorn at him across
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the farm kitchen. For an instant absolute

stupefied amazement held him dumb and

still: thenâ��

" You ? " he said. " You ? "

She shrugged. " Yes," she answered, curtly.

" Youâ��did this ? Why ? "

" \Vhy ? To give him time. It came into

my head all at once, to get you or the sheriff

away after me in mistake for him. I got out

of my room by the windowâ��it was easy

enoughâ��and let you see me pass the kitchen.

I do look something like him in these

clothes, I suppose. They're his."

" His? Thenâ��then," Lamotte stammered,

"he was there? He got away?"

"Of course he got away." She laughed

shortly. "You're not very smart, Mr.

Lamotte, or the sheriff either. You let him

go easy enough."

" Let him ?" He was suddenly en-

lightened. " What!" he cried. " The old

man ? "

" Yes. The sheriff's men aren't very

smart either. I was on the watch and saw

them around the house. I guessed he would

come directly and, maybe, search, so I got

the cart ready, and fixed Frank up in those

clothes and the wig. He had them for a play

he acted inâ��they were made so that he looked

like Andrew Whiteâ��he was always clever that

way. I saw you come into the yard with the

sheriff, and called out to him as if I was send-

ing a message to my aunt. It was all easyâ��

you didn't think anything." She paused ;

her tone changed. " I shouldn't have needed

to do this if Lucyâ��if his wife hadn't come

and said what she did. I was afraid he'd be

stopped at Hillcrest. He'll take the cars

through to Addison and then go West.

Some of his folks are thereâ��I planned it

out for him." She half laughed again bitterly.

" It's a pity you didn't stop when I told

you, Mr. Lamotte, and let me run ; the ice

would have borne me well enough, and you

wouldn't have known. But I suppose he

will be pretty safe, anyway, before you can

telegraph after himâ��now ! "

Her absolute composure did something

towards restoring his; he awoke from his

bewildered stare at her to what for the

moment he had forgottenâ��a realization of

their position. The tongue of ice upon

which they stood, caught by the swift current

and drifting rapidly, was at about mid-stream ;

the dark water was thick with broken frag-

ments and floating hummocks. To an expert

swimmer like himself the mere distance to

either bank would have been nothing, but to

plunge among those huge rugged masses and

glistening knife-edges He met the girl's

eyes. " We must just drift," she said,

laconically.

" And trust to the luck of being carried

ashore presently ? Yes ; there doesn't seem

to be anything else for it. Isn't there a bend

in the river about here?"

"Yes, about two miles lowerâ��to the left.

It takes a sharp turn."

" There may be a current at the bend that

will take us to the bank. We'll hope so,

anyway. I'm afraid you are cold."

" A little. It doesn't matter."

They stood side by side; the ice-raft

floated on. They were both extraordinarily

calm. Virginia even raised her hands pre-

sently and twisted up the fallen coil of hair.

Lamotte, wincing now and then with the

stiffening pain of his wounded arm, did so

almost unconsciously ; virtually he had for-

gotten it. But he was sensitively aware of

every shiver that shook the girl ; the cold

was intense : the moonrays seemed to strike

down like ice-blades. Several times they

collided violently with the floating hummocks,

and it was only by clinging to each other that

they kept upon their feet; once a drifting

mass of unusual size, crashing against their

frail support, carried a good third of it away.

Virginia would have fallen but for Lamotte's

quick arm about her. She laughed, half

hysterically.

"You wouldn't have jumped, Mr. Lamotte,

if you had guessed it would be risking your

life," she said.

" Risk !" It chanced that the word

chimed with his thought. " Why in Heaven's

name did you do it?" he burst out. " If it

had been for a man But for that boyâ��-

not fit to tie your shoes ! And you knew how

vilely the young scoundrel had deceived you,

too ! "

" Yes." She paused. " It would have

about broken Lucy's heart," she said, slowly,

" if the sheriff had taken himâ��killed her,

perhaps. She never could stand muchâ��-

there isn't anything of her, anyway. That

wouldn't have done me much good, would

it ? And it didn't make any real differenceâ��

about her. There couldn't have been any-

thing between us again, after what he'd done."

"But you saved him," said Lamotte,

quickly.

"Yes." She paused again. "Perhaps,"

she said, slowly still, " you can't tell just how

a woman feelsâ��maybe a man never can.

But I'd been used to think that Frank kind

of belonged to me ever since we were school-

mates ; and if he'd been caught I'd have had
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the feeling that I was disgraced too. It's bad

enough the way it is."

" Disgraced ! You ? " he ejaculated.

" I'd have felt so. It seems as if it was

almost as much for my own sake as his that

I helped him to get away." She laughed

bitterly. " He needn't have been so afraid

about telling me he wanted to break offâ��

it wouldn't have needed more than a word.

I'm not the kind to try and keep a man who

doesn't want me, or to go fretting after

him either. I think it's always been more

that I'd got used to it than because I cared

so much."

It seemed spoken more to herself than her

companion. He said nothing. She spoke

again in a different tone. " You don't suppose

the sheriff came after me too, do you ? " she

asked.

" Hardly. He fell and twisted his ankle

when you fired. I thought he was hit."

"Hit?" She half laughed. "I didn't

shoot to hit," she said, with a touch of scorn.

" It isn't likely I would. I've always been

able to hit anything I wanted since I was

twelve, just as I have been to ride a horse

any way you like. But I don't hit what I

don't mean to. I was scared, though, when

your horse threw you. I just wanted to stop

you from coming on, but I thought I must

have touched you for a minute."

" Oh ! Did you ? " said Lamotte, dryly.

His tone was as involuntary as his glance

at his wounded arm. Following it she

started, her face horrified The red stain

showed clear in the moonlight.

" Oh ! " she exclaimed, " 1 did hit you ! "

" It isn't anything," he protested, quickly.

" I hit you ! I really hit youâ��and you

never said a thing! " She made a swift turn

upon him. " Youâ��you swerved or some

thing," she declared, accusingly. " You must

have!"

" I suppose I must." At the moment he

heard nothing absurd in his tone of apology.

" It isn't anything," he said again.

"It is! It has bled dreadfully. And I

might have broken it. Give me your knife

and kneel down so that you keep steady."

He obeyed, and she ripped the blood-

stiffened sleeve away, laying the injury bare.

It was a mere flesh wound ; she bound it up

with his handkerchief, kneeling beside him,

her fingers quick and dexterous. It was as

they rose to their feet again that she pointed

ahead.

" The bend is thereâ��just pasi; those trees.

Are we drifting that way ? Seems to me

we are."

They were.. Lamotte, measuring their

distance from the bank, saw that it per-

ceptibly lessened. The trees drew nearer;

their black blotch separated into defined

shapes. They were almost abreast of them,

and plainly much closer to the shore, when a

sudden loud murmuring broke the frozen

stillness and Virginia clutched his arm with

a cry.

" Listen ! " she gasped.

"I hear." He stared at her terrified face.

"What is it?"

"The rapids â�� the falls! I'd forgotten

them. They are just round the bend. We

shall be swept over and broken to pieces on

the rocks!"

The murmur was growing louderâ��the ice

seemed moving faster. Lamotte glanced at

the shore and back at the girl. " Can you

swim ? " he asked, briefly.

" No !" She pushed him from her. "But

you can. Jumpâ��you may get ashore. Quick!"

" And leave you ? Do you think I'm

mad ? " he cried, angrily.

" If you don't you'll be swept over ! "

" I will beâ��if you are ! You'll jump when

I do. It will give us a chance, anywayâ��the

other's certain death. If you hold back it

may mean both our lives. You will ? "

" No, no ! " She wrenched herself free.

" I won't ; you'd be dragged down. It's my

fault; I'll stay where I am." She pushed him

from her again "Jumpâ��jump ! " she urged,

vehemently. " You're crazy to wait! We shall

be round the bend. Do you want to die ?"

" Die ? No! I want to live; I never

wanted to live so much ! But not unless you

do." He threw his arm round her again.

" You'll jump with meâ��promise ! "

She nodded, with shut teeth. Perhaps in

her heart she acknowledged that here at

least was a man. They were abreast of the

trees ; the murmur was swelling into a roar ;

a sudden turn of the current caught and

swept them sharply shoreward. Lamotte

uttered a cry. A gigantic felled or fallen

tree-trunk lay over the bank, projecting far

out.into the water; they were being carried

straight towards it, crashing and grinding

through the broken ice.

" Spring when I lift you," he shouted, and

caught the girl by the waist. They were

upon it and he swung her upwards, springing

himself as he saw her hands clutch and hold,

and the raft seemed wrenched from under his

feet. In another moment, gasping and

breathless, he was beside her and they were

safe.

He helped her along the trunk to the
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â�¢'THEY WKKK UPON rr AND HE SWUNG HER UPWARDS.

batik presently, and they climbed to firm

ground and looked about them, the hungry

roar of the falls still in their ears. They

were close to Penn's Farm, Virginia said, in

a moment, and nodded when Lamotte sup-

posed that he could borrow a horse and

wagon thereâ��she was shivering so violently

that she could hardly articulate. There was

a barn close at hand in which a great heap

of loose hay was lying, and he made her sit

down and piled it round her, leaving her to

wait while he went down the road to the

farmhouse. The horse and wagon and a

couple of rugs were readily lent. They had

left the level ground and were well on their

way up the curving, snow covered road when

she broke a long silence.

" Mr. Lamotte," she said, slowly, "I want

you to tell the squire, please, that I'm going

to pay him for what Frank did."

" Fay him ? You ? " Lamotte ejaculated.

" Yes. I've made up my mindâ��I made up

my mind as soon asâ�� 1 heard. You know what

I saidâ��I should feel disgraced if I didn't, and

it's through me that he has got away. Maybe,

if he does well out West, he'll pay me back ;

but if he doesn't it will be all the same. It

will take quite a while,

I suppose. The squire

used to think a good

deal of my father.

Perhaps if he is asked

he will be willing to

wait."

" I'll speak to him,"

said Lamotte, quietly.

"You think he will

be willing ? That you

can make it all right ? "

" I will make it all

right ! " She had bent

forward out of her

mappings; the moon,

waning now, was on

her face; it seemed

to him that this was

the first time he had

fairly seen her eyes.

" I'll do anything you

ask me," he said,

fervently. "And, Miss

Virginia, in a little

while, may Iâ��will you

let me come and see

you ? "

" To settle about

the money? I suppose

you will have to," she answered, coldly.

Her face sank out of sight again. In the

silence that followed Lamotte possibly won-

dered at the impulse that had prompted

the wordsâ��unmistakable words to a New

England girl. Certainly he anathematized

the folly which had tempted him to their

utteranceâ��yet. Neither had spoken again

when the wagon rolled into the yard of the

mountain farm. No light showed anywhere

but a rosy glow from the kitchen window ;

both, glancing at it, knew that it came from

the fire beside which the forlorn girl-wife had

kept her piteous vigil. Her little face, all

white and wild, the yellow hair hanging, was

visible for a moment behind the panes.

Virginia sprang down unassisted, and

Lamotte, with a bow, turned away. He

bad almost reached the gate when he

heard his name calledâ��he swung round and

came back. She was looking at himâ��the

moonlight showed the gleam of a smile in

her dark eyes before she looked away.

" Iâ��just wanted to say," she said, softly

and a little tremulously, " that Iâ��guess I

knew well enough youâ��didn't mean about

the money !"

Vol. xxxii.â��56
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jHEN Winston

Churchill us

caped from Pre-

toria he caught

the public eye,

and has held it ever since.

Hefore that time, it is true,

he had aroused some curio-

sity. The son of such a

man as Lord Randolph

Churchill could do no less,

and the public watched him

through his first years

at home, his boyhood

at Harrow, and his early

manhood at Sandhurst with

The son of his father had

begun to show himself.

He was then twenty-one.

Two years later, with a sword

in one hand and a pen in

the other, he went out with

the Malakand Field Force,

wrote a book about the ex-

pedition which surprised

some of the older critics,got

a clasp for his services with

the Tirah Expeditionary

Force in 1898, and was pre-

sent, a short time after-

wards, at the Battle of Khar-

toum. Then he turned to

AiiE 3.

Front a Photo, tut Chaiictllor. Dublin.

A(iE 7.

Prom a Photo, by T. Barnt,

a thriving inte-

rest. Then, when

he went to Cuba

and won h i s

spurs, the public

felt that their in-

terest had not

been misplaced.

politics, and, with

the exception of

his short but bril-

liant experiences

in South Africa,

he has been

making speeches

ever since.

AGE 12.

from a Photo, by Baiwno.
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AGK 19.
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declamatory passage.

It was in Fashoda

days, and the words

were a little fiery per-

haps, but the speech

went home. What

interested everybody

was the audacity of

this young man. He

bore on his youthful

shoulders the head of

a man of sixty, and

lived at a feverish

pace which seemed

always,as it does even

now, to threaten early

extinction. As one

of his many biogra-

phers wrote, when

young Churchill was

first going to India,

"In years he is a boy;

in temperament he is

also a boy; but in inten-

tion, in deliberate plan,

purpose, adaptation of

means to ends, he is

already a man." Of what

other youth, during the

past twenty-five years,

could these words have

been written ? Plainly,

at that time, Mr. Win-

ston Churchill deserved

his prominence as a

"twentieth-century

man," and, if we may

venture to estimate his

value at the present

moment, he is ably ful-

filling his promise.

Mr. Churchill's poli-

He made his

real debitf at

Dover, and

ended with a

spirited outburst

which showed

paternal fire.

"The land of the

valley of the Nile

is ours for ever

and ever," he

said, in a fine

tical career, since

in 1899 he con-

tested Oldham, is

too well known to

need lengthy re.

ference. Suffice it

to say that at the

age of thirty two

he finds himself

in the responsible

position of Under

Secretary to the

From a Photo, by T. Raes<ll <t Son*

/â�¢Vom .. Photo, bu Mat'itt & Co.

Colonies. In this con-

nection it may be

recalled that Lord

Randolph Churchill

took Cabinet rank as

Secretary for India at

the age of thirty-six.

Will the son go as far

as the father in the

same space of years ?

There is little

doubt that the intel-

lectual cleverness

which years ago made

Lady Randolph

Churchill a force in

English politics has

aided Winston Chur-

chill very greatly in his

fight for fame. The

American blood in his

veins, moreover, was

bound to serve him.

The most effective

"impression" of Win-

ston Churchill yet given

to the public comes from

the pen of Mr. T. P.

O'Connor, M.P., the

well-known writer:

"Pallid of face, with hair

fair, almost red, with a

curiously delicate look

and refined chiselling

of feature, with a

mobile and restless

mouth ; nervous all over,

and, as it were, on wires;

an inspired, restless boy,

already in a hurry that

he may feast at the great

banquet of lifeâ��such

is Winston Churchill."
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No. VI.â��THE CHOICE OF EMINENT DUTCH PAINTERS.

BY ADRIAN MARGAUX.

HERE is no other country

whose art to-day is more dis-

tinctively national than that

of Holland. Extraneous influ-

ences count for very little with

the Dutch painters, who are

content to work on in the spirit and method

of the great fellow-countrymen whose names

are writ large in the history of art. This

strong feeling of nationality, however, neces-

sarily carries with it some limitation in

purpose. In the present, as in the past,

classical and imaginative subjects â�� the

poetry and fantasy of lifeâ��have little attrac-

tion for Dutch painters; their efforts are

almost entirely devoted to the representation

of their land and its people in their more

familiar and homely aspects. As will be

seen from the examples the most eminent of

their number have chosen as best represent-

ing them to the readers of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE, the quiet scenery of their native

country and domestic incidents within its

simple habitations continue to be their

favourite themes.

Of Dutch " interiors" Josef Israels has

been by far the most famous creator during

the past thirty years. Although in his

eightieth year Israels is still in active work,

but, unfortunately for the purpose of this

article, was unable to express a preference

for any one of the numerous pictures he

has produced in the course of his long

career. " I take them all at the same value,"

the old man declared to me.

Among the disciples of Israels the first

place is usually given to Gerke Henkes, who

has, however, developed some distinctive

qualities of his own. The picture of his

choice, " In Committee," was painted in

1892, when he was just achieving the reputa-

tion he has ever since enjoyed, the original

â�¢IN COMMITTEE.

SELECTED BY THE AKTIST AS HIS BKST PICTURE.

liv UERKE HENKEb.
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sketches, however, being made several years

earlier. It was awarded a gold medal at the

Amsterdam Exhibition by a jury of which

Josef Israels was at the head. The artist

has since retained the picture in order that

he might be represented by it at all the

important foreign exhibitions to which he is

invited to contribute.

The committee portrayed by the picture is

that of one of the orphan homes that are

such excellent institutions in Holland, and

its members are typical of the grave and

reverend fathers to which the affairs of such

places are always entrusted. The picture

incidentally illustrates the Dutch love of

tobacco, which tolerates smoking as an

accompaniment of all kinds of business.

The old gentleman who is acting as chair-

man, it will be noticed, is already enjoying

his "churchwarden"â��as we should call itâ��

whilst pipes for the other members are

readily at hand in a rack on the table, which

also contains a jar of tobacco. The stove

with the tall pillar and the clock suspended

on the wall should also be noted as charac-

teristic articles of old Dutch furniture.

Henkes makes a feature in all his pictures of

accessories such as these, and in his house

at Voorburg, a suburb of The Hague, he has

a large store of them, collected from old

houses of all kinds in the course of sketching

tours.

Gerke Henkes is a native of Delfshaven,

near Rotterdam, where he was born sixty-two

years ago. He studied at the academies of

Rotterdam and Antwerp, and afterwards in

Paris and Germany for some time, but in spite

of this foreign training his work has always

been purely Dutch, both in style and subject.

Among his other best-known pictures are

"The Deacons' Pew," "A Friend's Advice,"

and " Leaving Church."

As Gerke Henkes is to Josef Israels, so

William Marisâ��it may, perhaps, be saidâ��

is to Anton Mauve, the distinguished land-

scape painter, whose death occurred two or

three years ago. In "A Dutch Meadow"

the cattle are not so conspicuous as they

usually were in the work of Mauve, but in

other respects this favourite picture of William

Maris reveals similar powers. "A Dutch

Meadow," it may be added, occupied the

place of honour at a recent exhibition of

modern Dutch art in Lefevre's Gallery, St.

James's.

William Maris is one of three brothers who

have won distinction as painters. Jacob,

who paints both landscapes and interiors,

"A DUTCH MEADOW."

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

(By permission <?f Messrs. Lefevre, King Street, St. James's.)

BY WILLIAM MARIS.
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and Matthys, who abandoned the brush after

producing some imaginative works of brilliant

promise, were trained in the best French

ateliers, and it was from his two elder

brothers that William received all his instruc-

number of picturesque figures, whilst a huge

windmill provides a characteristic background

on one side, and on the other the open sea

is visible through the masts of the shipping.

It was as "a representation of the neighbour-

- THE, HAKIIOUR OF HAKUtKWYK."

SKLKCTED HV THH AKTIST AS ins BEST Picruuu.

(Reproduced by permission of Messrs, Wallis & Son, The French Gallery.)

liv W. B. THOLEN.

tion in the technique of the studio. His

first important landscape was produced in

1868, at the age of thirty-one, and now hangs

in The Hague Museum. M. Man's, who,

except for a voyage to Norway, has never

quitted Holland, lives near the Dutch capital,

amidst the rich meadows and silvery streams

he delights to depict. This peaceful life

contrasts with that of his brother Matthys,

who lived for some years in â�¢ Paris and took

an active part in favour of the Commune

In the opinion of some good judges the

coming man in Dutch art is\W. B. Tholen.

Exceptionally versatile for a Dutch painter,

he has won a reputation with sea pictures

and canal pictures, street scenes and land-

scapes, interiors and figures, which is already

extending far beyond the Netherlands. In

his own opinion, it will be seen, the best

piece of work he has produced up to his

present age of forty-six has for its subject the

harbour of Harderwyk, a small seaport on

the Zuyder Zee, with its fleet of barges and

smacks. Among the boats are scattered a

hood of the sea" that the subject attracted

Tholen, and the happy inspiration to paint

it came to him, he tells me, in the course

of a sailing tour a year or two ago. The

picture, it may be added, is now in the

possession of Messrs. Wallis and Son, the

London art dealers.

Although comparatively young, Tholen has

won medals and other distinctions in most of

the European art centres, including Paris,

London, Munich, Brussels, etc. For the

last ten years he has lived at The Hague, on

the edge of the famous wood between the

capital and Scheveningen.

" The reason for my choice," says M. N.

Van du Waay, in reference to the picture, " A

Friendly Circle," reproduced on the next page,

" is, in the first place, my sympathy for the

persons represented in it, arid, in the second

place, because it seems to me that I have

tolerably well succeeded in giving good

portraits and at the same time the picturesque

intimacy of a friendly evening assembly.

" The gentlemen represented are the mem-
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bers of a small society of friends (under the

initials M.A.B.) who came together first when

in their teens nearly thirty years ago, and

keep together still in excellent friendship,

meeting every fortnight at the house of one

of their number, and entertaining themselves

in discussing fine arts and music. They are

all of them painters and musicians.

" The figure standing in the background is

the owner of the studio, where the company

sit round the table and examine one of his

works. I gave him that position because I

wanted a standing figure in the composition,

while it gave him, at the same time, the air

of awaiting and listening to critics of his

picture. The sitting figure, half concealed

by the lamp, is my own effigy at the time

(1895)-"

"A Friendly Circle" has been exhibited

at Amsterdam and Brussels, and is now on

view at the Crystal Palace, Munich.

M. N. Van du Waay, who has just turned

fifty, won the gold medal of the Paris Salon

Munich his figure-paintings have been as

successful as at those of Amsterdam, where

he resides.

M. Louis Apol has become famous in

Holland as a painter of snow and ice, and

the picture by which he is represented gives

us what is doubtless the best view of the

country under its winter aspect to be found

in contemporary Dutch art.

Apol has been painting since the age of

fifteen, and his first exhibited pictureâ��

curiously enough, in the light of his subse-

quent careerâ��was "A Summer Idyll." This

was painted at the age of nineteen. Shortly

afterwards Apol won the Royal Art Scholar-

ship, and this ensured him an artistic educa-

tion. He might have remained an un-

distinguished painter, however, but for the

circumstance of his volunteering for the

Dutch expedition in search of the North

Pole, in 1880. The young artist did ordinary

sailor's work on the \Villiam Barents, but in

the Arctic regions, nevertheless, he had the

"A FRIENDLY CIRCLK.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

VAN DU WAAV.

last year with his picture, " Orphan Girls opportunity of

Going to Church." He is a professor at the which, on his

Amsterdam Academy, where his earliest pictures that

training in art was obtained. Subsequently years later he

he studied in Italy, and from year to year Nova Zembla,

has visited all the principal art galleries in Amsterdam

of Europe. At the annual exhibitions in was on view.

making studies and sketches

return, were worked up into

became very popular. Some

painted a huge panorama of

which attracted large crowds

and other cities in which it

His work, it should be added,
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has won Academic as well as popular appre-

ciation, Amsterdam, Liege, Munich, and

Philadelphia having bestowed medals upon

him for pictures exhibited in those cities.

Apol now has his studio at The Hague,

where he was born fifty-six years ago. But

for some years he resided in the Guelderland,

that delightful district in Central Holland

which was once the duchy of Guelders, and

it was here, I believe, that he painted the

picture to which he has given preference.

In the case of the painter, M. Willy

Martens, who has been a frequent exhibitor

at Bond Street picture-shows, we are obliged

choice, is also an example of this kind of

painting. " In this," he says, " the figures

are taken in the full sunlight, and I tried to

give the full brilliancy of it together with the

blonde character of the Guelderland tone of

the landscape."

Martens is the son of a Java merchant and

was born at Samara in 1850, but was brought

to Holland before he was six months old.

Educated at the Commercial School of

Amsterdam with a view to his father's

business, he soon showed a stronger inclina-

tion for the studio than the counting-house.

The merchant consented to his son becoming

'WINTER IN HOLLAND."

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

t 3i

BY LOUIS APOL.

to give only his " second-best." " Feeding

the Chickens " was his first choice, but this

canvas happened to have been sold recently

by a London art-dealer and its present

possessor could not be traced. In reference

to this picture the artist remarked : " It repre-

sents a woman and child feeding the chickens.

The general tone, although a shadow-tone

reflected bysunlight, is keptas clear as possible.

It is this effect of light which I prefer to

paint on account of the special difficulties

to surmountâ��i.e., to keep the shadow clear

against the brilliant sunlight in the back-

ground."

"Gathering Brambles," the artist's second

VoL xÂ«iL-57

a painter on condition that he first passed

through the full commercial course, and this

condition the young man successfully ful-

filled, becoming an exceptionally good

linguist in a nation of linguists. After a

term at the Amsterdam Academy he pro-

ceeded, in 1881, to Paris, where Bonnat and

Cormon were among his masters. Martens

settled for eleven years in Paris, during

which time he acted on the Hanging Com-

mittee at the Salon and was appointed to the

Legion of Honour. For many years past he

has resided at The Hague, where he is one

of the most popular members of the Pulchri

Studio, the leading Dutch art club. Among
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other work, he has painted panoramas of

Pompeii and the Commune, as well as a

number of portraits, including that of the

Queen of Holland.

W. C. Nakken is one of the few Dutch

artists who have sought their subjects chiefly

in foreign countries. M. Nakken's favourite

hunting-grounds have been the orchards and

woods of Normandy and the forests of the

the woodcutter's hut, where they are having

a little food and rest, are employed in the

conveyance of wood which is used for the

making of sabots, the wooden shoes com-

monly worn in this part of France. The

method by which they carry it to adjaceni

villages is illustrated in the case of one of

the animals, who is bearing his accustomed

burden across the big wooden saddle.

"GATHERING BRAMBLES." Bv WILLY MARTENS

SELECTEn I(Y THE ARTIST AS ONF. OF HIS BEST PICTURES.

Ardennes, in Belgium. The subject of his

choice was painted in the woods of St.

Gatien (Calvados Department) nearly thirty

years ago. The original sketch was made on

a summer day, but the picture was not

painted till the following winter, some time

after his return home to The Hague, when

he converted it into a winter scene by means

of studies made on a snowy day at the back

of his house, where there is a big garden

containing a large shed.

"The Wood-Carriers" needs a little explana-

tion, perhaps, to those who have not travelled

in Normandy. The horses grouped around

This picture, which was purchased for the

collection of modern art in the Amsterdam

Museum, won a medal for M. Nakken at the

Philadelphia International Exhibition m

1876, whilst a companion picture, showing

practically the same scene in summer-time,

was awarded the gold medal of William IH-

of Holland.

M. Nakken, who is a native of The Hague,

has passed his seventieth birthday, DUt ,Jf

working with unabated vigour. The plac"1

tenor of his successful life has been dis-

turbed by at least one dramatic episop*

This happened at Beuzeville (Eure) during
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â�¢THE WOOD-CARRIERS."

SELECTED BY THE AKTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

BY W. C. NAKKEN.

the Franco-Prussian

peacefully sketching,

a German spy,

and he had a

narrow esca.pe

from being shot.

Mother hood

has been the

special theme of

H. J. Haverman,

although he has

painted pictures

of some variety,

including scenes

witnessed during

a tour of Spain,

Algiers, and

Morocco. Mother-

hood, as por-

trayed by M.

Haverman's

brush, has the

characteristic

gravity of his na-

tion. In the eyes

of a French

artist the mother

is usually a coquet-

tish young woman

dandling a laugh-

ing infant. M.

Haverman's

mother, as exem-

plified in the pic-

War. M. Nakken was

when he was taken for

'MOTHER AND CHILD." BY H. J. HAVERMAN.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS ins BEST PICTUKE.

ture he has chosen for reproduction, is full

of the cares of maternity, taking a passionate

pleasure in her

child whilst op-

pressed by

anxiety for its

welfare. It is a

mother of the

people whom he

prefers to paint,

whose children

are not born with

silver spoons in

their mouths and

have to be

brought up by

the stress and

striving that bring

the lines of age

prematurely upon

the woman's face.

This " Mother

and Child" was

painted four or

five years ago,

when M. Haver-

m a n, who is

forty - seven, had

already made his

name for pictures

of this kind. A

native of Amster-

dam, a course

of training at its
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Academy was followed by some years of

study in Antwerp and Brussels, and travel in

the South of Europe. M. Haverman, who

lives at The Hague, has been awarded

several foreign orders and medals, and has

exhibited more than once at the Fine Art

Society, London.

Among Dutch landscape painters, M.

Fred du Chattel is distinguished for the

varied beauty which, without leaving Holland,

r

picture is on the River Vecht, at the village

of Vreeland, between Amsterdam and

Utrecht. Moored by the little pier is the

sailing-barge which conveys passengers and

goods every day between the village and

Amsterdam. The picture was painted direct

from Nature in the early morning before the

boat started, the artist, it may be supposed,

taking up the same position with his easel

day after day.

"THE VILLAGE BOAT." Bv K. DU CHATTEL.

SULKCTEU BV THK ARTIST AS HIS BEST PlCTURK.

he has been able to introduce into his work.

In his search for subjects he has wandered

over three provincesâ��Guelderland, Drenthe,

and North Hollandâ��which are declared to

be "as different in character as the fair-

haired Swedish maiden, the Italian black-

eyed beauty, and the French piquant

coquette." The scene of his favourite

For twenty-five years Du Chattel, who has

just turned fifty, has been in the habit of

spending part of the spring and autumn on

the banks, stopping with his family at the

village inn, and diversifying his sketching

with fishing and rowing. "The Village

Boat" is consequently selected from a

number of pictures of the district. It
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apparently not won its painter any distinc-

tion, although M. du Chattel has been the

recipient of numerous orders and medals,

besides beintj honoured by the purchase of

his pictures for the national collections at

Amsterdam and The Hague. The son of a

Leyden picture restorer, the success of M.

du Chattelâ��as all the fellow-artists among

whom he lives at The Hague would readily

admitâ��is the result entirely of his own

unaided exertions, and of a profound love

Israels's work, but are inclined to think that

his success is due to his father's training, a

view which the old man will not allow to pass

unchallenged. Isaac Israels, like his father

beTore him, has studied in Paris, and he still

has a studio on the Boulevard Clichy, where

he spends part of the year. He paints

interiors also, but is beginning to develop

an individuality of his own, as is evidenced,

I think, by the picture, which he regards as

the best he has so far produced.

'THE WORKROOM." Bv ISAAC ISRAELS.

SELECTED BV THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

(Reproduced by kind permission of J. B. Van Stolk, Scheveningen, owner of the picture.)

and careful study of Nature coupled with a

remarkable talent.

Among the younger artists of Holland no

one is likely to have a more brilliant future

than Isaac Israels, a son of the great veteran

Josef Israels. His father has the most

unbounded faith in the young man's talent,

and declares that at the same age he himself

did not paint nearly so well. Impartial

critics have formed high opinions of young

" The Workroom" is a vivid piece of

realistic painting in a world far removed

from the simple Dutch homes with which his

father's fame was associated. It was painted

at Paquin's famous dressmaking establish-

ment in the Rue de la Paix, every girl's

face in the picture being studied, I believe,

from life by means of the facilities which

M. Paquin readily granted to the promising

son of a great artist.



REAMS and warnings are

things I don't believe in, said

the night watchman. The

only dream I ever 'ad that

come anything like true was

once when I dreamt I came

in for a fortune, and next morning I found

half a crown in the street, which I sold to

a man for fourpence. And once, two days

arter my missis 'ad dreamt she 'ad spilt a cup

of tea down the front of 'er Sunday dress,

she spoilt a pot o' paint of mine by sitting

in it.

The only other dream I know of that come

true happened to the cook of a barque I was

aboard of once, called the Southern Belle. He

was a silly, pasty-faced sort o' chap, always

giving hisself airs about eddication to sailor-

men who didn't believe in it, and one night,

when we was homeward-bound from Sydney,

he suddenly sat up in 'is bunk and laughed

so loud that he woke us all up.

" Wot's wrong, cookie ? " ses one o' the

chaps.

" I was dreaming," ses the cook, " such a

funny dream. I dreamt old Bill Foster fell

out o' the foretop and broke 'is leg."

" Well, wot is there to laugh at in that ? "

ses old Bill, very sharp.

" It was funny in my dream," ses the cook.

" You looked so comic with your leg doubled

up under you, you can't think. It would ha'

made a cat laugh."

Copyright, 1906, by W. W. Jacobs

Bill Foster said he'd make 'im laugh the

other side of his face if he wasn't careful, and

then we went off to sleep agin and forgot all

about it.

If you'll believe me, on'y three days arter-

wards pore Bill did fall out o' the foretop

and break his leg. He was surprised, but I

never see a man so surprised as the cook

was. His eyes was nearly starting out of 'is

head, but by the time the other chaps 'ad

picked Bill up and asked 'im whether he was

hurt, cook 'ad pulled 'imself together agin

and was giving himself such airs it was

perfectly sickening.

" My dreams always come true," he ses.

" It's a kind o' second sight with me. It's

a gift, and, being tender-'arted, it worries me

terrible sometimes."

He was going on like that, taking credit for

a pure accident, when the second officer came

up and told 'em to carry Bill below. He was

in agony, of course, but he kept 'is presence

of mind, and as they passed the cook he gave

'im such a clip on the side of the 'ead as

nearly broke it.

" That's for dreaming about me," be

ses.

The skipper and the fust officer and most

of the hands set 'is leg between them, and

arter the skipper 'ad made him wot he called

comfortable, but wot Bill called something

that I won't soil my ears by repeating, the

officers went off and the cook came and sat

in the United States of America.
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down by the side o' Bill and talked about his

gift.

" I don't talk about it as a rule," he ses,

" 'cos it frightens people."

" It's a wonderful gift, cookie," ses Charlie

Epps.

All of 'em thought the same, not knowing

wot a fust-class liar the cook was, and he

sat there and lied to 'em till he couldn't

'ardly speak, he was so 'oarse.

" My grandmother was a gipsy," he ses,

"and it's in the family. Things that are

/;oing to 'appen to people I know come to

me in dreams, same as pore Bill's did. It's

curious to me sometimes when I look round

at you chaps, seeing you going about 'appy

and comfortable, and knowing all the time

THATS FOK DREAMING AllOUT ME. HE SES.

'orrible things that is going to 'appen to you.

Sometimes it gives me the fair shivers."

" Horrible things to us, slushy ?" ses

Charlie, staring.

" Yes," ses the cook, nodding. "I never

was on a ship afore with such a lot of

unfortunit men aboard. Never. There's

two pore fellers wot'll be dead corpses

inside o' six months, sitting 'ere laughing and

talking as if they was going to live to ninety.

Thank your stars you don't 'ave such dreams."

" Whoâ��who are the two, cookie ? " ses

Charlie, arter a bit.

" Never mind, Charlie," ses the cook, in a

sad voice ; " it would do no good if I was to

tell you. Nothing can alter it."

" Give us a hint,"' ses Charlie.

" Well, I'll tell you this much," ses the

cook, arter sitting with his 'ead in his 'ands,

thinking ; " one of 'em is nearly the ugliest

man in the fo'c's'le and the other ain't."

O' course, that didn't 'elp 'em much,

but it caused a lot of argufying, and the

ugliest man aboard, instead o' being grateful,

behaved more like a wild beast than a

Christian when it was pointed out to him

that he was safe.

Arter that dream about Bill, there was

no keeping the cook in his place. He 'ad

dreams pretty near every night, and talked

little bits of 'em in his sleep. Little bits

that you couldn't make head nor tail of,

and when we asked 'ini next morning he'd

always shake his 'ead and say, "Never

mind." Sometimes he'd mention a chap's

name in 'is sleep and make 'im nervous

for days.

It was an un-

lucky v'y'ge that,

for some of 'em.

About a week

arter pore Bill's

accident Ted

Jones started play-

ing catch-ball with

another chap and

a empty beer-

bottle, and about

the fifth chuck

Ted caught it with

his face. W e

thought 'e was

killed at fust â�� he

made such a

noise; but they

got 'im down be-

low, and, arter

they 'ad picked out

as much broken

glass as Ted would let 'em, the second officer

did 'im up in sticking-plaster and told 'im to

keep quiet for an hour or two.

Ted was very proud of 'is looks, and the

way he went on was alarming. Fust of all

he found fault with the chap 'e was playing

with, and then he turned on the cook.

" It's a pity you didn't see that in a dream,"

he ses, tryin' to sneer, on'y the sticking-

plaster was too strong for 'im.

" But I did see it," ses the cook, drawin'

'imself up.

" Wot ? " ses Ted, starting.

" I dreamt it night afore last, just exactly

as it 'appened," ses the cook, in a off-hand

way.
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u Why didn't you tell me, then ? " ses Ted,

choking.

" It "ud ha' been no good," ses the cook,

smiling and shaking his 'ead. " Wot I see

rnu -i 'appen. I on'y see the future, and that

muit be."

" Hut you stood there watching me

chucking the bottle about," ses Ted.

getting out of 'is bunk. " Why didn't you

Mop me ?"

" You don't understand," ses the cook.

" If you'd 'ad more eddication "

He didn't 'ave time to say any more afore

Ted was on him, and cookie, being no fighter,

'ad to cook with one eye for the next two or

three days. He kept quiet about 'is dreams

lor some lime arter that, but it was no good,

because George Hall, wot was a firm believer,

gave 'iin a licking for not warning 'im of a

sprained ankle he got skylarking, and Bob

I^iw took it out of 'im for not telling 'im

that he was going to lose "is suit of best

togs at curds.

The only chap that seemed to show any

good feeling for the cook was a young feller

named Joseph Meek, a steady young chap

wot was goin' to be married to old Hill

Foster's niece as soon as we got 'ome.

Nobody else knew it, but he told the cook

all about it on the quiet. He said she was

too good for la. rd 5: a_ he oodd, he

couldn't get her t j set fi.

" My feelings "avt c-jrage-f." =e Â«â�¢Â«-

"Fraps they.! ciipa **â�¢=-" ses the

cook, trying to corcfxt ':=_

Joseph shook bis "ead. -X:. I>e made

up my mind." he ses. TKT sl:w. ~ I -R young

yet, and, besides, I can't af.r-i h ; but *ow

to get out of it I don't b>:>w. Couldn't

you 'ave a dream agin Â» for =e ? ~

" Wot d'ye mean ?" ses the cook, firing

up. " Do you think I nuke my dreams

np?~

~ Xo, no : cert'inly

not,' ses Joseph, pat-

ting "im on the shoul-

der : " but couldn't

you do it just for once ?

'Ave a dream that me

and Emily are killed

a few days arter the

wedding. Don't say

in wot way, 'cos she

might think we could

avoid it ; just dream

we are killed. Bill's

always been a super-

stitious man, and since

you dreamt about his

leg he'd believe any-

thing ; and he's that

fond of Em i ly I

believe he'd 'ave the

wedding put off, at

any rateâ��if I put him

up to it"

It took 'im three

days and a silver

watch - chain to per-

suade the cook, but

he did at last ; and

one arternoon, when old Bill, who was

getting on fust-class, was resting 'is leg in 'is

bunk, the cook went below and turned in

for a quiet sleep.

For ten minutes he was as peaceful as a

lamb, and old Bill, who 'ad been laying in 'is

bunk with an eye open watching 'im, was just

dropping off 'imself, when the cook began to

talk in 'is sleep, and the very fust words

made Bill sit up as though something 'ad

bit 'im.

" There they go," ses the cook, " Emily

Foster and Joseph Meekâ��and there's old

Bill, good old Bill, going to give the bride

away. How 'appy they all look, especially

Joseph !"

Old Bill put his 'and to his ear and leaned

out of his bunk.
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" There they go," ses the cook agin ; " but

wot is that 'orrible black thing with claws

that's 'anging over Bill ? "

Pore Bill nearly fell out of 'is bunk, but he

saved 'iuiself at the last moment and lay

there as pale as death, listening.

" It must be meant for Bill," ses the cook.

" Well, pore Bill; he won't know of it, that's

one thing. Let's 'ope it'll be sudden."

He lay quiet for some time and then he

began again.

" No," he ses, " it isn't Bill; it's Joseph

and Emily, stark and stiff, and they've on'y

been married a week. 'Ow awful they look !

Pore things. Oh ! oh ! o-ph ! "

He woke up with a shiver and began to

groan, and then 'e sat up in his bunk and

saw old Bill leaning out and staring at 'im.

" You've been dreaming, cook," ses Bill,

in a trembling voice.

"'Ave I ?" ses the cook. " How do you

know ? "

" About me and my niece," ses Bill; " you

was talking in your sleep."

-"You oughtn't to 'ave listened," ses the

cook, getting out of 'is bunk and going over

to 'im. " I 'ope you didn't 'ear all 1 dreamt.

'Ow much did you hear?"

Bill told 'im, and the cook sat there,

shaking his 'ead. "Thank goodness, you

didn't 'ear the worst of it," he ses.

" Worst I" ses Bill. " Wot, was there any

more of it ? "

" Lots more," ses the cook. " But

promise me you won't tell Joseph, Bill. Let

'im be happy while he can; it would on'y

make 'im miserable, and it wouldn't do any

good."

" I don't know so much about that," ses

Bill, thinking about the arguments some of

them had 'ad with Ted about the bottle.

" Was it arter they was married, cookie, that

it'appened? Are you sure?"

" Certain sure. It was a week arter," ses

the cook.

"Very well, then," ses Bill, slapping 'is bad

leg in mistake; " if they didn't marry, it

couldn't 'appen, could it?"

" Don't talk foolish," ses the cook ; " they

must marry. I saw it in my dream."

" Well, we'll see," ses Bill. " I'm going to

'ave a quiet talk with Joseph about it, and

see wot he ses. I ain't a-going to 'ave my

pore gal murdered just to please you and

make your dreams come true."

He 'ad a quiet talk with Joseph, but Joseph

wouldn't 'ear of it at fust. He said it was

all the cook's nonsense, though 'e owned up

that it was funny that the cook should know

Vol. xxxii.â��58.

about the wedding and Emily's name, and at

last he said that they would put it afore

Emily and let her decide.

That was about the last dream the cook

had that v'y'ge, although he told old Bill one

day that he had 'ad the same dream about

Joseph and Emily agin, so that he was quite

certain they 'ad got to be married and killed.

He wouldn't tell Bill 'ow they was to be

killed, because 'e said it would make 'im an

old man afore his time; but, of course, he

'ad to say that if they wasn't married the

other part couldn't come true. He said that

as he 'ad never told 'is dreams aforeâ��except

in the case of Bill's legâ��he couldn't say for

certain that they couldn't be prevented by

taking care, but p'r'aps they could ; and Bill

pointed out to 'im wot a useful man he would

lie if he could dream and warn people in

time.

By the time we got into the London river

ol(J Bil!Â«s leg was getting on fust-rate, and he

got along splendid on a pair of crutches the

carpenter 'ad made for him. Him and Joseph

and the cook had 'ad a good many talks

about the dream, and the old man 'ad

invited the cook to come along 'ome with

'em, to be referred to when he told the

tale.

" I shall take my opportunity," he ses,

" and break it to 'er gentle like. When I

speak to you, you chip in, and not afore.

D'ye understand ? "

We went into the East India Docks that

v'y'ge, and got there early on a lovely

summer's evening. Everybody was 'arf

crazy at the idea o' going ashore agin, and

working as cheerful and as willing as if they

liked it. There was a few people standing

on the pier-head as we went in, and among

'em several very nice - looking young

wimmen.

" My eye, Joseph," ses the cook, who 'ad

been staring hard at one of 'em, " there's a

fine galâ��lively, too. Look 'ere !"

He kissed 'is dirty pawâ��which is more

than I should 'ave liked to 'ave done if it 'ad

been mineâ��and waved it, and the gal turned

round and shook her 'ead at 'im.

" Here, that'll do," ses Joseph, very cross.

"That's my gal ; that's my Emily."

" Eh ? " says the cook. " Well, 'ow was

I to know ? Besides, you're a-giving of

her up."

Joseph didn't answer 'im. He was staring

at Emily, and the more he stared the better-

looking she seemed to grow. She really was

an uncommon nice-looking gal, and more

than the cook was struck with her.
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1 I SHALL TAKE MY OPPORTUNITY, HE SES,

GENTLE LIKE.' "

"Who's that chap standing alongside of

her ? " ses the cook.

"It's one o' Bill's sister's lodgers," ses

Joseph, who was looking very bad-tempered.

" I should like to know wot right he 'as to

come 'ere to welcome me 'ome. I don't

want 'im."

" P'r'aps he's fond of 'er," ses the cook.

" I could be, very easy."

"I'll chuck 'im in the dock if he ain't

careful," ses Joseph, turning red in the face.

He waved his 'and to Emily, who didn't

'appen to be looking at the moment, but the

lodger waved back in a careless sort of way

and then spoke to Emily, and they both

waved to old Bill, who was standing on his

crutches further aft.

By the time the ship was berthed and

everything snug it was quite dark, and old

Bill didn't know whether to take the cook

'ome with 'im and break the news that night,

or wait a bit. He made up his mind at last

to get it over and done with, and arter

waiting till the cook 'ad cleaned 'imself they

got a cab and drove off.

Bert Simmons, the lodger, 'ad to ride on

the box, and Bill took up so much room with

'is bad leg that Emily found it

more comfortable to sit on

Joseph's knee ; and by the time

they got to the 'ouse he began to

see wot a silly mistake he was

making.

" Keep that dream o' yours to

yourself till I make up my mind,"

he ses to the cook, while Bill and

the cabman was calling each

other names.

" Bill's going to speak

fust," %vhispers the cook.

The lodger and Emily

'ad gone inside, and Joseph

stood there, fidgeting, while

the cabman asked Bill, as

a friend, why he 'adn't paid

twopence more for his face,

and Bill was wasting his

time trying to think of

something to say to 'urt the

cabman's feelings. Then

he took Bill by the arm as

the cab drove off and told

'im not to say nothing

about the dream, because

he was going to risk it.

" Stuff and nonsense,"

ses Bill. " I'm going to tell

Emily. It's my dooty.

Wot's the good o' being

married if you're going to be killed ? "

He stumped in on his crutches afore

Joseph could say any more, and, arter letting

his sister kiss 'im, went into the front room

and set down. There was cold beef and

pickles on the table and two jugs o' beer, and

arter just telling his sister 'ow he fell and

broke 'is leg, they all sat down to supper.

Bert Simmons sat on one side of Emily and

Joseph the other, and the cook couldn't 'elp

feeling sorry for 'er, seeing as he did that

sometimes she was 'aving both hands

squeezed at once under the table and could

'ardly get a bite in edgeways.

Old Bill lit his pipe arter supper, and then,

taking another glass o' beer, he told 'em

about the cook dreaming of his accident

three days afore it happened. They couldn't

'ardly believe it at fust, but when he went on

to tell 'em the other things the cook 'ad

dreamt, and that everything 'ad 'appened just

as he dreamt it, they all edged away from the

cook and sat staring at him with their mouths

open.

" And that ain't the worst of it," ses Bill.

"That's enough for one night, Bill," ses

Joseph, who was staring at Bert Simmons as

AND BREAK IT TO KK
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though he could eat him. " Besides, I

believe it was on'y chance. When cook told

you 'is dream it made you nervous, and

that's why you fell."

" Nervous be blowed ! " ses Bill; and then

he told 'em about the dream he 'ad heard

while he was laying in 'is bunk.

Bill's sister gave a scream when he 'ad

finished, and Emily, wot was sitting next to

Joseph, got up with a shiver and went and

sat next to Bert Simmons and squeezed his

coat-sleeve.

" It's all nonsense ! " ses Joseph, starting

up. "And if it wasn't, true love would run

the risk. I ain't afraid ! "

" It's too much to ask a gal," ses Bert

Simmons, shaking his 'ead.

" I couldn't dream of it," ses Emily.

" Wot's the use of being married for a week ?

Look at uncle's legâ��that's enough for me !"

They all talked at once then, and Joseph

tried all he could to persuade Emily to prove

to the cook that 'is dreams didn't always

come true ; but it was no good. Emily said

she wouldn't marry 'im if he 'ad a million a

year, and her aunt

and uncle backed

her up in itâ��to say

nothing of Bert

Simmons.

" I'll go up and

get your presents,

Joseph," she ses;

and she ran up-

stairs afore any-

body could stop

her.

Joseph sat there

as if he was dazed,

while everybody

gave 'im good

advice, and said

'ow thankful he

ought to be that

the cook 'ad saved

him by 'is dream-

ing. And by and

by Emily came

downstairs agin

with the presents he 'ad given 'er and

them on the table in front of 'im.

" There's everything there but that little

silver brooch you gave me, Joseph," she ses,

"and I lost that the other evening; when I

was out with â��â��=- for a walk."

Joseph tried to speak, but couldn't.

" It was six-and-six, 'cos I was with you

when you bought it," ses Emily ; " and as

I've lost it, it's on'y fair I should pay

for it."

She put down 'arf a sovereign with the

presents, and Joseph sat staring at it as if he

'ad never seen one afore.

"And you needn't mind about the change,

Joseph," ses Emily; " that'll 'elp to make up

for your disappointment."

Old Bill tried to turn things off with a bit

of a laugh. " Why, you're made o' money,

Emily," he ses.

"Ah ! I haven't told you yet," ses Emily,

smiling at him; " that's a little surprise I

was keeping for you. Aunt Emmaâ��pore

Aunt Emma, I should sayâ��died while you

was away and left me all 'er furniture and

two hundred pounds."

Joseph made a choking noise in his throat

and then 'e got up, leaving the presents and

the 'arf-sovereign on the table, and stood by

the door, staring at them.

" Good-night all," he ses. Then he went

to the front door and opened it, and arter

standing there a moment came back as

though he 'ad forgotten something.

put

" Are you coming along now ? " he ses to

the cook.

" Not just yet," ses the cook, very quick.

" I'll wait outside for you, then," ses

Joseph, grinding his teeth.
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In the above group, a number of Members of the Club have attempted, with more or less success, to delineate themselves,

order that there should be no mistake in identity, each artist has thoughtfully subjoined his autograph.

In

XVI.

WAS up shooting in the

North lately," remarked Em-

berton, at the last meeting

of the Strand Club, " and

although I am an almost

perfect shotâ��I will not here

allude to the various splendid trophies I have

won in various parts of Europe and America

â��I had the

misfortune to

discharge a load

of shot in the

neighbourhood

of a Scotch

elder who was

walking peace-

fully down the

road. One of

the pellets

lodged in his

nose, a rather

fine, well-deve-

loped organ. I

explained I had

no homicidal

intent and that

I was merely

part-

was

shooting

ridges.

" Y o u n g

mon," he said,

severely, " d'ye

mean to tell me

that ye took

this"â��here he

placed his hand

BUCHANAN'S DELINEATION OF EMBERTONS STORY OF THE NOSE

AND THE 1'AKTRIDGE.

on his amazing proboscisâ��"that ye took

this for a partridge?"

At the request of the Chairman, Fred

Buchanan stepped blithely forward and

delineated the little Caledonian incident

narrated by the illustrious Saxon novelist

We had Henry Mayer, the distinguished

American artist, with us on this occasion.

Mayer has re-

cently returned

from a trip to

Germany, and

he regaled the

Club with an

amusing ex-

ample of Teu-

tonic stolidity

which, he aver-

red, he had

hi mself wit-

nessed.

Mayer: Every-

one knows how

phlegmatic the

German is, and

the following

story seems a

pretty good

illustration. It

was at a small

inn in a little

vil lage near

Munich where

I had occasion

to witness the

following scene.
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MAYER S SKETCH OF THE GERMAN INN SCENE.

Nightly the village notables gathered there.

There were the village apothecary, the village

station-master, the village barber, the village

lunatic, etc., etc.

Each had a long

pipe and philo-

sophized. All you

could hear -was

the ticking of the

cuckoo clock, and

occasionally the

scraping of a shoe

upon the sanded

floor. After a

while one said,

purling his pipe:

" pf-pfâ��pf

-Pf-ja "

Another : "

pffâ��pffâ��pff â��

pff-j-a "',

and another:

" ffâ��ffâ��ffâ��

ff-ff j.a_h ! "

and so on and so

on. One evening

one of the not-

ables brought his

son along. He

smoked â�� he

philosophized.

After a while he

said: " pf_

MINN'S ILLUSTRATION TO BOYLE'S STORY OF THE MUCH-MARRIED MAN.

pfâ��pfâ��-pf jaâ��ja!" And they threw

him out because he talked too much !

To further explain his reminiscence, Mayer

rapidly dashed off

on the drawing-

board the above

characte rist ic

design.

The talk ran

on trips and trip-

pers, and Boyle

related an anec-

dote of two

visitors to a small

country town who

were being shown

round the parish

church by the

verger. To their

horror, they came

across a tomb-

stone sacred to

the memory of

the five spouses

of some local

celebrity.

"Why," ex-

claimed one of

the sightseers, in-

dignantly, " the

man must be a

regular Blue-

beard!"
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"No, ma'am; no,

ma'am/' replied their cicer-

one, rubbing his hands

and smiling apologetically:

" it was only an 'obby of

'is, ma'am, that's all''

To this narrative Minn's

facile pencil provided a

suitable accompaniment.

Harry Furniss related

how he came across a noble

sportsman enjoying a good

joke all to himself a few-

days ago, who explained

as follows:â��

" I have just left the well-

known trainer, Winkles.

" ' By the way,' I said,

' if you are going to New-

market to - morrow, you

might look after my mare

for me.'

"'Sorry, me lud,' he

said ; ' I would with plea-

sure, but the fact is Mr.

Yearling, the High Wick-

ham trainer, has asked me

to look after his missus,

who is going down to Newmarket to-morrow.

I would oblige your ludship willingly, but,

you see, me 'ands will be full, as I have to

shampoo Mrs. Yearling !''

Advancing to the easel, Harry Furniss

HARRV FUKNISS's DRAWING TlÂ» ILLUSTKATK HIS

OWN NARRATIVE.

oblige with a little man

in the dock confronted

by a gigantic policeman.

When the artist had

complied, Dolamore ex-

plained.

" There is no use your

denying," remarked the

magistrate, sternly, to a

diminutive prisoner, " that

you struck the policeman

and that you were drunk."

" Is that the policeman

I struck, your wushup?"

" It is," said the magi-

strate.

The man stared about

helplessly for a few

moments, and then he said,

" Your wushup, please give

me three months."

It was now Will Owen's

turn, and that gentleman

related a curious incident

he had recently witnessed

during one of his rambles

amid the haunts of those

riverside characters he

knows so well how to depict.

Owen : I was suddenly aroused from my

meditations by a piercing shriekâ��the sound

of a woman in distress. I am by nature one of

the most gallant of men, and, hastening to the

DAVID WILSON S DELINEATION OF THE I'OLICE-COURT INCIDENT.

deftly proceeded to bring into existence

the above illustration to his own " racy"

anecdote of the unwilling chaperon.

Owing to his success in police-court scenes,

Dolamore asked David Wilson if he would

rescueâ��with visions of enchanted princesses

and seven-headeddragons in my mindâ��I came

upon a most remarkable scene. I think, how-

ever, that I shall be better able to explain it

on the drawing-board than by word of mouth.
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With which the artist

rapidly sketched in

the accompanying dia-

gram.

" I may say," he

continued, " that the

shriek that had so

worked upon my

chivalrous instincts

proceeded from the

lady who occupied

the first - floor suite.

She had been greatly

alarmed by the un-

expected appearance

of a lobster just out-

side her window,

and was evidently

under the impression

that it was some new

species of beetle of

enormous size, arriv-

ing for the express

purpose of making a

meal of her."

Amid much laugh-

ter, the Club were

about to disperse for

the evening, when

Harrison hastily

interpolated

WILL OWEN S DIAGRAM TO EXPLAIN HIS RIVERSIDE

ADVENTURE.

Harrison: I must

tell you this. A pas-

senger arrived breath-

less at the station.

" When does the half-

past two train leave ? "

he demanded of the

station-master.

"Two-thirty," was the

reply. " Well, the

new church clock is

twenty - seven minutes

past, the town clock

is twenty-six minutes

past, the post - office

clock is twenty - five

past, and your clock

thirty-two past. Which

clock am I to go by ? "

"Any one you like,

sir. You can't go

by the train; it's

gone."

While relating the

foregoing anecdote

Harrison had been

busy with his pencil,

the subjacent

humorous sketch

being the result of his

labours.

HARRISONS IDEA OF THE IRATE PASSENGER AND THE STATION-WASTER.



Miss Edith.

A Story for Children.

BY WINIFRED GRAHAM.

I.

OME people are especially

favoured by fortune. Cer-

tainly your child has every-

thing ! "

Mrs. Mervyn-Keen's re-

mark was the outcome of

half an hour's conversation with Edith

Oliver's mother. Edith lived undoubtedly

in the centre of a luxurious civilization. Her

toys were marvels of science and beauty, yet

numerous enough to weary their small owner

with the satiety of possession. Already she

was a " show-child " at matinees, afternoon

at-homes, and private views, with a wardrobe

as extensive as a society debutantes. She

rode her own pony in the Park at fashionable

hours, and drove .with Mrs. Oliver in the

afternoon. She was extremely pretty, most

decorous, and marvellously up-to-date. This

child, reared in the midst of social life, had

never been known to be shy.

Mrs. Oliver thought over her friend's

words with rather a puzzled expression.

Then she shook her head.

" No ; there is something I cannot give her.

Edith pines for the companionship of brothers

and sisters. I equally long for a son, but

Providence decrees she is to remain an only

child. I pity her when I see how much of

her time is necessarily spent with grown-up

people ; it makes her old-fashioned beyond

her years. 1 was one of a large family, and

know the joy it brings to youth."

" A little romping would do her good,"

declared Mrs. Mervyn Keen. "I wish you

could send her to stay with the Nuspratts

for a fortnight. Those children are simply

pictures of health and high spirits."

Edith's mother hesitated.

"Aren't they rather savages?" she ventured

to remark.

" Splendid savages ! Brown of face, strong

of limb, the very sight of them does one

good."

" But I understand they are not looked

after at all."

" Mrs. Nuspratt is an Irishwoman, and

lets things slide. With her large family and

limited income, she leaves a good deal to

Mother Nature. The older children look

after the younger, and in the wilds of

the country it answers well enough. Dr.

Nuspratt has a straggling practice, as you

know, and occasionally they supplement their

narrow means by taking a paying guest,

generally a child, pale-faced from London,

who rejoices in the open-air life."

A vision of Edith in her white lace frock

and coloured ribbons, seated in the victoria,

holding up a diminutive parasol, flitted

before Mrs. Oliver's eyes, as contrasted with

the country doctor's healthy, bare - legged,

hatless brood.

" You are right"â��speaking with sudden

resolveâ��" a fortnight at Littlewake would be

a revelation to Edith. I know Mrs. Nuspratt

very well, and will make it worth her while.

I shall be glad to help her, and I am sure

it will do the child good. She is too culti-

vated ; she can afford to mix for a time with

savages. Lately I have been feeling my

mistake ; the poor mite is almost grown up

at eight years old."

Mrs. Mervyn-Keen warmly applauded the

remark. She knew she could influence

Edith's mother, and before leaving had per-

suaded Mrs. Oliver to let the child stay,

unchaperoned by maid or governess, at

Littlewake.
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" Leave her entirely to the Nuspratt chil-

dren. If she is run after all the time by a

vigilant attendant she might as well remain

in Grosvenor Square."

Mrs. Oliver was so impressed by her

friend's emphatic manner

that she promised the

arrangement should be

made, and straightway

wrote to Mrs. Nuspratt.

On her way out Mrs.

Mervyn-Keen met Edith in

the hall. The child was

strikingly beautiful, and

looked up at her with

large, rather pathetic eyes,

which had something of

resignation in their depths,

peculiar in one so young.

The whole air of this small

person suggested the fact

that she was quite accus-

tomed to wearing elaborate

dresses and enduring social

engagements with the

boring society of full-grown

people. It was part of her

life's programme; she was

too well trained to rebel.

In her arms she held a

tiny Skye terrier, struggling

for freedom. Like her

toys, he was of the expen-

sive kind, needing careful

attention.

" Beau - Boy mustn't go

out and wet his feet,"

Edith explained. " You

see, it's been raining."

A slightly contemptuous

expression mingled with pity crossed the

visitor's face.

" Poor little dog," she said ; " so he is kept

in cotton-wool too. Don't you long to run

out and wet your feet ? " glancing down at

the little white kid shoes.

The child looked perplexed for a moment;

she hardly knew how the words were meant,

but she flushed slightly under her white silk

bonnet.

" Do you ? " she asked.

The question was put quite simply, but

Mrs. Mervyn - Keen regarded it .as an

impertinence.

"Don't be silly," she said. "At my age

it's quite different. When you go into the

country and mix with the proper sort of

childrenâ��real children, I meanâ��you will

find your own level."

Vol. xxxii.â�� 59.

The men - servants, who were devoted

admirers of their small mistress, silently

resented the words as Mrs. Mervyn-Keen

sailed out to her carriage.

"George," said the child, addressing a

young footman, "what does

finding your own level

mean ? "

ON HKH WAY OUT MRS. MERVYN-KKKN MFT HDITH IN THE HALL."

" I don't know, Miss Edith," he answered,

promptly, preferring to evade an explanation.

" Does it mean having a good time ?"

She turned to the butler, since he never

failed with definite answers to her many

questions.

"No, miss ; I should say just the reverse."

Edith considered a moment; then she

looked up brightly.

" Did you ever find your own level,

Mason ? "

" I expect I did, miss," suppressing a

smile, " but it's so long ago I don't

remember."

" But how do people find it ?"

" Sometimes one way, sometimes another."

"Must it be looked for like hunting the

slipper or hide and seek ? Does it take lots

of trouble to find ? If George was trying
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to find his level now, would he look for it

upstairs or down ? "

Even the reliable Mason felt his brain

swim under this eager and minute

catechism.

" You see," he began, with a slight cough,

" it's not to be found in one particular place.

It's sort of inside yourself, after a manner of

speaking.''

" Like conscience ? " said Edith.

" Perhaps."

" What a pity !" murmured the child.

" I hoped it was something very nice, like a

cat's purr." ((

THE Nuspratt children were delighted to

receive the little girl from London.

Edith was something of a curiosity to

themâ��a very rich child, a child who had

everything.

Mrs. Nuspratt warned them beforehand

that Edith might feel shy, but they soon dis-

covered this was not the case.

Edith had a great deal to say, and asked so

many questions that the Nuspratt family were

quite bewildered.

A stylishly-dressed stranger in short French

skirts, bearing a beribboned basket of Fuller's

chocolates, was a novel departure in visitors,

while society manners had never before been

introduced into the primitive child-world of

Littlewake.

The brown-legged, red-cheeked youngsters

at once took Edith and the chocolates under

their special protection ; they marched her

off to their favourite haunts in the quaint old

garden.

It seemed as if Nature were in league to

fashion this garden into a special place of joy

to the happy children who made it their Eden.

The trees bent low, seductive boughs to the

earth, that small legs might walk, tight-rope

fashion, along their wide expanse of bark, in

easy jumping distance from a mossy lawn.

A stream gave ample justification for wet

feet, while long, sloping banks invited the

giddy joys of rolling and formed tracks for

amateur toboggans.

It did not take Edith long to discover that

the Nuspratts were rich in imagination, and

the authors of many original games, based on

the foundation-stone of " supposing." They

" supposed" everything, till Edith began to

wonder if she were really at Littlewake, or

whether by some strange chance she had

been transplanted to a fairy garden of

romance.

Mildred and Oscar, the eldest of the tribe,

appeared responsible for those games re-

quiring feats of skill or strength, and assured

Edith she would "come to them in time."

" Our Edith," explained Mildred, pointing

to a younger sister, " is just your height, and

she finds her legs are not long enough to

climb some of our best trees, or to pole-jump

the wide ditch at the end of the field. We

shall get so confused over the two names ;

we had better call you Edith N. and Edith

O."

Edith N. gave a little groan.

" It won't matter after to-morrow," she said.

A sudden look of sorrow crossed the faces

of her high-spirited companions.

" I had almost forgotten," said Mildred,

apologetically.

A mysterious silence fell.

Oscar, a kind-hearted boy, put his arm

round his little sister, while all the children

turned mournful eyes in her direction.

Edith O. felt an eerie thrill creep over her

as she regarded Edith N.

Had the child with the quivering lips and

sudden air of depression been condemned to

execution on the morrow, the interested

spectators could hardly have regarded her

with a more reverent and morbid interest.

" Why after to-morrow ?"

The new-comer ventured the question at

last, her curiosity overcoming her fear of

what might be revealed.

" Shall we tell her ? " said Oscar.

Mildred nodded. She also drew near to

Edith N. and touched her with a sympathetic

hand.

Oscar seated himself on a bank overgrown

with dog-daisies and sorrel. He addressed

himself to the visitor, who stood, with hands

linked, in an attitude of expectation.

" Our Edith," he said, " is to be sent away

to-morrow on a visit, a prolonged visit. We

have our doubts whether she will ever come

back. She is going quite alone, to one old

man in a great big house. He wrote and

asked mother, who has known him for many

years, and is a sort of relation, to lend him

one of her little girls to brighten up his house.

I believe he spoke of ' adoption.' I over-

heard mother using the word to father when

she said it had better be Edith, because she

was the best-looking and there would be

more chance of his liking her. He has seen

none of us since we were babies ; he is rather

infirm, and I've no doubt very cross. Any-

way, he can't know anything about children.

To think that one alone could be happy with

him ! If he had asked two of us together it

would have been different; we might have

put up with it then,"
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TT

" 'OUR EDITH,' HK SAID, ' IS TO BE

The idea of Edith N. " brightening up"

anybody's home at that moment appeared

highly improbable. She was a veritable

picture of misery, as she cuddled up to

Oscar, with her ringer in her mouth.

" It doesn't seem to me so very dreadful,"

remarked Edith O., in her funny little grown-

up way. " I am always alone, and I don't

mind, though I should like to have brothers

and sisters."

"Of course," put in Mildred, "it wouldn't

be the same to you, because you're not used

to playfellows. Why, that was one of the

things we were told to do, to teach you to

play! Then you never feel shy, because

you come from London, which makes you

quite different from all of us."

Oscar's face suddenly brightened.

" I've got an idea," he said, " a real splen-

did scheme, but it lies entirely with Edith O.

I wonder what stuff she's made of?"

He looked curiously at the well-dressed

child, with the puzzling self possession and

surprising conversational powers.

"You," he continued, pointing at the

stranger, "don't care a fig where you go

or whom you talk to. Now, mother leaves

everything to us. We shall take Edith to

the station to-morrow and see her off by

the train to Bernbridge,

where Mr. Stanhope will

meet her. Suppose we

hide Edith N. and send

Edith O. in her place?"

Something approaching

an electric shock passed

through the breathless

assembly, while a ray of

hope brightened the tearful

eyes of the condemned

Nuspratt child. She made

a sudden bound at Edith

O. and clung to her in a

paroxysm of entreaty.

The little girl from

London accepted the pro-

position with the amazing

calmness which had already

won the admiration of her

companions.

"I'll go, if you like,"

she said, politely. " I think

I would rather be here, but

mamma says I must always

try and oblige people.

That's why she likes me to

hand cake round in the

ORROW'" drawing-room at afternoon

tea."

"Bravo! You're a brick," cried Oscar. "It

will be one of the most exciting things we

have ever carried through. You mustn't tell

the old man you are not Edith Nuspratt; just

say you are Edith, and that will be quite true.

We shall have all the difficult part here,

hiding our sister, and not letting out that

you have gone. Mother bothers so little about

things that I dare say if we keep it up for

a day or two she will forget all about you,

and Edith can slip back again without being

noticed."

If Mrs. Nuspratt could have heard the

wild improbability of this youthful reasoning,

even her easy - going Irish temperament

would have received a shock. She little

realized what an absolute nonentity she had

become in her own home, through her

creed of "laissez faire," or how completely

the children imagined themselves the masters

of the situation. It saved so much trouble

to put the responsibility of looking after the

younger ones on Mildred's willing shoulders,

and up to the present time the health and

safety of her flock testified to the wisdom
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of this arrangement. Both she and the

doctor had consented gladly enough to Mr.

Stanhope's proposition, recalling his promise

to remember this impecunious family hand-

somely in his will. Having no near relations,

he wished his money to benefit old friends

and distant connections who were not well

off.

The Nuspratt children were transported to

the seventh heaven of excitement and ex-

pectation, since the carrying out of Oscar's

scheme was more adventurous than any game.

It appealed to their sense of romance that

Edith N. should be in hiding, smuggled

away in their own house ; besides, they were

not at all sure of getting Edith O. off to

Bernbridge without detection.

That evening they all appeared most sub-

dued, and it was peculiar to the Nuspratt

family that before any very daring or unusual

episode they invariably behaved like angels.

Mrs. Nuspratt, being unobservant, had never

noticed this trait in her children's characters.

She paid special attention to Edith O., and

even visited the little beds after the lights

were outâ��an unexpected proceeding, which

Mildred prayed might not recuron the morrow.

" I think it was because it is your first

night here," she explained to Edith O., "and

perhaps she remembered she wouldn't be

seeing our Edith again for some time."

Certainly Fate favoured the schemers, for

the following afternoon Dr. Nuspratt particu-

larly wanted his wife to accompany him to

the house of a patient who was a new-comer,

and desired to make her acquaintance.

The children promised to carry their

sister's modest luggage to the station be-

tween them, and see her safely into the train

â��putting her under the charge of the guard.

The little party sallied forth unattended,

Edith N. jubilant at her escape, Edith O.

resigned and conversational, eager to make

the most of the companions she was to lose

so soon. At least she had the consolation of

feeling that by the sacrifice of her own

inclination she was able to render them a

very real and much appreciated service.

Oscar duly interviewed the guard. He pro-

mised to take care of the small passenger,

who felt a strange little choking sensation at

her throat as she leant out of the railway-

carriage window, bidding good-bye to the

Nuspratt family. She would so much rather

have remained with them, though she felt

not the slightest dread of meeting Mr.

Stanhope and accepting his hospitality. She

had so often stayed with her parents at big

houses or fashionable hotels, that a visit was

to her by no means the formidable event it

appeared to Edith N.

" You are a perfect heroine," cried

Mildred, as the shrill whistle of the train

sounded.

" And so say all of us !" shouted Oscar,

sending up a cheer.

The throbbing engine bore her away. She

waved a tiny embroidered handkerchief as

the now familiar forms of the Nuspratt chil-

dren grew smaller and smaller in the distance.

III.

" BERNBRIDGE ! Bernbridge !" It was an

hour later when Edith Oliver caught the words.

She had never been alone in a train before,

and her small hands were not strong enough

to open the door. The guard hurried up and

lifted her out, then she found herself standing

forlorn on the unknown country platform.

"Where for?" asked a porter. "Anyone

meeting you, miss ? :>

"Yes; is Mr. Stanhope here?" replied

her protector, the guard.

" That's him."

The man pointed to an old gentleman

whose eyes passed over little Miss Oliver,

appearing to seek some other object.

The child ran towards him.

" How do you do ? " she said. " Thank

you for coming to meet me. I'm Edith."

Mr. Stanhope stared down at the daintily-

attired figure in speechless surprise. Could

this well-dressed, fashionable child be one of

poor Dr. Nuspratt's large family?

When last he had seen Mrs. Nuspratt's

mother, she told him a pitiful tale of her

daughter's poverty: how she could hardly

afford to keep such a large family in boots

and shoes, and of the declining practice at

Littlewake, since all the well-to-do people

were deserting the neighbourhood. He took

in at a glance the faultless cut of Edith's

clothes, the silk stockings, and frou-frou of

lace under very short skirts.

" Have you really come from Mrs.

Nuspratt? " he said, as if doubting his eyes.

" Yes," she replied, and repeated again the

words in which Oscar had coached her:

"I'm Edith."

"Very well,''shaking the outstretched hand

in a none too friendly manner, " come along."

He led the way to a motor-brougham and

sent a footman to find her luggage. It was

palpable he was disappointed. He meant to

stretch out the hand of pity to a poor little

girl who had none of the joys which money

could buy, and the first sight of her had

chilled his ambition.
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"MR. STANHOPK STARED DOWN AT THE DAINTILY-ATTIRED

IN SPEECHLESS SURPRISE."

She settled herself beside him and smiled

pleasantly.

" Now," he said, softening at the sight of

her sweet, expressive eyes, " this will be a

treat for you. I dare say you have never

ridden in a motor before ?"'

" Oh, yes, I have," replied Edith, in her

social way. " We've got one just like this at

home."

"Really!" His tone rang harsh. "I

suppose your father uses it ? "

" No ; he likes our big car best. Mother

goes in the brougham."

"Oh, does she?" The old man's nostrils

dilated. He forced himself to speak calmly.

" How is Littlewake looking ? It's a nice

neighbourhood, I believe."

" Yes. It's a place where people go to

find their own level," she announced, simply.

He stared down at her.

" Mason says finding your own level isn't

at all nice."

"Who's Mason?"

" He is our butler, and knows everything.

Now, George, the footman, couldn't even tell

you what finding your own level means.

When I go back 1 shall get Mason

to explain more about it."

"Yes, I think you will go back

very soon."

The words brought relief to

Edith. She thought the old gen-

tleman had such a tunny manner,

and wondered why he grew so red

in the face. He relapsed into

silence, and glared out at the

scenery. The drive was not long,

and on reaching the house he

showed her some toys he had pro-

vided for her entertainment. She

thanked him, but without any

sign of excitement. He at once

questioned her sharply on the sub-

ject of toys, her answers revealing

candidly that she was a young

person of numerous possessions.

She could not help thinking it

strange that this curious old gen-

tleman should also be anxious to

hear details of her wardrobe. Had

she many frocks? Did she always

wear silk stockings ? And so many

other questions which gentlemen

did not ask as a rule.

Presently he sent her upstairs

and summoned his confidential

housekeeper, Mrs. Parkes. She

saw at once that something was

wrong with her master.

" I think I've made the little lady very

comfortable, sir," she said. " She's wonder-

fully nice spoken, and as pretty a child as I

ever saw."

" Mrs. Parkes," he replied, setting his lips,

"I've been humbugged! To use a vulgar

expression, that child's grandmother had

been trying to ' do' me. Poor, indeed ! The

Nuspratts poor ! Why, they have come into

a fortune and never let me know I shall

wire for my solicitor at once ; I shall alter my

will to-morrow. Not a farthing goes to the

Nuspratts, if I can help it."

Mrs. Parkes threw up her hands.

"To think of that now, sir, and you so

charitable, and anxious to leave your money

to deserving people. Well, I never ! "

"Look at her clothes. Are they the clothes

of a child in straitened circumstances?"

"To tell you the truth, sir, the garments

Maria has just unpacked upstairs are about

as worn and shabby as any I ever saw.''

" Oh ! Then that settles the matter. That

proves they are trying to deceive me, for the

child has convicted them out of her own

mouth. She has been telling me all abouL
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her dresses. I suppose they thought she

wouldn't talk. It was short-sighted to send

her dressed so elaborately ; it put me on the

scent at once."

He drew a telegraph form from his desk

and wrote quickly. It was a message to his

solicitor to bring him his will the following

day, as he wished to add a codicil.

" Let this be sent at once to Mr. Baldwin,"

he said, handing it to Mrs. Parkes. " I do

not wish to see Miss Edith again to-night."

IV.

THE Nuspratt children needed all their wits

to avoid detection during the afternoon.

Mildred became most affable to Bridget, the

hard-working Irish maid, on whose sturdy

shoulders the burden of the household fell.

" You are looking a little tired, Bridget," said

Mildred, with a motherly air of concern.

" Let me take up the tea-things ; I'll see to

the schoolroom tea."

Bridget had seldom felt less tired in her

life, but, since she was always busy,

the kindly offer did not come amiss.

"A rest is

what you want,"

continued Mil-

dred, delighted

that Bridget

detected no

ulterior motive

in her helpful-

ness. " I will see

to the children's

baths to - night.

You need not

come upstairs at

all."

Bridget began

to wish she

always looked

tired.

Mrs. Nuspratt

received much

the same kindly

treatment from

this generous

young person.

"We are all

quite jolly," she

told her mother;

" you need not

bother about us

in the least; I

am seeing to

everything. I

think you had

better not come

'LET ME TAKE up THE TEA-THINGS; I'LL SEE TO THK

SCHOOLROOM TEA,"

to us after we are in bed again, as it wakes

us out of our first sleep."

Mrs. Nuspratt felt relieved. She had a

number of letters to write, and commended

Mildred for her thoughtfulness.

"Good child," she said, patting her on the

shoulder. " You are quite a little mother,

aren't you, Mildred? How did Edith go

off?"

" All right; we caught the train."

Fearful of more questionings, the young

schemer hurried away to impart to the rest

of the family her success with Bridget and

Mrs. Nuspratt.

"The best thing to do is to keep on

playing hide and seek," said Oscar. " Then

if anyone comes up our Edith can always

be hiding, and no one will guess we are not

looking for Edith O. It will work in rather

well, as we were told to teach Edith O. to

play."

There were several hairbreadth escapes

before nightfall, and Mildred was glad

enough to see her charges safely in bed

and to put out the lights.

Edith N. felt distinctly

important, since being

the centre of attention

was highly exciting and

novel to one of a family

of seven. She was

grateful, too,

from the bottom

of her small

heart, to these

generous bro-

thers and sisters

and the heroic

Edith O.

Perhaps it was

the strain and

anxiety of the

day, but the chil-

dren certainly

slept soundlyâ��

so soundly, in

fact, that they

never opened an

eyelid in the

morning until it

was too late!

Bridget strode

into the room,

and on pulling up the

blinds caught sight of

a flaxen head upon a

pillow which should have

been slumbering in far-

away Bernbridge.
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Bridget ran quickly downstairs and knocked

at Mrs. Nuspratt's door.

" If you please, ma'am," she gasped, " Miss

Edith is in bed in the nursery ! "

" Well, where else should she be ? "

"I mean â�� our Miss Edith!" replied

Bridget, quickly.

The words were scarcely out of her mouth

before Mrs. Nuspratl started running towards

the nursery. She burst in upon the sleepy

children with hot inquiry.

Edith N., very shamefaced and ready to â�¢

cry, sheltered behind Mildred, who breath-

lessly explained they

thought it wouldn't

matter which Edith went,

so. as Edith O. was quite

willing, they had sent

her instead to Mr. Stan-

hope.

Confusion reigned in

the household. Mrs.

Nuspratt for once was

really roused,and did not

conceal her horror and

amazement. Gradually it

dawned on the older chil-

dren that they had com-

mitted a very grave error

of judgment, a really

serious blunder. A tele-

gram was instantly dis-

patched to Bernbridge,

and Dr. Nuspratt hurried

to the station to catch the

first train.

" Father has gone to

fetch Edith O. back,"

whispered the children.

" He's ever so angry. Per-

haps we shall all have to

go to Mr. Stanhope for a

punishment."

" If two went together

it would be rather nice,"

said Oscar.

"That is not likely

to happen," replied Mildred.

speaking his thoughts aloud. His brow

grew puzzled as he read a long explanatory

missive signed " Nuspratt." Then he glanced

sharply across at his visitor, an expression of

humour in his eyes.

" Bring your chair nearer to me," he said ;

" I will butter your toast."

Edith looked pleased at this friendly

advance. She was quick to notice his change

of attitude.

" So your name," he began, after a pause,

" is Edith Oliver, and the Nuspratt children,

by way of a joke, sent you here in their

KDITH X., VERY SHAMEFACED AND KEADY TO CKY, SHELTERED BEHIND MILDRED.

\Ve shall be

sent one by one, as a penance for our sins."

MR. STANHOPE breakfasted late, and Edith

O. joined him in the big dining-room.

She put up her face to be kissed so

naturally that he could not repulse the child,

though his feelings towards her were far from

affectionate.

" Telegram, sir."

" Ah ! probably from Baldwin," he said,

sister's place. I must say the joke acted

very well."

He thought of Mr. Baldwin already on his

way from London, and of his own hard feel-

ings the previous evening.

" Oh ! I'm so glad you know all about it,"

said Edith, accepting the toast from his

hands with a little bow of acknowledgment,

" but it wasn't exactly a joke."

" What was it, then ? "

" You did not understand about one

child in a big family being frightened of
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" HE GLANCED SHARPLY ACROSS AT HIS VISITOR."

coming alone. I have no brothers or

sisters, so it didn't matter to me. Another

time you must ask two of the Nuspratts

together. Mrs. Nuspratt won't mind, because

she has seven children at home, and mamma

says they are very poor."

He fell to asking this quaint little person a

number of questions. In her position of

Kdith O. he discovered she was highly enter-

taining, and ready to tell him exactly how

everything happened.

Her naive description of the proceedings

amused him vastly. Before breakfast was

half over he felt inclined to receive the whole

of the Nuspratt brood, if they were prepared

to come.

"Capital children," he said; "plenty of go

in them, lots of imagination, and a sense

of humour too. Just what I like. I must

certainly know more of them."

" You see, I was sent there to find my own

level," said Edith, " and to learn to play."

" A very excellent proceeding. The lesson

will come easy enough among those light

hearted youngsters. I won't disturb your

visit; Dr. Nuspratt shall take you back to

Littlewake to-day, and when you return to

your parents I'll have a tribe of Nuspratts

here to continue the lessons. Do you think

they would teach me to play, or am I too old?''

" Mamma says it is never too late to learn,1'

replied Edith, politely, anxious not to hurt

his feelings. Hut when she thought of the

Nuspratt games she feared in her heart that

perhaps, after all, Mr. Stanhope was just a

little too old.
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S it not amazing that in this

enlightened era there exists

one matter in which we have

practically remained stationary,

to the direct inconvenience

of everyone enjoying the life

of civilization? It is our coinage to which

I am referring. Why has a coin been so

uniformly circular? Is there any satisfactory

reason to urge for the retention of this

precise shape? You will

experience a decided

difficulty in finding an

unassailable answer.

Why ?

Even if an apparently

good reason could be

rendered for this one par-

ticular form, it could be

confronted with many

objections. The most

obvious point â�� one from

which I suppose lew

people have not suffered

â��is that if a coin is

dropped it displays the

tantalizing practice of

rolling away in unsuspected directions and

to surprising distances. Now, a square

coin could not possibly behave in this

manner. But a square coin would, no doubt,

too quickly wear or tear holes in pockets and

purses, and the idea of its adoption must be

abandoned.

There are many other phases of objection

to the present shape of coins. A man

taking his ticket at a railway booking-office,

or about to receive a 'bus or tram ticket,

is compelled either to examine a handful of

loose money or wriggle his fingers about

in a purse in order to secure the right coin.

This is bad enough,

but when a person

is aboard a tram or

'bus in the hours of

darkness the trouble

is accentuated.

Many riders are fre-

quently troubled

with the suspicion

that they have par-

ted with a valuable

Vol *xxii.-60

FIG I.â��SUGGESTIONS OF NEW DESIGNS FOR

THE SIXPENCE, BY WHICH IT COULD BE IN-

STANTLY DISTINGUISHED FROM THE FARTHING

OK THE HALF-SOVEREIGN, EVEN IN THE DARK.

coin in place of one of humbler value.

Besides, conductors deserve to be con-

sidered, since they are constantly compelled

to scrutinize coins as though they were

engaged in scientific investigation. How

many disputes occur in these situations !

Objections could be further multiplied;

but I will proceed to examine a few sugges-

tions for improvement. Let us take, as the

first set demanding inquiry, that of the

farthing, sixpence, and

half sovereign. The three-

penny - piece, being so

characteristically diminu-

tive, is ruled out as not

requiring attention. The

sixpence and half-

sovereign cannot be dis-

tinguished from each

other by touch alone,

since both possess the

milled edge ; but the

farthing, which is seldom

found in conjunction with

its two aristocratic cousins,

can be quickly recognised

by its smooth edge and size.

I propose that the next coin likely to be

confused with it shall assume either of the

three shapes depicted in Fig. i. The figure

6 â�� to impress the very prominent and

isolated expression upon the user's mindâ��

can be serviceably conveyed in either of

three very different ways. Six serpentine

curves, six sides with rounded points, or a

bold numeral in relief would afford a wel-

come and appropriate change. As there are

no ninepenny coins, no fear need be enter-

tained that a mistake could arise in regarding

the figure in its inverted position.

The half-sovereign, consisting of almost

sacred metal, must

not be tampered

with too greatly.

The claim to the

word " half " can be

shared by the half-

sovereign and the

half-crown, but we

will allocate the

description to the

coin of higher value

MISTAKEN FOR A SIXI'ENCK OH A FARTHING.
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Let the h a If-

sovereign, therefore,

be divided on one

surface by a flush

half-way ridge

caused merely by

scooping out the

two areas on both

sides; or arrange

that half the circum-

ference shall be

milled, while the

remainder is smooth.

This can be ensured by the design show-

ing His Majesty's profile fronting a con-

ventional display of the sun's rays â��

which never set on our Empire. An alter-

native scheme, which would not interfere

excessively with the modern designs, need be

nothing more

than partially

separating the

coin into halves

by a couple of

notches.

' With regard

to the ridge-

divided half-

sovereign, the

King's head

could be very

conspicuously

modelled in one

hollow, and, by

reason of the

presence of the

ridge, not be-

come subjected

to the defacing

by wear which is so unsightly on many coins.

How appropriate, too, that His Majesty

should gaze, as it were, upon two Union

Jacks entwining a heart! These sugges-

tions are shown in Fig. 2 at the bottom of

the preceding page.

We now have to consider the second set

of coins liable to

frequent confusion

â��the penny, the

florin, and the half-

crown. Although

the latter is actually

noticeably larger

than the florin, it is

equally responsible

for causing dis-

putes. I should

not like to hazard

a guess concerning

FIG. 3. â�� DISTINCTIVE DESIGNS FOR A I'ENNY.

FIG. 4.â��STACKING PIERCED PENNIES ON A PEG TO SAVE COUNTING,

FIG. 5.â��AN UNMISTAKAULB FLORIN,

the number of occa

sions when quarrels

have arisen over the

imputation that a

shopkeeper has

given change for a

florin instead of half

a crown.

We will, how-

ever, deal just now

with the penny,

which I suppose

is tendered more

often than any other coin.

Inasmuch as Britannia appears alone on

copper coinage, and bearing in mind that

she " rules the waves," why not differentiate

the penny by encircling it with the upraised

facsimile of a tarred rope, suggestive of Jack

Tar and his sur-

roundings ?

An even better

design, as the

penny is the

twelfth part of

a shilling, could

consist of a

twelve - sided

coin. It might

also be pierced

with a hole

(Fig. 3), so that

pennies could be

easily counted

by filing them

on a peg of the

necessary height,

as shown in

Fig. 4.

The florin and half-crown must be defi-

nitely settledâ��that difference of sixpence in

iheir respective values is really not worth all

the anxiety now involved. Perhaps the most

suggestive design would be a graceful figure 2,

seeing that the number, verbally expressed,

is never used in connection with any other

coin. The rose,

shamrock, and

thistle would appro-

priately fill up the

symmetrical spaces.

Florin and flora

have a similarity of

sound, and indeed

of meaning, since

the florin first re-

ceived its name

from a flower which

was stamped upon
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FIGS. 6, 7, AND 8.â��HALF-CROWNS WHICH CANNOT BE CONFUSED WITH PENNIES OR PLOR1NS.

it. Hence Flora could be typified by an

embossed rose (Fig. 5), the outer petals of

which would form four easily traceable

segments. As the rose is essentially an

English flower, how could the design

be surpassed?

But somewhere

or other our

Scottish com-

patriots would

have to be re-

presented to

better advantage.

The "half-

crown " is nearly

right as it is. By

FIG. 9.â��DESIGNS TO DISTINGUISH A HALFPENNY FROM A SHILLING.

to leave this specimen alone and improve the

more valuable ones.

. A shilling, for instance, might be dis-

tinguished by an upraised, round-faced figure

of 8, consisting of the two SS crossed, and

signifying its

station. Other-

wise a single

figure i, boldly

embossed on one

face, would prove

useful (Fig. 9.)

Now for the

arranging for two

suitable projec-

tions to exist upon the circumference, a

touch in black darkness would always

identify it; or the adoption of the present

shield device could be so enlarged that its

four extremities would serve as identification

marks (Figs. 6 and 7).

Reverting once more to the

"halfing," however, this might

very well be represented by a

middle row of perceptible balls,

not necessarily elevated, with

the addition of a crown and

the King's profile. A horn of

plenty might fill up one of the

corners (Fig. 8).

The third set of coins, the

comparative similarity of which

in si/e and configuration is

always likely to bewilder their owners,

comprises the halfpenny, shilling, and

sovereign. In connection with the first-

named, inasmuch as the risk does not lie in

passing a halfpenny in mistake for a coin of

higher value, but vice versa, it may be well

FIG. 10. â�� A

WITH

supreme comâ��

the sovereign,

which literally

subjects the whole

of the others to

humility. We must not allow ourselves to

tamper too freely with this ever-welcome and

noble object. We cannot disfigure St. George

and the Dragon, who essentially typifies our

national character in its best phase. I there

fore confine the suggestions to one

only, consisting of a prettily-scal-

loped edge with twenty lobes, sig-

nificant of twenty shillings ; and

I cannot believe that it loses its

dignity by such treatment. More-

over, no one could ever be excused

for parting with a sovereign so

fashioned under the impression

that he were tendering a half-

penny or a shilling.

At any rate, possessed of coins

designed as pictured there could

be no safe or profitable gilding of sixpences

to pass off as half-sovereigns; while an

important, if minor, attribute is that all of

them could be " read " by blind people or

by normal beings in the thickest of fogs OL

on the darkest of nights.

SOVEREIGN

TWENTY-LOBED

RIM.
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A MUSICAL CAT.

I SEND you a small

sketch, " A Musical

Cat." It will be perceived

that each stroke is a sign

used in music, and for

the benefit of the uniniti-

ated I give this explana-

tion : Eyes, pauses; ears

and nose, accents; whis-

kers, crescendos ; mouth,

mordente ; outline of head,

ties; collar, staff; bells,

notes; body, two phrase

lines; feet, two crescendos;

toes, flats and sharps ; tail,

two ties.â��Mr. W. Gough,

Clyde House, Prince's

Road, Stoke-on-Trcnt.

Copyright, 1906, by George Newnes, Limited.

[ IVe shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted. ]

THAT QUARRELSOME DOG!

A'

N ingenious

young

friend of mine

who owns a

small dog of a

q uar r elsom e

te m perament

had great diffi-

culty in keeping

him from the

fights in which

he frequently

engaged, till she

hit upon the

somewhat origi-

nal plan of sub-

stituting a book-

strap with handle

for the usual dog-collar. Now,

when his enemies approach him,

she lilts him easily out of harm's

way as shown in the above

photo. â�� Miss \V. Brownlow,

72, Lewisham Park, S. E.

AN ANGELS FOOT.

I TOOK this somewhat extra-

ordinary photograph while

on the roof of St. Peter's in Rome.

It shows the foot of one of the

angels that hold up the clock on

the exterior of the cathedral.

From the Piazza the angel looks

like a small statue.â��Miss L. Y.

Scholfield, Devoke Lodge, Wai-

ton-on-Thames.

A ROCK-VILLAGE FROM ALOFT.

rr~MIE peculjar photograph repro-

J^ duced is a snap - shot of the

roofs of the houses of Roquebruneâ��

one of the famous rock-villages of the

French Riviera. These rock-villages

were situated on hill-tops for safety

from the Saracens and Moors, and

partly because there was very little room

on each hill-top, and partly for security

in earthquakes, the houses were built

so close together as to be almost a

solid mass from one edge of the village

to the other. The main "streets"

of the town practically consist of

lanes about six feet wide, crossed so

continually by arches as to lie really

tunnels all the way. The photograph

was taken Ironi the top of the castle of

the Lascaris, which is on a slight

eminence in the centre of the town.

â�� Mr. Ward Muir, 9, South Vale,

Norwood, S. E.
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A NETTLE.BEER EXPLOSION.

"IT 7E werc s'artled one afternoon recently by an

W explosion in the house, and upon inspec-

tion found that a bottle of nettle l>eer in the larder

had hurst, and the body and neck of the bottle had

shot upwards with such force as to break through the

plaster and laths in the ceiling, remaining sus-

pended there, as shown in the photograph. This

account may serve as a warning to some of your

readers against the danger of putting home-made

nettle beer in screw-stoppered bottles.â��Mr. C. R.

Thompson, Elm Villas, Clayton, Bradford.

THE "MAN" WHO MINDS THE COWS.

IN the Basque country the children begin to work

at an early

age. They learn

to tend and

guide the oxen,

which are used

entirely for

agricultural and

draught work,

and, as if by

instinct, obtain

complete con-

trol over the

animals while

barely able to

reach their

heads. The

sturdy urchin

of four years

shown in the

photograph is

up at daybreak

(nothing will

keep him in

bed later than his parents), and bare-legged and

bare-headed he goes with me cows to the pastures.

If one should stray on to a neighbouring patch, he

is after it with his long stick and Basque adjura-

tions, and brings it scampering back, generally holding

on to its tail meanwhile !â��Mr. F. Mordaunt, Izarra,

St. Jean-de-Luz, S. France. f â��

A CYCLE CARNIVAL NOVELTY.

THE following photograph is not of the real

"Weary Willey at repose," but the ingenious idea

of a cyclist who decorated his machine to represent a

haystack, and then got inside among the hay, made up

as a tramp, and

nxlethroughthe

streets with this

cum be rso m e

burden. The

legs which are

protruding are

not the rider's

own; they are

unlya false pair.

I am pleased to

inform you that

the ingenious

competitor re-

ceived first prize

for the liest cycle

novelty on that

day. â�� Mr.

David Flett,

Photographer,

52, North King

Street, North

Shields.
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THE BIGGEST GRASSHOPPER ON EARTH.

r~I"*HIS gigantic grasshopper requires two horses to

X draw it. Although the ordinary insect is not

over two inches long, the monster shown in the

picture is twenty-five feet from tip to tail. Its legs,

when stretched out, are thirty feet long, while its

folded wings extend a distance of twenty feet, the

" insect" weighing about a hundred pounds. Anyone

who has ever seen a grasshopper will acknowledge that

it is a perfect likeness of the kind which come in

myriads on the prairies of the United States and eat

every vestige of vegetation. Considering its enormous

size the one shown in the picture is very light in

weight, but its legs are made up principally of cloth

stuffed with dried grass, and its body is of the same

material, its wings being composed of thin wooden

boards. The grasshopper was made by a fire com-

pany in Kansas, to be shown in a procession Need-

less to say, it attracted much attention.â��Mr. D. Allen

Willey, lialtimore.

SPHERICAL EGGS.

ANY hen can lay the ordinary egg of com-

merce with which we are familiar, but a

Wimbledon bird has set a fashion in which she is

easily singular. She sometimes lays eggs which are

perfectly spherical in shape, and her owner is a proud

man in consequence.

So startling is the re-

semblance that it is

somewhat difficult to

discern which of the

two photographs we

reproduce is of the

egg and which of the

billiard-ball.

BEES

IN A SIGNAL-

LAMP.

THE photograph

reproduced here

represents a swarm of

bees in rather an

unusual position. One

evening in July last at

Vatlon Junction, on

the Great Western

Railway, it was noticed

that tlie lamp in the

shunting signal-post was burning very dimly. On

examination it was found that a swarm of bees had

taken possession. The porter, thinking dis-

cretion the better part of valour, left them

for more experienced hands to deal with.

In the morning the lamp was removed and

the bees, lieing somewhat disturbed, became

restless, when one of the signalmen more

courageous than his mates carried the lamp

carefully to the nearest bee - keeper for

proper treatment. The photograph shows

the lamp by a rough stone wall and the

old-fashioned straw skip in position for

driving the bees into it, which operation

had already been commenced when the

snap-shot was taken, smoke being injected

into the lower part of the lamp. The bees

are to be seen flying upwards into the

skip, from which when settled and quiet

they could be transferred into the more

up-to-date hive. The bees were probably

attracted by the light when on the wing, or

otherwise would have chosen a more suit-

able settling place.â��Mr. V, W. Hedges,

High Street, Yatton, Somerset,
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"BIG FLEAS HAVE LITTLE FLEAS."

WHILE doing microscopical work at Guy's

Hospital I carelessly examined a dead fly

lying on the laboratory table, under my microscope.

I mounted the wing just as an interesting specimen,

and later was surprised to discover that with higher

magnification a small parasite was visible which irre-

sistibly proved the truth of the verse which, with

variation, runs :â��

Big fleas have liltle fleas

Upon their backs to bite 'em.

And lillle fleas have lesser ones

And so ad iiifniiiimi.

The parasite is approximately '0006 of an inch in

length, and, therefore, quite invisible to the naked

eye. The slide was prepared by Mr. II. M. Peacock,

and the micro-photograph taken by Mr. W. Ualy

Peacock, 289, London Road, Croydon.

BECOMING AND MOST INEXPENSIVE.

THIS is not an exhibition of I'aris millinery, as

one might suppose. The hats in the photo-

graph are made entirely of newspaper, being the

result of a com-

petition got up

among the visi-

tors of various

nationalities

staying at the

Hotel Sonnen-

berg.Engelberg.

A time limit of

half an hour was

given; each per-

son was sup-

plied with three

sheets of news-

paper, and all

com p e t itors

were requested

to bring their

own pins and a

pair of scissors.

When finished

the hats were

placed on the

Ixittles, and a

committee was appointed to award the first and

second prizes. I was fortunate enough to secure the

pri/.e hats and three others for my photograph. There

was a tie between two hals for the first pri/.e (the first

two on the left-hand side in the photograph), and the

lady sitting in the middle of the group is wearing the

second prize. An American lady begged to be

allowed to take one of the first prize hats out to

America with her to show her countrymen "what

English ladies could do." I must not forget to

mention that several men also entered for the compe-

tition, though most of them lost their nerve and

failed to put in an appearance at the last moment.

A fool's cap made by one of them appears in the

photograph.â��Miss Ida M. Fairbairn, 89, Onslow

Gardens, S.W.

A MONSTER MUSHROOM.

HE mushroom, a photograph of which I send

you, was grown at Mr. Golding's farm, neai

T

North wood,

in three days,

together with

eleven others

only a trifle

smaller. When

cut this mush-

room weighed

two and a

quarter pounds

and measured

no less than

forty inches in

cirru inference,

and it would be

interesting to

know whether

it constitutes a

record for size

and weight.

- Mr. H.

Lines, High

Street, Pinner.
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A FISH WITH A COLLAR.

IT is an unusual thing for fishes to wear collars,

but the adjoining photograph shows a "col-

lared " codfish which was caught by some Flam-

borough fishermen off Flam-

borough Head, while out

on a fishing expedition.

The fish was in perfect

health and well fed, but

the ring had cut into

the flesh. The ring had

been used as packing be-

tween iron pipes, and being

rubber the inside edge had

been squeezed quite thin,

and was very hard and

sharp. The fish had by

some means got its head

through the ring, and getting

it behind the gills was un-

able to shake it off again, as

the encumbrance had cut

into the shoulders and each

side of the throat. The

photograph is by Mr. W. R.

Keadhead, of Flamborough,

who is the local agent for

the International Fisheries

Association. The fish was

handed to him by the

fishermen, who were under

the impression that it was

one marked by the above

association for research-

work.â��Mr. W. R. Readhead, High Street, Flam-

borough, E. Yorks.

THE WORK OF A PEST

S the king of pesls, the Teredo easily takes the

palm. No wood submerged in the sea is safe from

its attacks, whether it is wharf timber or the bottom

of a ship. Its work cannot be seen until the timber

is cut, when the wood will be found perforated by

the passages bored by the active lillle creature. The

section of log shown herewith contains, by actual

count, over eight hundred holes drilled by the Teredo,

yet each passage-way is sharp and distinct and does

nol break into another. How these animals, working

in the dark interior of the wood, can avoid breaking

into the excavations of their neighbours is a puzzle

to scientists.â��Mr. Jas. G. McCurdy, Port Townsend,

Washington.

A'

AND I 01VB the whole of my

â�¢aid ostato unto my nephews

Thornaa Brown John Brown and

Richard Brown their hairs

executors administrators and

assigns in such shares as

that the said Thomas Brown

â�¢hall receive three hundred

pounds less than the said

John Brown and Richard Brown

and that they shall each re-

-celve one hundred and fifty

pounds more than the said

donas Brown

A PUZZLING WILL.

' I ""HE extract facsimiled here is from an actual will,

\_ but, of course, the names given are fictitious ones.

The net realization of the estate was Â£669 153. Your

readers may be interested in solving the question,

" How much did the testator intend each of the

three nephews to receive ?" At first sight it would

appear that the clause is perfectly clear, but the latter

half, which appears to make the testator's intention

beyond doubt, has had just the opposite effect. As

a matter of fact, it is impossible to divide the estate

according to the terms of this clause, but, legally,

the latter half would be adhered toâ��i.e., John and

Richard each to take .Â£150 more than Thomas.â��Mr.

11. W. Houghton, 26, (lueen's Koad, Prescot, Lanes.

A VEGETABLE BOUQUET.

1SEND you a photograph of a vegetable bouquet

made by myself. It is composed of peas, beans,

tomatoes, lettuce, carrots, potatoes, sage, etc.â��Miss

N. S. Surman, The Clifton, Felixstowe,





'THE THUKE MEN WERE ATTENTIVELY WATCHING THE DISTANT

FRENCH LINES."

(See pav 494.)
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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XXIV.

HOW NIGEL WAS CALLED TO HIS MASTER.

Y sweet ladye," wrote Nigel,

in a script which it would

take the eyes of love to read,

" there hath been a most

noble meeting in the fourth

sennight of Lent betwixt

some of our own people and sundry most

worthy persons of this country, which ended,

by the grace of our Lady, in so fine a joust

that no man living can call to mind so fair

an occasion. Much honour was gained by

the Sieur de Beaumanoir and also by an

Almain named Croquart, with whom I hope

to have some speech when I am hale again,

for he is a most excellent person and very

ready to advance himself or to relieve another

from a vow. For myself I had hoped, with

Godde's help, to venture that third small

deed which might set me free to haste me

to your sweet side, but things have gone

awry with me, and I early met with

such scathe and was of so small comfort

to my friends that my heart is heavy within

me, and in sooth I feel that I have lost

honour rather than gained it. Here I have

lain since the Feast of the Virgin, and

here I am like still to be, for I can move

no limb, save only my hand ; but grieve not,

sweet ladye, for St. Catherine hath been our

friend, since in so short a time I had two

such ventures as the Red Ferret and the

intaking of the riever's fortalice. It needs

but one more deed, and sickcrly when I am

hale once more it will not be long ere I seek

it out. Till then, if my eyen may not rest

upon you, my heart at least is ever at thy feet."

So he wrote from his sick-room in the

Castle of Ploermel late in the summer, but

yet another summer had come before his

crushed head had mended and his wasted

limbs had gained their strength once more.

With despair he heard of the breaking of the

truce, and of the fight at Mauron in which

Sir Robert Knolles and Sir Walter Bentley

crushed the rising power of Brittanyâ��a fight

in which many of the thirty champions of

Josselin met their end. Then, when with

renewed strength and high hopes in his heart

he went forth to search for the famous

Croquart, who proclaimed himself ever ready,

night or day, to meet any man with any

weapon, it was only to find that in trying the

paces of his new horse the German had

been cast into a ditch and had broken his

neck. In the same ditch perished Nigel's

last chance of soon accomplishing that deed

which should free him from his vow.

There was truce once more over all

Christendom and mankind was sated with

war, so that only in far-off Prussia, where the

Teutonic knights waged ceaseless battle with

the Lithuanian heathen, could he hope to

find his heart's desire. But money and high

knightly fame were needed ere a man could

go upon the northern crusade, and ten years

were yet to pass ere Nigel should look from the

battlements of Marienberg on to the waters

of the Frische Haff, or should endure the

torture of the hot plate when bound to the

Holy Woden stone of Memel. Meanwhile,

he chafed his burning soul out through the

long seasons of garrison life in Brittany,

broken only by one visit to the chateau of

the father of Raoul, when he carried to

the Lord of Grosbois the news of how

his son had fallen like a gallant gentleman

under the gateway of La Brohiniere.

And then, then at last, when all hope was

well-nigh dead in his heart, there came one

glorious July morning which brought a horse-

man bearing a letter to the Castle of Vannes,

of which Nigel was now seneschal. It con-

tained but few words, short and clear as the

call of a war-trumpet. It was Chandos who

wrote. He needed his squire at his side, for

his pennon was in the breeze once more.

He was at Bordeaux. The Prince was start-

ing at once for Bergerac, whence he would

make a great raid into France. It would not

end without a battle. They had sent word

of their coming, and the good French King

had promised to be at great pains to receive

them. Let Nigel hasten at once. If the

army had left, then let him follow after with

all speed. Chandos had three other squires,

but would very gladly see his fourth once

again, for he had heard much of him since

they parted, and nothing which he might not

have expected to hear of his father's son.

Such was the letter which made the sumnT1

Vol. xxxii.-61

Copyright, 1906, by A. Conan Doyle, in the United States of America,
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sun shine brighter and the blue sky seem of

a still fairer blue upon that happy afternoon

in Vannes.

It is a weary way from Vannes to Bordeaux.

Coastwise ships are hard to find, and winds

blow north when all brave hearts would fain

be speeding south. A full month had passed

from the day when Nigel received his letter

before he stood upon the quay side of the

Garonne, amid the stacked barrels of Gascon

wine, and helped to lead Pommcrs down the

gang-planks. Not Aylward himself had a

worse opinion of the sea than the great

NIGEL (i! i i I' TO I.KAI) I'OMMF.RS DOWN THE GANG-PLANKS.

yellow horse, and he whinnied with joy

as he thrust his muzzle into his master's

outstretched hand and stamped his ring-

ing hoofs upon the good firm cobble-

stones. Beside him, slapping his tawny

shoulder in encouragement, was the lean,

spare form of Black Simon, who had remained

ever under Nigel's pennon. But Aylward,

where was he ? Alas! two years before he

and the whole of Knolles's company of archers

had been drafted away on the King's service

to Guienne, and since he could not write the

squire knew not whether he was alive or

dead. Simon, indeed, had thrice heard of

him from wandering archers, each time that

he was alive and well and newly-married, but

as the wife in one case was a fair maid, and

in another a dark, while in the third she was

a French widow, it was hard to know the

truth.

Already the army had been gone a month,

but news of it came daily to

the town, and such news as

all men could read, for

through the landward gates

there rolled one constant

stream of wagons, pouring

down the Libourne Road,

and bearing the booty of

Southern France. The town

was full of foot-soldiers, for

none but mounted men had

been taken by the Prince.

With sad faces and longing

eyes they watched the pass-

ing of the train of plunder-

laden carts, piled high with

rich furniture, silks, velvets,

tapestries, carvings, and

precious metals, which had

been the pride of many n.

lordly home in fair Auvergne

or the wealthy Bourbonnais.

Let no man think that in

these wars England alone

was face to face with France

alone. There is glory and

to spare without trifling with

the truth. Two provinces

in France, both rich and

warlike, had become English

through a Royal marriage,

and these, Guienne and Gas-

cony, furnished many of the

most valiant soldiers under

the island flag. So poor a

country as England could

not afford to keep a great

force overseas, and so must

needs have lost the war with France

through want of power to uphold the struggle.

The feudal system enabled an army to be

drawn rapidly together with small expense,

but at the end of a few weeks it dispersed

again as swiftly, and only by a well-filled

money-chest could it be held together.

There was no such chest in England, and
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the King was for

ever at his wits'end

how to keep his

men in the field.

' WITH SAD FACES AND LONGING EVES THEY WATCHED THF. PASSING OF THE PLUNDEK-I.ADEN' CAKTS."

But Guienne and

Gascony were full of knights and squires,

who were always ready lo assemble from

their isolated castles for a raid into France,

and these, with the addition of those

English cavaliers who fought for honour,

and a few thousand of the formidable

archers, hired for fourpence a day, made an

army with which a short campaign could be

carried on. Such were the materials of the

Prince's force, some eight thousand strong,

who were now riding in a great circle through

Southern France, leaving a broad weal of

blackened and ruined country behind them.

But France, even with her south-western

corner in English hands, was still a very war-

like power, far richer and more populous

than her rival. Single provinces were so

great that they were stronger than many a

kingdom. Normandy in the north, Bur-

gundy in the east, Brittany in the west, and

Languedoc in the south were each capable of

fitting out a great army of their own. There-

fore the brave and spirited John, watching

from Paris this insolent raid into his

dominions, sent messengers in hot haste to

all these great feudatories as well as to

Loraine, Picardy, Auvergne, Hainault, Ver-

mandois, Champagne, and to the German

mercenaries over his eastern border, bidding

all of them to ride hard, with bloody spur,

day and night, until they should gather to a

head at Chartres. There a great army had

assembled early in September, whilst the

Prince, all unconscious of its presence, sacked

towns and besieged castles from Bourges to

Issodun, passing Romorantin, and so onwards

to Vierzon and to Tours. From week to

week there were merry skirmishes at barriers,

brisk assaults of fortresses in which much

honour was won, knightly meetings with

detached parties of Frenchmen, and occa-

sional spear runnings where noble champions

deigned to venture their persons. Houses,

too, were to be plundered, while wine and

women were in plenty. Never had either

knights or archers had so pleasant and profit-

able an excursion, so that it was with high

heart and much hope of pleasant days at

Bordeaux, with their pockets full of money,

that the army turned south from the Loire

and began to retrace its steps to the sea-

board city.

But now its pleasant and martial promenade

changed suddenly to very serious work of war.

As the Prince moved south he found that

all supplies had been cleared away from in

front of him, and that there was neither

fodder for the horses nor food for the men.

Two hundred wagons laden with spoil rolled

at the head of the army, but the starving

soldiers would soon have gladly changed it

all for as many loads of bread and of meat.

The light troops of the French had preceded

them and burned or destroyed everything that

could be of use. Now also, for the first

time, the Prince and his men became aware
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that a great army was moving upon the

eastern side of them, streaming southwards

in the hope of cutting off their retreat to the

sea. The sky glowed with their fires at

night, and the autumn sun twinkled and

gleamed from one end of the horizon to the

other upon the steel caps and flashing

weapons of a mighty host. Anxious to

secure his plunder, and conscious that the

levies of France were far superior in numher

to his own force, the Prince redoubled his

attempts to escape, but his horses were

exhausted and his starving men were hardly

to be kept in order. A few more days would

unfit them for battle. Therefore, when he

found, near the village of Maupertuis, a

position in which a small force might have a

chance to hold its own, he gave up the

attempt to outmarch his pursuers, and he

turned at bay like a hunted boar, all tusks

and eyes of flame.

Whilst these high events had been in

progress Nigel, with Black Simon and four

other men-at-arms from Bordeaux, was

hastening northwards to join the army. So

far as Bergerac they were in a friendly land,

but thence onwards they rode over a

blackened landscape with many a roofless

house, its two bare gable - ends sticking

upwardsâ��a " Knolles's mitre," as it was

afterwards called when Sir Robert worked

his stern will upon the country. For three

days they rode northwards, seeing many

small parties of French in all direc-

tions, but too eager to reach the army

to ease their march in

search of adventures. Then

at last, after passing Lusig-

nan, they began to come

in touch with English

foragers, mounted bowmen

for the most part, who were

endeavouring to collect

supplies either for the army

or for themselves. From

them Nigel learned that

the Prince, with Chandos

ever at his side, was hasten-

ing south and might be

met within a short day's-

march. As he still advanced

these English stragglers

became more and more

numerous, until at last he

overtook a considerable

column of archers moving

in the same direction as

his own party. These were

men whose horses had

failed them, and who had therefore been left

behind on the advance, but were now hasten-

ing to be in time for the impending battle.

A crowd of peasant girls accompanied them

upon their march, and a whole train of laden

mules were led beside them.

Nigel and his little troop of men-at-arms

were riding past the archers when Black

Simon, with a sudden exclamation, touched

his leader upon the arm.

"See yonder, fair sir," he cried, with

gleaming eyes, "there where the wastrel

walks with the great fardel upon his back '

Who is he who marches behind him ?"

Nigel looked and was aware of a stunted

peasant who bore upon his rounded back an

enormous bundle very much larger than him-

self. Behind him walked a burly, broad-

shouldered archer, whose stained jerkin and

battered head-piece gave token of long and

hard service. His bow was slung over his

shoulder, and his arms were round the waists

of two buxom Frenchwomen, who tripped

along beside him with much laughter and

many saucy answers flung back over their

shoulders to a score of admirers behind them.

" Aylward ! " cried Nigel, spurring forward.

The archer turned his bronzed face, stared

for an instant with wild eyes, and then,

dropping his two ladies, who were instantly

carried off by his comrades,

he rushed to seize the hand

which his young master held

down to him.

THE AKCHF.R STARKI) FOK AN INSTANT WITH WILD EVES."
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" Now, by my hilt, Squire Nigel, this is

the fairest sight of my lifetime," he cried.

" And you, old leather-face ! Nay, Simon,

I would put my arms around your dried

herring of a body if 1 could but reach you.

Here is Pommers, too, and I read in his eye

that he knows me well, and is as ready to

put his teeth into me as when he stood in

my fathers stall."

It was like a whiff of the heather-perfumed

breezes of Hankley to see his homely face

once more. Nigel laughed with sheer joy as

he looked at him.

" It was an ill day when the King's service

called you from my side," said he, " and, by

St. Paul, I am right glad to set eyes upon

you once more ! I see well that you are in

no wise altered, but the same Aylward that

I have ever known. But who is this varlet

with the great bundle who waits upon your

movements?"

" It is no less than a feather bed, fair sir,

which he bears upon his back, for I would

fain bring it to Tilford, and yet it is over-large

for me when I take my place with my fellows

in the ranks. But, indeed, this war has been

a most excellent one, and I have already

sent half a wagon-load of my gear back to

Bordeaux to await my home-coming. Yet I

have my fears when I think of all the rascal

foot-archers who are waiting there, for some

folk have no grace or honesty in their souls

and cannot keep their hands from that which

belongs to another. But if I may throw my

leg over yonder spare horse I will come on

with you, fair sir, for indeed it would be joy

to my heart to know that I was riding under

your banner once again."

So Aylward, having given instructions to

the bearer of his feather-bed, rode away in

spite of shrill protests from his French com-

panions, who speedily consoled themselves

with those of his comrades who seemed to

have most to give. Nigel's party was soon

clear of the column of archers and riding

hard in the direction of the Prince's army.

"They passed by a narrow and winding track

through the great wood of Nouaille, and

found before them a marshy valley down

which ran a sluggish stream. Along its

farther bank hundreds of horses were being

watered, and beyond was a dense block of

wagons. Through these the comrades passed,

and then topped a small mound from which

the whole strange scene lay spread before

them.

Down the valley the slow stream meandered

with marshy meadows on either side. A mile

or two lower a huge drove of horses were to

be seen assembled upon the bank. They

were the steeds of the French cavalry, and

the blue haze of a hundred fires showed

where King John's men were camping. In

front of the mound upon which they stood

the English line was drawn, but there were

few fires, for indeed, save their horses, there

was little for them to cook. Their right

rested upon the river, and their array stretched

across a mile of ground until the left was in

touch with a tangled forest which guarded it

from flank attack. In front was a long, thick

hedge and much broken ground, with a single,

deeply-rutted country road cutting through it

in the middle. Under the hedge and along

the whole front of the position lay swarms

of archers upon the grass, the greater

number slumbering peacefully with sprawling

limbs in the warm rays of the September

sun. Behind were the quarters of the

various knights, and from end to end flew

the banners and pennons marked with the

devices of the chivalry of England and

Guienne. With a glow in his heart Nigel

saw those badges of famous captains and

leaders and knew that now at last he also

might show his coat-armour in such noble

company. There was the flag of Jean Grailly,

the Captal de Buch, five silver shells on a

black cross, which marked the presence of

the most famous soldier of Gascony; while

beside it waved the red lion of the noble

knight of Hainault, Sir Eustace d'Amhreti-

court. These two coats Nigel knew, as did

every warrior in Europe, but a dense grove of

pennoned lances surrounded them bearing

charges which were strange to him, from

which he understood that these belonged to the

Guienne division of the army. Farther down

the line the famous English ensigns floated on

the windâ��the scarlet and gold of Warwick,

the silver star of Oxford, the golden cross of

Suffolk, the blue and gold of Willoughby, and

the gold-fretted scarlet of Audley. In the

very centre of them all was one which caused

all others to pass from his mind, for close to

the Royal banner of England, crossed with

the label of the Prince, there waved the war-

worn flag with the red wedge upon the

golden field which marked the quarters of

the noble Chandos.

At the sight Nigel set spurs to his horse,

and a few minutes later had reached the spot.

Chandos, gaunt from hunger and want of

sleep, but with the old fire lurking in his eye,

was standing by the Prince's tent, gazing

down at what could be seen of the French

array, and heavy with thought. Nigel sprang

from his horse and was within touch of his
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master, when the silken hanging of the Royal

tent was torn violently aside and Edward

rushed out. He was without his armour, and

clad in a sober suit of black, but the high

dignity of his bearing and the imperious

anger which flushed his face proclaimed the

leader and the Prince. At his heels was a

little white-haired ecclesiastic in a flowing

gown of scarlet sendall, expostulating and

arguing in a torrent of words.

" Not another word, my Lord Cardinal! "

cried the angry Prince. " I have listened to

you over-long, and, by God's dignity, that

which you say is neither good nor fair in my

ears. Hark you, John, I would have your

counsel. What, think you, is the message

which my Lord Cardinal of Perigord has

carried from the King of France ? He says

that of his clemency he will let my army pass

back to Bordeaux if we will restore to him

NOT ANOTHER WORD, MY LOKP CARDINAL, CRIED THF ANGRY PRINCE,

all that we have taken, remit all ransoms,

and surrender my own person with that of a

hundred nobles of England and Guienne to

be held as prisoners. What think you,

John?"

Chandos smiled.

" Things are not done in that fashion,'

said he.

" But, my Lord Chandos," cried the

Cardinal, " I have made it clear to the Prince

that indeed it is a scandal to all Christen-

dom, and a cause of mocking to the heathen,

that two great sons of the Church should

turn their swords thus upon each other."

" Then bid the King of France keep clear

of us," said the Prince.

" Fair son, you are aware that you are in

the heart of his country, and that it standeth

not aright that he should suffer you to go

forth as you came. You have but a small

army, three thousand bowmen

and five thousand men-at-arms

at the most, who seem in evil

case for want of food and rest.

The King has thirty thousand

men at his back, of which

twenty thousand are expert

men - at - arms. It is fitting,

therefore, that you make such

terms as you may, lest worse

befall."

" Give my greetings to the

King of France and tell him

that England will never pay

ransom for me. But it seems

to me, my Lord Cardinal, that

you have our numbers and

condition very ready upon your

tongue, and I would fain know

how the eye of a Churchman

can read a line of battle so

easily. I have seen that these

knights of your household

have walked freely to and fro

within our-camp, and I have

much fear that when I wel-

comed you as envoys I have

in truth given my protection to

spies. How say you, my Ixsrd

Cardinal ? "

" Fair Prince, I know not

how you can find it in your

heart and conscience to say

such evil words."

"There is this red-bearded

nephew of thine, Robert de

Duras. See where he stands

yonder, counting and prying.

I lark hither, young sir ! I



S/Jf XIGEL.

489

have been saying to your uncle the Cardinal

that it is in my mind that you and your

comrades have carried news of our disposi-

tions to the French King. How say you?"

The knight turned pale and sank his eyes.

"My lord,'' he murmured, "it may be

that I have answered some questions."

" And how will such answers accord with

your honour, seeing that we have trusted you

since you came in the train of the Cardinal ?"

" My lord, it is true that I am in the train

of the Cardinal, and yet I am liege man of

King John and a knight of France, so I

pray you to assuage your wrath against me."

The Prince ground his teeth, and his

piercing eyes bla/ecl upon the youth.

" By my father's soul I can scarce forbear to

strike you to the earth ! But this I promise

you, that if you show that sign of the red

griffen in the field, and if you be taken alive

in to-morrow's battle, your head shall most

assuredly be shorn from your shoulders."

" Fair son, indeed you speak wildly," cried

the Cardinal. "I pledge you my word that

neither my nephew Robert nor any of my

train will take part in the battle. And now

I leave you, sire, and may God assoil your

soul, for indeed in all this world no men

stand in greater peril than you and those

who are around you, and I rede you that

you spend the night in such ghostly exer-

cises as may best prepare you for that which

may befall." So saying the Cardinal bowed,

and with his household walking behind him

set off for the spot where they had left

their horses, whence they rode to the neigh-

bouring abbey. The angry Prince turned

upon his heel and entered his tent once more,

whilst Chandos, glancing round, held out a

warm welcoming hand to Nigel.

" I have heard much of your noble deeds,"

said he. " Already your name rises as a

squire errant. I stood no higher, nor as high,

at your age."

Nigel flushed with pride and pleasure.

" Indeed, my dear lord, it is very little that

I have done. But now that I am back at

your side I hope that in truth I shall learn to

bear myself in worthy fashion, for where else

should I win honour if it be not under your

banner ? "

"Truly, Nigel, you have come at a very

good time for advancement. I cannot see

how we can leave this spot without a great

battle which will live in men's minds for ever,

'n all our rights in France I cannot call to

mind any in which they have been so strong

Â°r we so weak as now, so that there will be

the more honour to be gained. I would

Vol. xxxiL--63

that we had two thousand more archers. But

I doubt not that we shall give them much

trouble ere they drive us out from amidst

these hedges. Have you seen the French?"

"Nay, lair sir, I have but this moment

arrived."

" I was about to ride forth myself to coast

their army and observe their countenance, so

come with me ere the night fall, and we

shall see what we can of their order and

dispositions."

There was a truce betwixt the two forces

for the day on account of the ill-advised

and useless interposition of the Cardinal of

Perigord. Hence, when Chandos and Nigel

had pushed their horses through the long

hedge which fronted the position, they found

that many small parties of the knights of

either army were riding up and down on the

plain outside. The greater number of these

groups were French, since it was very neces-

sary for them to know as much as possible

of the English defences, and many of their

scouts had ridden up to within a hundred

yards of the hedge, where they were sternly

ordered back by the pickets of archers on

guard. Through these scattered knots of

horsemen Chandos rode, and as many of

them were old antagonists, it was " Ha,

John !" on the one side, and " Ha, Raoul! "

" Ha, Nicholas ! " " Ha, Guichard ! " upon

the other, as they brushed past them. Only

one cavalier greeted them amiss, a large, red-

faced man, the Lord Clermont, who by some

strange chance bore upon his surcoat a blue

virgin standing amid golden sunbeams, which

was the very device which Chandos had

donned for the day. The fiery Frenchman

dashed across their path and drew his steed

back on to its haunches.

" How long is it, my Lord Chandos," said

he, hotly, " since you have taken it upon

yourself to wear my arms ? "

Chandos smiled. " It is surely you who

have mine," said he, " since this surcoat was

worked for me by the good nuns of Windsor

a long year ago."

" If it were not for the truce," said Cler-

.. mont, " I would soon show you that you

have no right to wear it."

. " Look for it, then, in the battle to-morrow,

and I also will look for yours," Chandos

answered. " There we can very honourably

settle the matter."

But the Frenchman was choleric and hard

to appease.

" You English can invent nothing," said

he, "and you take for your own whatever

you see handsome belonging to others." So
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round the flanks he

went, keeping ever

w i t h i n c ross- bow

shot of the army ;

and then at last,

having noted all

things in his mind,

he turned his

horse's head and

rode slowly back,

heavy with thought,

to the English lines.

THE FIRRY FRENCHMAN DASHEn ACROSS THEIK I-ATH

ON TO ITS HAUNCHES."

grumbling and fuming, he rode upon his

way, while Chandos, laughing gaily, spurred

onwards across the plain.

The immediate front of the English line

was shrouded with scattered trees and bushes

which hid the enemy, but when they had

cleared these a fair view of the great French

army lay before them. In the centre of the

huge camp was a long and high pavilion of

red silk, with the silver lilies of the King at

one end of it and the golden oriflamme, the

battle flag of old France, at the other. Like

the reeds of a pool from side to side of the

broad array, and dwindling away as far as

their eyes could see, were the banners and

pennons of high barons and famous knights,

but above them all flew the ducal standards

which showed that the feudal muster of all

the warlike provinces of France was in the

field before them. With a kindling eye

Chandos looked across at the proud ensigns

of Normandy, of Burgundy, of Auvergne, of

Champagne, of Vermandois, and of Berry,

flaunting and gleaming in the rays of the

sinking sun. Riding slowly down the line

he marked with attentive ga/.e the camp of

the cross-bowmen, the muster of the German

mercenaries, the numbers of the foot soldiers,

the arms of every proud vassal or vavasour

which might give some guide as to the power

~f each division. From wing to wing and

AND DREW HIS STEED BACK

CHAPTER XXV.

HOW THE KING OF

FRANCE HELD

A COUNCIL AT

M.XUPERTUIS.

THE morning of

Sunday, the igth

of September, in

the year of our

Lord 1356, was

cold and fine. A

haze which rose

from the marshy

valley of Muisson

covered both

camps and set the starving Englishmen

shivering, but it cleared slowly away as the

sun rose. In the red silken pavilion of the

French Kingâ��the same which had been

viewed by Nigel and Chandos on the evening

beforeâ��a solemn mass was held by the

Bishop of Chalons, who prayed for those who

were about to die, with little thought in his

mind that his own last hour was so near at

hand. Then, when Communion had been

taken by the King and his four young sons,

the altar was cleared away, and a great red-

covered table placed lengthwise down the

tent, round which John might assemble his

council and determine how best he should

proceed. With the silken roof, rich tapestrit-s

of Arras round the walls, and Eastern rugs

beneath the feet, his palace could furnish no

fairer chamber.

King John, who sat upon the canopied

dais at the upper end, was now in the sixth

year of his reign and the thirty sixth of his

life. He was a short, burly man, ruddy-faced

and deep-chested, with dark, kindly eyes and

a most noble bearing. It did not need the

blue cloak sewn with silver lilies to mark him

as the King. Though his reign had been

short his fame was already widespread over

all Europe as a kindly gentleman and a fear-

less soldier â�� a fit leader for a chivalrous

nation. His elder son, the Duke of
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Normandy, still hardly more than a boy,

stood beside him, his hand upon the King's

shoulder, and John half turned from time to

time to fondle him. On the right, at the

same high dais, was the King's younger

brother, the Duke of Orleans, a pale, heavy-

featured young man, with a languid manner

and intolerant eyes. On the left was the

Duke of Bourbon, sad-faced and absorbed,

with that gentle melancholy in his eyes and

bearing which comes often with the pre-

monition of death. All these '\vere in their

armour, save only for their helmets, which

lay upon the board before them.

Below, grouped around the long red table,

was an assembly of the most famous warriors

in Europe. At the end nearest the King

was the veteran soldier the Duke of Athens,

son of a banished father, and now High

Constable of France. On one side of him

sat the red-faced and choleric Lord Cler-

mont, with the same blue virgin in golden

rays upon his surcoat which had caused his

quarrel with Chandos the night before. On

the other was a noble featured, griz/.ly-haired

soldier, Arnold d'Andreghen, who shared

with Clermont the honour of being Marshal

of France. Next to them sat Lord James of

Bourbon, a brave warrior who was afterwards

slain by the White Company at Brignais, and

beside him a

little group

of German

noblemen, in-

cluding the

Earl of Salz-

burg and the

Earl of Nas-

sau, who had

ridden over

the frontier

with their for-

midable mer-

cenaries at

the bidding of

the French

King. The

ridged armour

and the hang-

ing nasals of

their bassinets

were enough

in themselves

to tell every

soldier that

they were

from beyond

the Rhine. At

the other side

of the table were a line of proud and

warlike lords, Fiennes, Cluitillon, Nosle, dc

Landas, de Beaujeu, with the fierce knight

errant, de Chargny, he who had planned the

surprise of Calais, and Eustace de Rilx'uu-

mont, who had, upon the same occasion,

won the prize of valour from the hands of

Edward of England. Such were the chiefs

to whom the King now turned for assistance

and advice.

" You have already heard, my friends,1'

said he, " that the Prince of Wales has made

no answer to the proposal which we sent by

the Lord Cardinal of Perigord. Certes, this

is as it should be, and though I have obeyed

the call of Holy Church I had no fears that

so excellent a Prince as Edward of England

would refuse to meet us in battle. I am now

of opinion that we should fall upon them at

once, lest perchance the Cardinal's cross

should again come betwixt our swords and

our enemies."

A buzz of joyful assent arose from the

meeting, and even from the attendant men-

at-arms who guarded the door. When it

had died away the I Hike of Orleans rose in

his place beside the King.

"Sire," said he, "you speak as we would

have you do; and I, for one, am of opinion

that the Cardinal of Perigord has been an

A* AWUIIII.Y or TUP. Kim FAM'il.*.

WAÂ«uÂ»m IK Kt'norm."
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ill friend to France, for why should we

bargain for a part when we have but to hold

out our hand in order to grasp the whole ?

What need is there for words ? Let us

spring to horse forthwith and ride over this

handful of marauders who have dared to lay

waste your fair dominions. If one of them

go hence save as our prisoner we are the

more to blame."

" By St. Denis, brother," said the King,

smiling, "if words could slay you would

have had them all upon their backs ere ever

we left Chartres. You are new to war, but

when you have had experience of a stricken

field or two you will know that things

must be done with forethought and in order,

or they may go awry. In our father's time

we sprang to horse and spurred upon these

English at Crecy and elsewhere as you advise,

but we had little profit from it, and now we

are grown wiser. Hew say you, Sieur de

Ribeaumont? You have coasted their lines

and observed their countenance. Would you

ride down upon them, as my brother has

advised, or. how would you order the

matter ? "

De Ribeaumont, a tall, dark-eyed, hand-

some man, paused ere he answered.

" Sire," he said, at last, " I have indeed

ridden along their front and down their flanks,

in company with Lord Landas and Lord de

Heaujeu, who are here at your council to

witness to what I say. Indeed, sire, it is in

my mind that though the English are few in

number, yet they are in such a position

amongst these hedges and vines that you

would be well advised if you were to leave

them alone, for they have no food and must

retreat, so that you will be able to follow

them and to fight them to better advantage."

A murmur of disapproval arose from the

company, and the Lord Clermont, Marshal

of the army, sprang to his feet, his face red

with anger.

" Eustace, Eustace," said he, " I bear in

mind the days when you were of great heart

and high enterprise, but since King Edward

gave you yonder chaplet of pearls you have

ever been backward against the English."

"My Lord Clermont," said de Ribeau-

mont, sternly, " it is not for me to brawl at

the King's council and in face of the enemy,

but we will go further into this matter at

some other time. Meanwhile the King has

asked me for my advice, and I have given it

as best I might."

" It had been better for your honour, Sir

Eustace, had you held your peace," said the

~ 'ke of Orleans. " Shall we let them slip

from our fingers when we have them here

and are fourfold their number? I know not

where we should dwell afterwards, for I am

well sure that we should be ashamed to ride

back to Paris, or to look our ladies in the

eyes again.''

" Indeed, Eustace, you have done well to

say what is in your mind," said the King,

" but I have already said that we shall join

battle this morning, so that there is no room

here for further talk. But I would fain have

heard from you how it would be wisest and

best that we attack them ? "

" I will advise you, sire, to the best of my

power. Upon their right is a river with

marshes around it, and upon their left a great

wood, so that we can only advance upon the

centre. Along their front is a thick hedge,

and behind it I saw the green and russet

jerkins of their archers, as thick as the sedges

by a river. It is broken by one road where

only four horsemen could ride abreast, which

leads through the position. It is clear, then,

that if we are to drive them back we must

cross the great hedge, and I am very sure,

that the horses will not face it with such a

storm of arrows beating from behind it.

Therefore it is my counsel that we fight upon

foot, as the English did at Crecy, for indeed

we may find that our horses will be more

hindrance than help to us this day."

" The same thought was in my own mind,

sire," said Arnold d'Andreghen, the veteran

Marshal. " At CrÂ£cy the bravest had to turn

their backs, for what can a man do with a

horse which is mad with pain and fear? If

we advance upon foot we are our own

masters, and if we stop the shame is ours."

" The counsel is good," said the Duke of

Athens, turning his shrewd, wizened face to

the King, "but one thing only I would add

to it. The strength of these people lies in

their archers, and if we could throw them

into disorder, were it only for a short time,

we should win the hedge. Else they will

shoot so strongly that we must lose many

men before we reach it, for indeed we have

learned that no armour will keep out their

shafts when they are close."

".Your words, fair sir, are both good and

wise," said the King, " but I pray you to tell

us how you would throw these archers into

disorder ? "

" I would choose three hundred horsemen,

sire, the best and most forward in the army.

With these I would ride up the narrow road,

and so turn to right and left, falling upon the

archers behind the hedge. It may be that

the three hundred would suffer sorely, but
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what are they among so great a host, if a road

may be cleared for their companions ? "

" I would say a word to that, sire," cried

the German Count of Nassau. " I have come

here with my comrades to venture our

persons in your quarrel, but we claim the

right to fight in our own fashion, and we

would count it dishonour to dismount from

our steeds out of fear of the arrows of the

English. Therefore, with your permission,

we jvill ride to the front, as the Duke of

Athens has advised, and so clear a path for

the rest of vou."

" This may not

Clermont, angrily,

indeed if French-

men could not be

found to clear a

path for the army

of the King of

Franc e. One

would think to

hear you talk, my

lord Count, that

your hardihood

was greater than

our own, but by

Our Lady of Roca-

madour you will

learn before night

fall that it is not

so. It is lor me,

who am a Marshal

of France, to lead

these three hun-

dred, since it is an

honourable ven-

ture."

" And I claim

the same right for

the same reason,"

said Arnold of

Andreghen.

The German

Count struck the

table with his

mailed fist.

" Do what you

like," said he.

"But this only I

can promise you:

that neither I nor

any of my German

riders will descend

from our horses so

long as they are

able to carry us,

for in our country

it is only people

be," cried the Lord

" It would be strange

of no consequence who fight upon their

feet."

The Lord Clermont was leaning angrily

forward with some hot reply when King John

intervened.

" Enough ! enough ! " he said. " It is for

you to give your opinions and for me to tell

you what you will do. Lord Clermont, and

you, Arnold, you will choose three hundred

of the bravest cavaliers in the army and you

will endeavour to break these archers. As to

you and your Germans, my Lord Nassau,

you will remain upon horseback, since you

desire it, and you will follow the Marshals

and support them as best you may. The

' THE LORD CLERMONT WAS LEANING ANGRILY FORWAKP WHEN KING JOHN INTERVENED."
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rest of the army will advance upon foot in

three other divisions as arranged: yours,

Charles"â��and he patted his son, the Duke

of Normandy, affectionately upon the handâ��

" yours, Philip "â��he glanced at the Duke of

Orleansâ��"and the main battle, which is my

own. To you, Geoffrey de Chargny, I en-

trust the oriflamme this day. But who is

this knight, and what does he desire ? "

A young knight, ruddy-bearded and tall, a

red griffen upon his surcoat, had appeared in

the opening of the tent. His flushed face

and dishevelled dress showed that he had

come in haste.

" Sire," said he, " I am Robert de Duras,

of the household of the Cardinal de Perigord.

I told you yesterday all that I had learned

of the English camp. This morning I was

again admitted to it, and I have seen

their wagons moving to the rear. Sire,

they are in flight for Bordeaux."

" 'Fore God, I knew it! " cried

the Duke of Orleans, in a voice of

fury. " Whilst we have been talk-

ing they have slipped through our

fingers. Did I not warn you ? "

. "Be silent, Philip!" said the

King, angrily. " But you, sir, have

you seen this with your own

eyes ? "

" With my own eyes, sire, and

I have ridden straight from their

camp."

King John looked at him

with a stern ga/e.

"I know

not how it

accords with

your honour

to carry such

tidings in

such a fash-

ion," said he,

" but we can-

not choose

but take

advantage of

it. Fear

not, brother

Philip ; it is

in my mind

that you will

see all that

you would

wish of the

Englishmen

before night-

fall. Should

we fall upon

them whilst they cross the ford it will be to

our advantage. Now, fair sirs, I pray you to

hasten to your posts and to carry out all that

we have agreed. Advance the oriflamme,

Geoffrey, and do you marshal the divisions,

Arnold. So may God and St. Denis have

us in their holy keeping this day."

The Prince of Wales stood upon that little

knoll where Nigel had halted the day before.

Beside him were Chandos and a tall, sun-

burned warrior of middle age, the Gascon

Captal de Buch. The three men were all

attentively watching the distant French lines,

whilst behind them a column of wagons

wound down to the ford of the Muisson.

Close in the rear four knights in full

armour with open visors sat their horses and

conversed in undertones with each other.

A glance at their shields would have given

their names to any soldier, for they were all

men of fame

SIRK, THEY ARE TN PLIGHT

FOR BORDEAUX."

who had seen

much warfare.

At present

they were

awaiting their

orders, for

each of them

commanded

the whole or

part of a divi-

sion of the

army. The

youth upon

the left-

dark, slim,

and earnestâ��

was William

Montacute,

Earl of Salis-

bury, only

twenty - eight

years of age

and yet a

veteran of

Crecy. How

high he stood

in reputation

is shown by

the fact that

the command

of the rear,

the post of

honour in a

re treat i ng

army, had

been given to

him by the
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Prince. He was talking to a grizzled, harsh-

faced man, somewhat over middle age, with

lion features and fierce, light blue eyes, which

gleamed as they watched the distant enemy.

It was the famous Robert de Ufford, Earl

of Suffolk, who had fought without a break

from (,'adsand onwards through the whole

Continental war. The other tall, silent

soldier, with the silver star gleaming upon

his surcoat, was John de Vere, Earl of

Oxford, and he listened to the talk of

Thomas Beauchamp, a burly, jovial, ruddy

nobleman and a tried soldier, who leaned

forward and tapped his mailed hand upon

the other's steel-clad thigh. They were old

battle companions, of the same age and in

the very prime of life, with equal fame and

equal experience of the wars. Such was the

group of famous English soldiers who sat

their horses behind the Prince and waited for

their orders.

" I would that you had laid hands upon

him," said the Prince, angrily, continuing his

conversation with Chandos, "and yet, per-

chance, it was wiser to play this trick and

make them think that we were retreating."

" He has certainly carried the tidings,'' said

Chandos, with a smile. " No sooner had the

wagons started than I saw him gallop down

the edge of the wood."

" It was well thought of, John," the

Prince remarked, " for it would indeed be

great comfort if we could turn their own spy

against them. Unless they advance upon us

I know not how we can hold out another

day, for there is not a. loaf left in the army ;

and yet if we leave this position where shall

we hope to find such another?"

"They will stoop, fair sir; they will stoop

to our lure. Even now Robert de Duras will

be telling them that the wagons are on the

move, and they will hasten to overtake us lest

we pass the ford. But who is this who rides

so fast ? Here, perchance, may be tidings."

A horseman had spurred up to the knoll.

He sprang from the saddle, and sank on one

knee before the Prince.

" How now, my Lord Audley ?" said

Edward. " What would you have ? "

"Sir," said the knight, still kneeling with

bowed head before his leader, " I have a

boon to ask of you."

" Nay, James, rise! Let me hear what I

can do."

The famous knight - errant, pattern of

chivalry for all time, rose and turned his

swarthy face and dark, earnest eyes upon his

master.

" Sir," said he, " I have ever served most

loyally my lord your father and yourself,

and shall continue so to do so long as I

have life. Dear sir, I must now acquaint

you that formerly I made a vow if ever I

should be in any battle under your command

that I would be foremost or die in the

attempt. I beg, therefore, that you will

graciously permit me to honourably quit my

place among the others, that I may post

myself in such wise as to accomplish my

vow."

The Prince smiled, for it was very sure

that, vow or no vow, permission or no per-

mission, Lord James Audley would still be

in the van.

" Go, James," said he, shaking his hand,

" and God grant that this day you may shine

in valour above all knights. But hark, John,

what is that ? "

Chandos cast up his fierce nose like the

eagle which smells slaughter afar.

" Surely, sir, all is forming even as we had

planned it."

From far aw:ay there came a thunderous

shout. Then another and yet another.

" See, they are moving ! " cried the Captal

de Buch.

All morning they had watched the gleam

of the armed squadrons who were drawn up

in front of the French camp. Now, whilst

a great blare of trumpets was borne to their

ears, the distant masses flickered and twinkled

in the sunlight.

" Yes, yes; they are moving !" cried the

Prince.

" They are moving ! They are moving ! "

Down the line the murmur ran. And then

with a sudden impulse the archers at the

hedge sprang to their feet and the knights

behind them waved their weapons in the air,

while one tremendous shout of warlike joy

carried their defiance to the approaching

enemy. Then there fell such a silence that

the pawing of the horses or the jingle of

their harness struck loud upon the ear, until

amid the hush there rose a low, deep roar

like the sound of the tide upon the beach,

ever growing and deepening as the host of

France drew near.

(To fie concluded.)



" LLOYD'S.'

BY E. ST. JOHN HART.

IN not many ports

of the world

that seafaring

Englishmen have

much use for can

their arrival and

departure pass un-

heeded. " An eye

will watch their

coming," and

though they be as

friendless as Cain,

and sail the seas in

utter unconscious-

ness of the slightest

importance attach-

ing to their move-

ments save in the

minds of two or

three interested in-

dividuals, they

seldom make their

landfall without

news of it and word

of their condition

being sent through

the shell - burred

cables to the heart

of Ixwdon town.

That is but one

wonderful feature of that wonderful thing in

our midst called "Lloyd's."

Everyone knows that " Ai at Lloyd's " is

synonymous with " first-class," and as such

it has passed into a commonplace of the

language. But outside of seafaring folk,

merchants, and underwriters, it is remarkable

how few people have any intelligent idea of

the organization, functions, and scope of

this unique corporation, \vhich in itself is

almost an epitome of our commercial maritime

greatness.

To begin at the beginning, Lloyd's is the

most wonderful monument ever created to

perpetuate the name and memory of a keeper

of a house of entertainment. For a long

period he was merely mentioned as " a Mr.

THF. CALLER AT THK END OF THE UNDERWRITERS ROOMâ��THE

"LUTINK" BELL, THK ROMANTIC STORY OF WHICH is TOLD IN

THIS ARTICLE, Al'I'EARS UF.HIND HIM.

From a Photo, by Gto. Ketnies, Limited.

Lloyd who kept a

kauphy-house " and

as a "kauphy-

man"; but Edward

Lloyd was much

more than this,

even in days when

coffee - houses were

not much more

than a novelty. He

was a far - seeing,

clever man of busi-

nessâ��a born organ-

izer, one of the

earliest journalists

we ever had, and a

clever journalist

with the courage of

his opinions; and

if he worked mainly

for his personal in-

terests, he was none

the less an able

man of affairs, in

the best sense of

the term.

Lloyd did not

start his house for

the retailing of

" kauphy " till fifty-

five years after the death of Queen Elizabeth,

when he opened in Tower Street, wbich

was described by a contemporary as "a

spacious street, bordering upon the Thames,

replenished with seafaring persons."

The " seafaring persons" soon began to

foregather at Lloyd s convenient rooms, and

the proprietor, quick to see and seize oppor-

tunity, after a time brought out a newspaper,

printed three times a week, called Lloyd's

News, which was the first step in the creation

of the great corporation that bears his name.

This paper gave plenty of news, and

especially information on the subject of

shipping. It employed correspondents

abroad, for in one of the rare copies in

the Bodleian Library, under date October
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loth, 1696, we find not only news from

every (then) chief port in Great Britain

and Ireland, but a " letter from Karbadoes,

containing an account of a ship troubled

with spirits." In the present day spirits

would appear to have ceased troubling ships,

though instances are forthcoming of their

powerfully affecting ships' officers and crews.

Lloyd's jVeivs, in a greatly improved

form and under the name of " Lloyd's

List," has come down to us in the present

dayâ��-with the exception of the London

Gazttle the oldest existing paper in the

Empire.

In 1692 Lloyd's coffee-house was removed

to the corner of Lombard Street and

Abchurch I>ane, and about 1770 to quarters

in Pope's Head Alley, while in 1773 the

merchants, brokers, and underwritersâ��who

for generations had been making use of

Lloyd's as a meeting-place for the transaction

of business and gleaning of information,

having formed themselves into a corporate

body with regular subscribing members and

more or less eliminated the coffee-house

featureâ��made their final move to the rooms

lately occupied by the British Herring

Fishery Company over the north-west side

of the Royal Exchange.

In iS-ji Lloyd's was incorporated by Act

of Parliament. It would take many volumes

to describe the gradual steps by which Lloyd's

obtained the position it occupies in the

world to-day.

No commercial man requires a definition

of Lloyd's, but the less important part of the

community may permit themselves to be told

that it is a great market-place for insurance.

It is a corporate body, but does not, as a

corporation, undertake insurance business.

Its members act as underwriters and brokers

solely on their own individual account, but in

so doing, by reason of their membership, have

to conform to certain rules and usages. To

the outsider it means that in dealing with a

member of Lloyd's you are dealing with a man

of proved standing, integrity, and financial

soundness.

Every candidate for election as a member

has to reassure the committee on these

points, and furthermore to guarantee himself,

five thousand pounds being the smallest sum

he has to deposit with them in the name of

trustees as additional security for possible

liabilities on account of marine and transport

risks. The total of the amounts so deposited

is over three million five hundred thousand

pounds.

The Act of incorporation defines the

Vol. xxxii. â�� 63.

objects of the society as: (r.) The carrying-

on of the business of marine insurance by

members of the society. (2.) The protection

of the interests of members of the society in

respect of shipping and cargoes and freights.

(3.) The collection, publication, and diffusion

of intelligence and information with respect

to shipping. Just that.

When you go round to the east side of the

Royal Exchange you see on your right a

lofty, open doorway, above which is the

simple word, " Lloyd's." You push open the

swing doors and proceed up a great stone

staircase, up and down which a stream of

men are constantly hurrying.

On the first lloor is " The Room "â��that

is, the Underwriting Room ; but unless you

are a member or subscriber, or the accredited

representative of one or the other, or have

business with the staff, you cannot alone

enter the room any more than you could

pass into the most exclusive club.

At the top of the stairs is a barrier

presided over by a gorgeous official in a

scarlet robe and a gold-banded top-hat.

Here the stranger gives in the name of the

member he wishes to see, and this i* passed

along to the "caller" within. The name is

called aloud and the bearer of it then comes

to the barrier, and either takes you within

or, as in most cases, transacts his business

with you then and there.

The Underwriting Room is a large, long,

lofty chamber with a domed ceiling, down

either side and the centre of which are rows

of low pewsâ��technically known as boxesâ��

each of which contains a narrow writing-

table with room for three a side, and here

" the underwriters sit at the receipt of

custom," with their clerks beside them, to

record the risks accepted, sign policies, or

take down claims. At the end of each

writing table or desk is a wire basket in

which are placed the signed policies handy

for collection by the brokers, and the two

broad gangways are thronged by an ever-

shifting and busy crowd of brokers and

clerks going to and from one underwriter or

group of underwriters to another, most of

them carrying in their hands neat leather

cases of " slips," on which are written all the

particulars of the risks offered and taken.

On the left as you enter is the desk of the

superintendent of the room, and a little

beyond it is a reading-desk on which rests

open one of the most fateful volumes in exist-

ence. It is a great tome bound in green

leather, known as " The Loss Book," in which,

each day as the news is received, is written
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in fair round hand the list of the casualties

;it sea For the year these total, on an average,

something over a thousand.

As a pendant to it on the opposite side of

the chamber are two volumes of like size to

the Loss Book, in one of which are recorded

all the home arrivals and in the other all the

arrivals in foreign ports.

Sharp to your right as you enter is the

seat of the "caller"â��he who calls out the

names of the men or firms for whom inquiry

is made at the barrier or in the roomâ��

another gorgeous, scarlet-robed official, framed

in a pulpit-like piece of furniture, topped by

a great sounding-board.

The northern end of the room, immediately

at the back of the caller's stand, is partitioned

off, making a separate apartment, known as

" The Chamber of Horrors," and also " The

Graveyard," of which a photograph appears

on page 500. Here are posted copies of

the telegrams received reporting casualties,

arrivals, and sailings. Unimportant casualties

are not entered in the Loss Book, but the

reports of them, on yellow flimsy, are posted

here. Home coastal reports are written on

brown-tinted paper, foreign arrivals and sail-

ings on yellow tissue, and the ominous

announcements of vessels missing or over-

due on white.

High on the top of the partition screenâ��a

picturesque feature from any part of the

roomâ��is mounted the bell, surrounded by the

rudder chains, of

the once tall

frigate Lutine,

which, after lying

for sixty years at

the bottom of the

North Sea, is now

placed in the very

heart of maritime

Britain, both as

a relic and to

serve a quaint

purpose. When

a vessel is un-

heard of for so

long as to be

despaired of by

her owners, an

application is

made to the com-

mittee to have the

ship posted. If

the application is

entertained, a

printed notice is

affixed to the

board in the Telegram Room, or Chamber of

Horrors, or Graveyard, to the effect that the

committee would be glad of information con-

cerning the vessel. This is done on a

Wednesday. If by the following Wednesday

no news has come to hand, the first notice is

replaced by another saying that the ,

which left on such and such a day for

â��, has not since been heard of. This is

the process of a ship being " posted as miss-

ing at Lloyd's," and on that day the loss is

payable by the underwriters, and the crew-

are dead in law, to the extent that probate of

their wills can be obtained.

When a ship in which any amount of

general interest is felt is so posted, the caller

rings one short stroke on the Lutine bell.

In the very unusual event of the vessel after-

wards arriving in port, the caller rings two

strokes and makes the announcement from

his rostrum. So, after over a century ago

having called the watches and told the hours

to the gallant crews of two opposing nationsâ��

for La Lutine was one of our captures from the

Frenchâ��and then rung only to the ebb and

flow of the tides, the ancient bell, linked by

strange coincidence to its early associations,

now tolls only the losses and survivals of the

sea.

The story of the Lutine, briefly, is as

follows. For a reason that has never been

explained, this thirty - two-gun frigate was

placed at the disposal of sundry English
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merchants and bankers for the conveyance

of an enormous amount of specie to

Cuxhaven. It is said that a junior partner

of nearly every banking-house in Lombard

Street went in charge of the treasure sent by

his house for the customers of his house, and

the frigate set sail from Yarmouth Roads on

October 6th, 1799.

At first the wind was (air, but by the

evening of the succeeding day was blowing a

gale from the N.N.W. Just after midnight,

when running under a press of sail, she

struck on the outer bank of the island of

Vlieland, near the mouth of the Zuyder Zee,

and sank instantly with all hands save two,

who, clinging to some spars, were picked up

by a Dutch cutter towards morning. Neither

times that amount is still at the bottom of the

North Sea, for any adventurous reader of

THE STRAND to seek and recover if he can.

Besides a cannon to be seen at the entrance

to the Guildhall, and the bell and chains in

the Underwriting Room, there is a great

chair, devoted to the use of the deputy-

chairman of committee, and a handsome

table carved out of the rudder of the hapless

vessel, and bearing silver plates suitably

inscribed, to be seen in the Committee Room

at Lloyd's.

The scene when some thousand men are

congregated in and moving about the

Underwriting Room at the busiest time,

which is between three and four p.m., is one

of great animation. Underwriting at the

a Photo, by]

THK UNDERWRITING ROOM.

[UK. Annul, Limited.

of these men survived their rescue long

enough to give more than the above details.

But a fishing-boat had passed close to the

Lutine a little before the disaster, and the

fishermen had been astonished to see at that

hour the King's ship a blaze of light, and all

the evidence of great conviviality in the state

cabin. The specie was insured at Lloyd's,

and a total loss promptly paid and an effort

made to obtain salvage, but this was at first

thwarted by the fact that we were then at

war with Holland, which claimed the wreck

as a prize.

Between 1800 and 1886, by companies

and various individuals â�� in two lots of

Â£55,000 and .Â£50,000 respectively, and

various smalleramountsâ��some^i r 0,000 had

been recovered, but probably four or five

first glance appears to be a very simple

matter. An owner wishes, we will say, to

effect an insurance of thirty thousand pounds

on a vessel for a certain voyage. It may be

a regular riskâ��that is, from a home port to

a foreign and thence backâ��such as constitute

generally the voyages of regular traders, or a

cross risk, which means from one foreign

country to another, or from one port to

another port in a foreign country.

The matter being placed in the hands of a

broker, he goes to an underwriter, who takes

a proportion of this riskâ��say, two or three

thousand pounds; then to a second, who

takes up so much more ; and so on till the

amount required is subscribed, or if one

takes the lot he at once re-insures among his

fellow-underwriters. No single underwriter,
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save in exceptional cases, would take the

whole amount and keep it, as in case of loss

he would he hit out of all proportion to the

chance of profit made. For this reason the

underwriters mostly sit and work in groups

to simplify the work of subdivision, and also

because many make a specialty of certain

risksâ��such as American risks, Turkish risks,

Baltic risks, and so on. A great thing is to

get a good man or firm to begin your policy,

as a good lead is always the more readily

followed.

The underwriter must possess a consider-

able knowledge of geography ; he must have

at his fingers' ends the safety or danger of

every port and roadstead in the world, the

best and worst seasons for all voyages, and

the character of the navigation to and from

all lands. In addition he must know all that

the broker knows, which is, how to fill up

policies of every description, with all the

innumerable clauses adapted to every imagin-

able contingency; how to make accurate

calculations of interest so as to cover loss

and correctly assess premiums ; and how to

make up the complete statements of average

and partial loss on every description of goods.

He must know the current rates of pre-

mium on every voyage, and must be informed

as to the character and standing of the

different underwriters for the right selection

of the names he takes upon his policies.

[Geo. Kfwnet. Limited.

Underwriter and broker require no little

assistance in the practice of their exacting

callings, and at Lloyd's this is supplied, in

the first instance, by a small but excellently

selected and up-to-date marine reference

library leading off the small (an extension of

the large) Underwriting Room; in the second,

by the Reading Room, a fine, large apartment

opening out of the main room, at the

end of which is the telegraph office, so that

messages can be sent direct to and received

from all parts of the world without leaving the

building ; and in the third, and principally,

by Lloyd's Intelligence Department.

The library contains a fine collection of

charts, maps, gazetteers, sailing directions, and

works on navigation. The Reading Room,

besides newspapers and bound volumes of

"Lloyd's List" and " Lloyd's Register of Ship-

ping," contains a large number of huge

volumes in manuscript, the entries having

reference to " Lloyd's List," and known as

" Lloyd's Index," this record of information

giving constant employment to a staff of

clerks. Every year a new set of volumes

replaces the old, which are stored so that

they can be referred to at any time.

Another huge set of tomes is the " Cap-

tains' Register," which has been aptly defined

as a biographical dictionary of the whole of

the certificated commanders of the British

mercantile marine. The number is some-
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tiling like sixty thousand. The information

for compiling the "Register" and for keeping

it absolutely corrected up to the latest date

is furnished exclusively to Lloyd's from the

records of the office of the Registrar-General

of Shipping and Seamen, and is supplied

under the authority of the Board of Trade.

Every week there is a vast budget of

changes from death, removal, retirement, and

so forth, and each entry supplies every detail

that can be of the slightest use to shipowner

or underwriter. All day it is being consulted,

for it stands to reason that a man is not going

to insure property without knowing all there

is to be known concerning the character and

career of the man who is in sole control of

the property.

Speaking of captains reminds me that

the Captains' Room at Lloyd's is now some-

what of a misnomer. It is a large room, or,

rather, couple of rooms, furnished with

straight-backed settles and tables, after the

fashion of an old-time eating-house. For-

merly ships' captains used to assemble there

and exchange reminiscences, but it is now

merely a luncheon and refreshment room for

members. Periodical sales of ships by

auction take place in the room, on which

occasions it is open to strangers and all- who

care to attend.

The organization of Lloyd's Intelligence

Department, both in its scope and perfection,

can only be described as marvellous. " Once

aboard the lugger and the girl is mine !" no

longer has that ring of truth, that sense of

conviction, of convincing probability, it once

had. We now know that Lloyd's agent

would have had his eye on that lugger andâ��

called the police.

There are over two thousand Lloyd's

agents, stationed in every port of the globe.

They are selected by a special committee,

and though the fees are small the post is

eagerly sought after on account of the social

prestige attaching to the position in the mer-

cantile world. These agents report arrivals,

sailings, wrecks, casualties, etc., direct to

head-quarters at the instant they occur. By

the sanction of Parliament and Colonial

Governments Lloyd's has the control and

management of signal stations in the United

Kingdom and various British Colonies, and

by arrangement with foreign Governments

obtains and forwards the reports and advices

from their signal stations and semaphores.

The committee of Lloyd's has so well

succeeded in interesting ships' captains in

their noble work that the bulk of them

make it a sacred duty to report particulars

of vessels spoken, casualties, wrecks, and

derelicts to the agent at their first port of

call, for Lloyd's set apart a room where the

relations of sailors can obtain all available

information about the absent ones.

From all these sources a stream of tele-

grams (amounting to ninety thousand per

annum) and correspondence (amounting to

over one hundred thousand letters per

annum) pour into Lloyd's Intelligence Depart-

ment day and night, for it is open during the

twenty-four hours, and day and night staffs

of clerks receive the messages, copy them,

translate them, enter them in books, post

them up, send out copies to subscribing

agencies and firms, and re-wire them to other

maritime centres.

Just stop and think hard for a moment

to try to realize what all this means.

The effect of it all is thisâ��that at Lloyd's

you can stand with your finger on the pulse

of the world's maritime commerce ; that you

are standing in the midst of the unceasing

record of the movements of the hundred

thousand ships that from all directions are

crossing and recrossing all the seas of the earth.

I have scarcely more than mentioned

" Lloyd's Register of British and Foreign

Shipping," which does for the ships what the

"Captains' Register" does for their com-

manders. It is an annual publicationâ��the

highest authority on the subject in existence

â��giving the most minute details of every

British-owned vessel of one hundred tons

and upwards, and also many foreign-owned

ships.

One department of the " Register " deals

not only with the registration, but with the

classification of ships and the testing and

inspection of engines, boilers, anchors,

cables, etc., and for that purpose employs a

large staff of surveyors, who, needless to say,

are experts of high standing. The class to

which a vessel is relegated determines her

insurable value, so the inter-dependence of

Lloyd's and " Lloyd's Register " can be readily

understood. But though the latter is an off-

shoot of, and only a century less ancient

than, the former, and the members of the

committee of one often simultaneously

occupy a similar position on the other, it is

housed apartâ��at White Lion Courtâ��and,

though a sister association, is quite distinct

from Lloyd's, and therefore comes not

within the scope of this article.

It used to be said in the Pacific that there

was no better speculation than a cheap

schooner, a sound reef, and a reliable

captain.
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One of the reasons for the existence of

Lloyd's is to prevent these speculations being

profitableâ��or, in other words, to prevent and

expose marine insurance frauds. Lloyd's

possess an amazing record of theseâ��both

attempted and successfulâ��perhaps the most

remarkable example of which was that con-

nected with a vessel that never existed. The

vessel was first reported in the papers as

having sailed from one port to another.

Subsequent voyages were chronicled in due

Here is another case. There is a great

trade in diamonds between this country and

Holland, for diamonds shipped from the

Cape and other parts of the world usually

come to London, and thence are sent on to

Holland to be cut. An individual insured

some diamonds at Lloyd's which were of such

peculiar value that they were to be sent

under the care of his own son from I^ondon

to Holland. In a few days the underwriters

were notified that the diamonds had been

Frttin n ljhuto. liy\
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course, and her movements were as fre-

quently announced as those of any existing

vessel fully employed in ordinary legitimate

trade. When people who are in the habit of

reading shipping reports had got thoroughly

accustomed to seeing her name in the papers

the vessel and cargo were insured on a

voyage from Cronstadt to Great Britain. As

she never existed it follows that she never

arrivedâ��in due course she was posted as

missing, and the underwriters paid a loss on

both ship and cargo. To the best of my

knowledge the fraud was only discovered

after such a lapse of time that prosecution

was out of the question, but, needless to

add, this was some time before Lloyd's

Intelligence Department had reached its

present stage of perfection.

lost on the journey, and the account given

was that the young man was so seasick that

in his spasms he jerked the diamonds from

an inner pocket of his waistcoat over the

bulwarks and into the sea. Lloyd's took

an opportunity of inspecting the vessel,

and found that the unfortunate young man

must have been so fearfully ill that not

only had he ejected the diamonds over the

bulwarks, but, as he was standing on the

upper deck, which was separated from the

bulwarks by a space of about seven feet, his

agonies of seasickness must have been so

great that they projected the diamonds out

of the inner pocket of his waistcoat, across

the rail by which he was standing, across the

space of seven feet between the rail and the

bulwark, and over the bulwark, This curious
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phenomenon was pointed out to the claimants,

and they thought it prudent not to press the

claim.

Perhaps the most sensational fraud

attempted on Lloyd's was the scuttling of

the Adventure, commanded by the notorious

Captain Codling. The brig Adventure left

the Thames on July 8th, 1802, bound for

Gibraltar and Leghorn, with what purported

to be a general and valuable cargo on which

heavy insurances were effected at Lloyd's.

She called first at Yarmouth, where the

supercargo suddenly left, declining to

proceed farther in her, and his place was

taken by a man sent by the owners from

London. She then proceeded to Deal, from

there back to Aid borough, where the cap-

tain went ashore at night for the purpose

of an interview with some person unknown,

and thence sailed for the Downs, where the

mate also left her, and his place was filled by

a common sailor, who declared he knew

nothing of navigation. On Sunday morning,

the 8th of August, with the sea as smooth as

glass, the brig was sighted by the strollers on

what is now Brighton beach in a sinking

condition, only a little distance from the

shore, but making no signal of distress.

Filled with amazement, a number of fisher-

men hurried in their boats to the sinking

vessel, only to be peremptorily ordered away

by the captain.

The commander of the Swallotv, a Revenue

cutter cruising in the vicinity, disregarded

these orders, however, and insisted on towing

the brig into shoal water, so that on sinking

only her hull was submerged. Codling and

his men came ashore in their own boat, and

later on had an interview with the owners at

the Old Ship Inn.

It was such an obvious case of scuttling

that a representative of Lloyd's went to

Brighton, had the wreck raised and beached,

and found its bottom riddled with holes,

Cooper, the new mate, afterwards in evidence

confessing that he made them with auger,

spike, gimlet, and hatchet, by the captain's

orders. Codling fled to Holland, but was

intercepted, tried at the Old Bailey, found

guilty, and hanged at Execution Dock in the

presence of a vast crowd, many of them

seafaring persons. But the owners and

instigators of the crime escaped punishment

on a legal technicality.

Not very long ago a broker at Lloyd's was

instructed by a new client to insure his yacht

Firefly, of which he sent a photograph, for

,Â£700, for a voyage to Boulogne and back.

The insurance was effected, and in due

course it was reported that the yacht had

capsi/ed and sunk off the island of Sheppey,

but the owner and a friendâ��all there was of

a crewâ��had saved themselves in a boat.

They had pulled to Sheerness, where they

landed in such an exhausted condition that it

was necessary to put them to bed at the

nearest hotel. There was ample corrobora-

tion of this part of the story, but the rest of

it fell to pieces before the investigation of

some detectives. The photograph was per-

fectly genuine, but it was someone else's

yacht and still safely at her moorings. The

two adventurers had merely hired a small

boat at Gravesend, dropped down the river

with the tide, and rowed themselves out in

making Sheerness. It was a beautifully

simple arrangement, and might have suc-

ceeded had they only remembered to return

the boat; but, as it was, the excursion ended

in imprisonment with hard labour.

Letting alone the fact that in protecting

the interests of underwriters in prosecuting

their holy war against unseaworthy ships,

incompetent, reckless, and dishonest cap-

tains, and unscrupulous and criminal owners

and shippers, they have indirectly saved the

lives of thousands of humble toilers of the

sea, the members of Lloyd's have made and

can justify the proud boast that -in promoting

their own interests they have always pro-

moted those of their country.

When once you know what it is and what

it does, Lloyd's, to you, is no longer merely

a meeting-place of merchants. It is the

protectorâ��-the tutelary deity of all our

countless ships, watching, reproving, punish-

ing, safeguarding â�� hailing their advent,

speeding their departure, and, with the one

stroke on the Lutine's bell, tolling their

lonely obsequies.

And so when, after leagues of ocean,

you see the familiar V. C. signal (" What

ship's that ?") fluttering from the signal-

station flagstaff, your heart goes out to all

that the sender of the question symbolizes.

The writer wishes to express his acknow-

ledgment to Mr. H. S. Atkins, deputy-

chairman of Lloyd's; Colonel Sir H. M.

Hozier, C.B., late secretary; Mr. A. J.

Smith, superintendent of the Underwriting

Room; and Mr. Henry Fowler, editor of

" Lloyd's Calendar," for courtesy and kind

assistance
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Y father was an old-fashioned

country solicitor with a prac-

tice safe but not extensive.

Since I was his only child of

the male sex, he decided that

when I had done witli Oxford,

which he regarded as indispensable to a

gentleman's education, I should adopt the

higher branch of his own profession.

It was necessary that I should find a quiet,

respectable house wherein to lodge whilst I

was qualifying for the Woolsack, and such a

house was found for me by a friend of my

father. It was in Bloomsbury, and sad

enough to look at from the outside, but

inside it was probably more cheerful than

the majority of such houses where " pay-

ing guests " are received. No. 3, Cranford

Gardens, although outwardly it showed

the same drab uniformity as its neighbour

dwellings, was a surprise to the visitor when

once he had entered it, for instead of the

prevailing ugly Early Victorian mahogany he

found a collector's treasure of antique furni-

ture which not even the gas-light could rob

of its beauty.

Mrs. Davidson, whose house had been

recommended to my father as a suitable

abode for me while I wooed the tardy brief,

was what is commonly called a decayed

gentlewoman. In her person she showed no

indication of decay, being, in fact, a bright,

bustling little woman who had taken the

change from affluence to narrow means with

what appeared to be a philosophic optimism.

Mr. Davidson had died, leaving his wife

and his daughter Marion to shift for them-

selves on an income which scarcely exceeded

two hundred pounds a year, and with a house

full of beautiful furniture, which it had been

his pet hobby to collect.

The prudent amongst Mrs. Davidson's

friends advised the sale of the furniture,

but she could not endure the thought of

parting with it. The alternative was to

make it useful in adding to their scanty

income, and so a high-class boarding-house

was resolved on.

I was Mrs. Davidson's first boarder, and

for a time, recommendations and advertise-

ments notwithstanding, it seemed as if I

should be the only one. Sometimes I was

selfish enough to hope that 1 should be. It

was very pleasant to come back from my

chambers to the cheerful, refined society of

Mrs. Davidson and her daughter. Marion

was a tall, graceful girl of twenty, with a

grave, sweet beauty which made her look

older than her years. But, despite her

gentleness, there was something in her dark

eyes and in the shape of her delicate nostrils

that betokened a latent pride and resolution.

I often found myself wondering how it came

about that she was so different from her

mother. She was determined to make a

place for herself in the world, and she
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regularly attended the Guildhall School of

Music. She played so well that I wondered

if she were not losing her time in obtaining

more instruction, though I was glad enough

that she did so, since we were fellow-

travellers a good part of the way every

morning.

I had been at 3, Cranford Gardens, for

about three months, and was still the only

boarder. During the latter part of the time

I had noticed a change in Mrs. Davidson.

The lines in her face had surely deepened

and her cheerfulness seemed forced, and

when she smiled she seemed nearer to tears

than to laughter.

One evening when I came in I saw Marion

with her arms about her mother's neck.

"Let us give it up," she cried, "and go

back to the green fields and the pure air.

There is enough for us both, and, if we are

poor, we shall have what no money can buy

hereâ��sunshine and pure air. Let us go

back."

" Tush ! child, it is impossible !" Mrs.

Davidson answered. " What would become

of your future if we did ? Do you think we

shall find such another teacher as Herr

Erckmann in Reading?"

I did not hear any more, for I crept up-

stairs to my room, guilty enough for having

heard so much.

When I met my hostess and her daughter

at dinner they were quite composed,

although Marion's eyes showed some traces

of tears.

It was on the day following that the thing

happened. I came back from my chambers

later than usual and only in time to dress for

dinner. Even then I was late, and when I

reached the dining-room I found a gentle-

man seated opposite me. Mrs. Davidson,

interrupting my apologies, introduced him to

me briefly as Mr. Richmond. I bowed and

busied myself with my soup, feeling for the

first time a strange sense of jealousy that this

new-comer should have taken Marion's old

place beside her mother.

Mr. Richmond was a man between thirty

and forty years of age, dark, clean-shaven,

and not ill-looking. He seemed painfully

aware of the virtues of those about him and

his own comparative unworthiness, and if

one listened to what he said, or addressed

him, his manner was eager to show his appre-

ciation of the honour done to him.

To me especially he was deferential,

and, though I confess it flattered my youth-

ful vanity, from the beginning I disliked

and distrusted him. We were left together

to drink our coffee, and though there was

little conversation, and his manner remained

as deprecatory as ever, he contrived to make

me feel at a disadvantage, for he knew more

countries than I did counties and he appeared

familiar with several languages.

At length he took out his watch and

looked at it. Then he sighed gracefully.

"Alas!" he murmured, "that time should

be such an enemy to good-fellowship. Permit

me to say that I have rarely enjoyed a dinner

more, and the after-dinner conversation has

been the pihe de resistance. I look forward

" 'ALAS!' HE MURMURED, 'THAT TIME SHOULD BE SUCH AN ENEMY TO GOOD-nUrOmmr."

Vol. xxxii - 64.
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to many such entertainments if the fates are

kind."

He gave me a cold, limp hand and slid

from the room. When I had finished my

coffee and cigarette I went to the drawing-

room. Mrs. Davidson was persuasive and

apologetic

" I want to ask a favour of you, Mr.

(Yam pton," she said ; "and let me say first

how rejoiced I am that you and Mr.

Richmond agreed so well together. He is

coming to us for three months, and maybe

longer. A most desirable gentleman," she

added, with unconscious humour, "as he

must often be away from home."

"Certainly, Mrs. Davidson," I answered.

" I shall only be too glad to oblige you in

any way."

" Mr. Richmond requires a sitting room

and bedroom on the ground floor, and there

is only yours. I didn't know if you would

mind moving to the first floor. It isn't fair

to ask you, but "

" It isn't a very great favour tq ask," I

returned, smiling ; " I thought you might have

wanted me to share the dog-kennel. I'll

clear out to-morrow, if that will do. '

"Thank you ever so much," returned

Mrs. Davidson, fervently. "Isn't he good,

Marion ? "

But Marion said nothing, which was just

as well.

Now, though I had assented readily enough

to surrender my room, I was somewhat hurt

at being asked to do so for a stranger.

Besides, there were certain things about that

room which appealed to me. It was large

and lofty, and it led into the little garden at

the back by a pair of glass doors which

opened on a balcony. A narrow laneway ran

by the house and garden wall, in which latter

there was a wooden gate. Before going to

bed I used to sit on the balcony and smoke,

after all the neighbourhood was gone to rest.

Moreover, I had planted snowdrops, cro-

cuses, and daffodils, and looked for their

greeting in the spring.

Next morning I had my belongings con-

veyed to a room upstairs, to make way for

the new-comer.

Mrs. Davidson was profuse in her apologies

for the disturbance, but Marion was silent

and, I thought, distressed.

When I returned in the evening I found

that Mr. Richmond had already been installed

in the front and back rooms on the right of

the hall.

" He was so grateful to you for your

kindness," said Mrs. Davidson, "and only

regretted that he could not be here this

evening to thank you in person."

"There is no necessity," I answered,

" since it wasn't to please him that I turned

out. But I'm glad to be of service to you."

A few nights later, I suppose owing to the

strangeness of my surroundings, I found a

difficulty in getting to sleep, and silently but

very heartily I abused the new boarder. I

could only have been asleep a very short time

when I awoke, hearing a strange grating

noise below me. In an instant all my wits

were alert. I got up, threw on my dressing-

gown, and thrust my feet into my slippers.

Then I opened the door cautiously and

listened. Yes, there it was, sure enough, the

grating sound as of someone sawing through

a bolt or lock in the door of Mr. Richmond's

room below.

Now, though I had no love for the new

boarder, yet it did not seem to be playing the

game to allow him to be burgled in his

absence. Suddenly remembering that I was

unarmed, I caught up a poker, and with it

crept cautiously down the staircase.

The door was partly open, and I could see

the shadow of a man in a recumbent position

working at the lock of the door. Holding

my breath I went forward on tiptoe. Should

I strike him on the head with the poker, or

should I attempt to capture him on equal

terms ?

Before I had quite made up my mind, the

burglar raised his head. I dropped the poker

and flung myself upon him, clutching his

throat. For an instant, startled by the sudden-

ness of the attack, he made no resistance,

and I bore him back. Then, in a flash

1 was flung off violently against the wall. A

pair of dark eyes burnt themselves into my

brain and iron fingers gripped my throat

until I felt my brain bursting.

I had been proud of my physical strength,

but now I was like a child in the man's

grasp. I was almost unconscious when the

grip on my throat was suddenly relaxed, and

I heard a voice like a whisper in a dream

say : â��

" Why, it is you, Mr. Crampton. A thousand

thousand pardons ; but I thought you were a

burglar ! "

The man turned sideways, and the dim

light from the room shone on the face of

Mr. Richmond.

" I heard a noise," I muttered, stupidly,

" and I thought you were a burglar."

" How strange that we should both have

been mistaken," he said, apologetically, "and

I am so sorry for my stupidity; but the truth
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is I am shockingly nervous, and I was putting

on new locks to these doorsâ��the old ones,

you know, are not very secureâ��when you fell

upon me. I shall never get over the terror

of it. You see, I have not physical courage

like you."

'â�¢ You have phy-

sical strength, any-

way," I returned,

ruefully.

" It is the ex-

tremity of terror

which begets a

sort of fictitious

strength," he an-

swered, humbly;

" and I thought

my last hour had

come. I never

could tell how it

was that men fight

for the love of it.

Forgive me if I

thank you again

and say good

night, for my

nerves are sorely

shattered. Alas !

I have not your

physique !"

As I looked at

him in the dim

shadow, for he did

not move from the

doorway, he

seemed a creature

beneath the consideration of a man of

ordinary strength, and yet I had been for

near a minute helpless in his hands. So I

bade him a somewhat surly good night and

went upstairs to my room.

It all seemed incomprehensible, and,

coward though he confessed himself to be, I

could not reconcile the vigour of his resistance

and the gleam of his dark eyes with the

energy begotten of fear and desperation.

Next morning at breakfast Mrs. Davidson

informed me that Mr. Richmond had gone to

Paris on business.

" I never knew such a busy man," she

added, sympathetically; " it is no wonder

that he looks so pale and thin. He is wear-

ing himself out."

I did not answer, but thought grimly of my

adventure in the early morning.

" Has he locked up his rooms ? " I asked,

after a moment.

" Oh, yes," Mrs. Davidson answered,

smiling ; " he is so terribly afraid of thieves,

though I told him this house was perfectly

safe."

" He's so nervous that I wonder he isn't

afraid to travel," said Marion. " Do you

remember how much afraid he was of that

old German who

was rude to him

the night we dined

at Prince's ? "

"You dined

with him at

Prince's ? " I said,

the shaft of

jealousy entering

my heart.

" Yes ; such a

lovely dinner, if

that old German

hadn't spoiled it.

I felt inclined to

hit him myself

when Mr. Rich-

mond would

not."

Mr. Richmond

was apparently not

then suffering from

the incentive of

abject terror, I

thought to myself.

I wondered what

they would think

of the encounter

during the small

hours of the morn-

ing. Perhaps my

fellow-boarder was gone to Paris to consult a

nerve specialist.

When I was leaving for the Temple I

found Marion in the hall, bound also for the

City. So we went together.

" Did you hear any noise last night ? " I

asked her.

" No," she answered, with a slight note of

alarm in her voice. " What was it ? "

" Well, I mistook Mr. Richmond for a

burglar. He was putting new locks on his

doors when I fell upon him."

She laughed out gaily, so that my heart

was relieved of its incipient jealousy.

" I wonder he didn't die of fright," she

said, still laughing. " Was he terribly

alarmed? Oh, I wish I had been there to

see."

" He didn't show any very great alarmâ��

at least at first," I explained ; " in fact, he

fought like a wild cat."

" He reminds me of a tame cat," she

returned ; " he seems always asking to be

' 1 WAS FLUNG VIOLENTLY AGAINST THE WALL."
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stroked, but fright might make him like a

wild cat."

I was too young and too anxious for her at

least to think me a hero to go into details of

the struggle.

" I don't like him, do you ? " I asked her,

suddenly.

The colour rose in her cheeks.

" Mother does, and you know we are not

very rich."

I winced at the

revelation of my

own bad taste, for,

of course, Mr. Rich-

mond's five guineas

per week made

some difference to

Mrs. Davidson.

" Forgive me," I

blundered, " but I

â��I â�� didn't want

you to like him."

" One doesn't ne-

cessarily like every-

one one meets and

has toâ��to be civil

to. Hadn't we

better take this

'bus ? We are late

already."

I felt her hand

tremble as I helped

her to climb the

'bus. When we sat

down together she

drew the glove slowly from

her left hand, revealing the

sparkle of diamonds.

" Look there," she said.

"That is his gift."

" His gift ! " I repeated. " What does it

mean ? "

" How can I tell ? " she answered, bitterly.

" He gave and my mother accepted, and Iâ��I

am my mother's dutiful daughter. Here is

Chancery Lane. Good-bye for the present.

No ; you mustn't come any farther with me.

I would rather be alone."

I walked down to my chambers greatly

perturbed.

I had begun to dream, and now I was

rudely awakened. But I must find out

how far Marion was committed to Mr.

Richmond.

I went home earlier than usual, and was

fortunate in finding Marion alone in the

drawing-room. She was still wearing the

accursed ring, which sparkled mockingly

before my eyes.

" Tell me," I said suddenly, " does this

thing mean that you are engaged ? "

She looked up at me with a quick flush

" No, no," she exclaimed. " I accepted it

because mother thought Mr. Richmond

would be offended if I refused it."

" I have no doubt it is very valuable,"

1 remarked, bitterly.

" I don't know," she replied, listlessly,

" only that I must wear it."

For a moment 1 was

tempted to implore her to give

it back and let me substitute

bHK LOOKED Uf AT MK WITH A QUICK FLUSH."

another for it ; then I remembered my

poverty, and pride choked the words in my

throat. But from that instant I hated Mr.

Richmond with all the strength of my nature.

I did not meet him again for more than

a week. It was at the dinner-table. He sat

in his accustomed place beside Marion. I

looked for some suggestion of proprietorship,

but there was none. On the contrary, his

manner was, if possible, more humble and

deferential than usual. I examined him

furtively, remembering my encounter with

him and his sudden revelation of strength,

but he looked leaner and his chest more

sunken than ever.

Only his long, nervous fingers gave any

hint of power, but I knew that many weak

men had strong hands. Surely extreme

terror produced strange surprises.
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" Since I was a child," he was explaining

to Mrs. Davidson, " I have always dreaded

pain and fled from violence, and as I grow

older the fear redoubles. I could never look

at a football match without longing to run

away."

I saw Marion's lip curl scornfully, but she

said nothing.

" You will grow out of it, Mr. Richmond,"

Mrs. Davidson answered, sympathetically :

" and you show at least great moral courage

in confessing your feelings."

Mr. Richmond smiled a sad smile.

" I fear you are too tolerant," he returned,

gratefully. At the moment I half pitied him

for his abject confession. He certainly was

not ill-looking, and would have been even

good - looking if his air had been more

manly.

He begged me to forgive him if he did

not linger over his coffee ; he had work to

do before leaving for Paris in the morning.

He never suggested what his occupation was,

but Mrs. Davidson hinted that he was the

representative of a French firm, and I

supposed that she knew.

The next evening I went to a theatre and

did not reach home till after midnight. To

my surprise, when I opened the door I came

face to face with Mr. Richmond.

" I thought you were unable to open the

door, so I came to let you in," he explained.

" You didn't go to Paris ? " I said.

"No, I couldn't get ready in time, but I'm

off in the morning. Good night," and he

disappeared silently into his room and closed

the door.

In the morning the doors of his rooms

were locked and the windows shuttered, as

usual when Mr. Richmond was absent. And

during these absences no servant was allowed

to enter the rooms, a fact that distressed

Mrs. Davidson, to whom the accumulation

of dust was abhorrent.

On this occasion his absence was of longer

duration than usual. Marion had ceased to

wear the diamond ring, and altogether seemed

much more cheerful than she had been for

some time past.

I had almost forgotten Mr. Richmond

when I was reminded of his existence in a

very abrupt manner. It was a foggy evening

in the middle of February, damp and cold.

With the collar of my overcoat turned up to

my ears, I was hurrying along Cranford

Gardens. When I reached Mrs. Davidson's

house I paused before the steps and put my

hand in my pocket to draw out the latchkey.

â�¢As I did so I felt a hand on my arm ; I

turned round swiftly and saw a tall figure

beside me.

" I am a detective officer." he said, in a

low voice, without relinquishing his grasp,

" and I want you to come with me."

"What do you want me for?" I exclaimed,

in amazement.

" You'll hear that soon enough," he re-

torted ; " and you had best come peaceably,

as I have men here to help if necessary."

As he spoke, a couple of forms loomed out

of the fog and fell in behind us.

" You are making an absurd mistake," I

said ; " but make haste, as I don't want to

lose my dinner.''

We found a cab at the corner of the road,

into which we got, followed by the two other

detectives.

" I suppose it's to Scotland Yard ?" I

remarked, as the cab began to move on, for

the order had been given in a whisper which

I didn't hear.

The man who had arrested me chuckled.

" I thought you'd know," he said, wag-

gishly, " and so I didn't waste my breath to

tell you."

" I told you you were making a mistake,"

I answered, " and I don't in the least know

what you have arrested me for. I am a

barrister, and "

" I warn you," the detective interrupted,

" that any statement you make will be taken

down, and may be used as evidence against

you."

" I know that very well," I replied, " but I

tell you, all the same, that I am a barrister,

that I have chambers in 6, Pine Court, and

that my name is Owen Crampton, and,

further, that I have plenty of people who

will prove the truth of what I say."

"There's little good in a name," said the

detective. " You see, it is no evidence of

identification, because it's so easy to change.

Human beings are different from dogsâ��bad

names don't stick to them. For why?â��

because they can change them."

The two officers who sat opposite us

laughed loudly at this witticism, and indeed

all three seemed to be in the highest good

humour, and so continued until we readied

Scotland Yard.

While I waited to be presented to the

Chief Inspector I obtained permission from

my captor to send a telegram to my friend

Jack Shelton, a solicitor in Gray's Inn. I

wrote out the wire, asking him to come to

me at once, and gave it and half a crown to

one of the officers, who promised to dispatch

it at once. Then, after about half an hour,
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I was led by my captor into the presence of

Chief Inspector Wastraw, at one time the

most famous detective in Europe.

He was seated at a huge desk, an elderly

man with close - cropped grey hair, clean-

shaven face, and keen eyes.

" Here is the prisoner, sir," said the officer,

saluting.

The Chief swung round in his chair and

faced me. For some moments he regarded

me in silence, measuring me from head to

foot. What he would have said I do not

know, but I was impatient, and did not wait.

"Sir," I exclaimed, "your officers have

arrested me for some mysterious reason. I

have committed no offence. My name is

Owen Crarnpton, I am a barrister, and I

have chambers in Pine Court."

" Where do you live ? " he asked, quietly.

"In Cranford Gardens," I answered.

" How long have you been there ?"

"Several months."

" It is a lodging-house, is it not ?" he

continued.

" Yes, in a sense," I answered.

" Are there any other lodgers beside

yourself? "

" Yes, one, but he is generally abroad."

"Ah!"

He busied himself for some time amongst

his papers. Then he looked up and, address-

ing my captor, said, " Callaghan, you may

withdraw."

The officer saluted and went out.

The Chief put one leg over the other and,

with his cheek

resting on his hand,

looked fixedly at

me.

"Pray take a

seat, Mr. Cramp-

ton," he said, "and

perhaps you will be

kind enough to an-

swer a few ques-

tions."

" Certainly," I

replied.

" Thank you.

Have you ever

heard the name

of Louis Bon-

homme?" he

asked.

" Never."

He raised his

eyebrows.

"Nor of Hein-

rich Hartzburg?"

" No, nor of him either," I returned.

" Of Antonio Zeppalini ? " he continued,

" Yes, of course I have heard of him. A

few years ago the newspapers were full of

him."

" Quite so. Do you think you have ever

met him ? "

I laughed outright.

" I'm sure I have not," I said. " And if

you will excuse me, I should like to know

what he has to do with my being here. You

don't suppose that I am a famous criminal,

do you ? "

"No, not now. But would, you mind

describing this other lodger in your house?"

" With pleasure. But surely you don't

suppose that he is Antonio Zeppalini, the

most dare-devil ruffian in Europe ? " I broke

out.

" I have only asked you to describe him,"

the Chief said, quietly.

" Well, he is lean and weakly; looks

afraid of his own shadow, is gaunt and

cadaverous "

The Chief Inspector's eyes sparkled.

" Yes," he said, softly.

" He speaks as though he always expected

to be insulted, and is most grateful for any

attention," I continued. " He admits that

he was always afraid of pain, poor devil.

The only time he showed fight was when I

took him for a burglar. He fought like a

demon then, out of sheer terror as he him-

self confessed."

"Ah," said the Chief.

â�¢THE CHIEF INSPECTORS EVES SPARKLED
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" But what has this wretched worm to do

with Antonio Zeppalini?" I asked.

" Perhaps nothing ; that is what I want to

find out. Do you know how this fellow-

lodger spends his time, or what is his

business ? "

" No, I don't, though I believe he is the

agent of some Paris firm. He is hardly ever

at Cranford Gardens."

" Does his landlady know his business?"

" Not beyond what I have told you. It

was from her that I learned it."

When I had answered a few further

questions relating to the habits of Mr.

Richmond and the arrangements of the

house, the Chief rose to his feet.

" Mr. Crampton," he said, " I am sorry

for the inconvenience to which you have

been put, but I think you have done us

good service. Louis Bonhomme, Heinrich

Hartzburg, and Antonio Zeppalini are one

and the same personâ��that is to say, the

most dangerous burglar that we have ever

known. For years we have been on his track,

now with your help I hope we shall run him

to earth in the person of Mr. Richmond."

" Impossible ! " I cried ; " he would run

from a mouse."

The Chief smiled.

" We shall see," he answered. " The

house is guarded back and front."

" But Mr. Richmond is in Paris. He has

not been seen for weeks."

" Well, we shall see."

An officer entered to say that Mr. Shelton

had come in response to a telegram.

" Show him in," said Chief Inspector

Wastraw.

" What does it mean ? " exclaimed fack,

seizing my hand.

" Heaven alone knows," I answered. " I

sent for you to identify me as a respectable

member of society. Now it does not seem

to be necessary.''

The Chief laughed.

"We shall know more within twenty-four

hours," he said. " Can you give us any more

information ?" ' ,

Then I told him all I knew, including the

locks which Mr. Richmond had put on his

doors, and about the little gate from the

garden leading into the lane. I wanted to

warn Mrs. Davidson of the intended visit of

the detectives, but the Chief would not hear

of it. " If he is there we must surprise him,"

he said, " before he can destroy evidence."

It was arranged that Jack Shelton should

accompany me back to the house, after we

had dined, and that the raid should be made

at eleven o'clock. Jack was delighted at the

prospect of so exciting a quest, but I was

rather troubled, for notwithstanding my pre-

conceived ideas about Mr. Richmond, the

Chief's confidence had shaken my belief, and

I was unwilling to write myself down a fool.

Besides, I had a somewhat unpleasant feeling

of being an informer, even against a person

whom I had never liked.

But that Mr. Richmond should be the

same person as Antonio Zeppalini, who had

made Europe ring with his dare-devil crimes,

and had almost compelled admiration not-

withstanding for his amazing courage, was

still incredible.

We found Mrs. Davidson and her daughter

in the drawing-room, and Marion, who was in

high spirits, readily consented to sing for us.

Nothing had been heard of Mr. Richmond.

So things passed very pleasantly until eleven

o'clock, when it was arranged that on the last

stroke of the hour I should admit the detec-

tives while letting Shelton out.

As the time approached I felt very nervous,

and at the first stroke of the hour my heart

leapt. Mrs. Davidson would have kept

Shelton longer, but as the clock struck eleven

I got him safe in the hall and threw open

the door.

One after the other eight stalwart forms

came noiselessly up the steps and into the

hall.

" Good night, Jack," I cried, and closed

the door with Jack inside it. Then I went

upstairs to the drawing-room. Mrs. Davidson

was about to go to bed, but I stopped her.

" Don't go yet," I said : " I have something

to tell you. To-day I was arrested on sus-

picion of being a burglar, and now detectives

are come to search the house.''

" You, arrested as a burglar ! " gasped Mrs.

Davidson.

" Yes ; but the search is only a form. Still,

it is better that you should stay here," and I

turned to Marion.

" Yes, we will stay here," the girl answered,

her face pale and resolute.

I hurried down the stairs, and as I reached

the hall the door of Mr. Richmond's bed-

room was opened cautiously by a detective.

I saw the light within, then it was suddenly

extinguished, but in the instant I had seen a

man rise suddenly from a chair as if from

sleep and turn to face his pursuers.

" In the King's name "

The sound of a heavy blow and the dull

thud of a lifeless body in the darkness

answered the challenge. In an instant the

detectives' lanterns lit up the room. In the
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midst Mr. Richmond stood, crouching like a

panther ready for the spring, while at his feet

lay the insensible form of his first aggressor.

Three of the biggest detectives flung them-

selves upon him, but he threw them off as if

they were children. He seemed to have

the strength of a lion and the agility of a

panther.

They called to him to surrender in the

" HE SEEMED TO

King's name, but he cried aloud in derision.

Again they flung themselves upon him and

he cast them off, ever edging towards his

bed.

I caught sight of a silver-mounted revolver

with a dainty ivory handle lying beside the

pillow. I made a rush for it and his eyes

followed me. That was his undoing, for the

three men fell upon him unawares and bore

him to the ground. I heard the click of the

handcuffs, and when he rose to his feet his

wrists were pinioned together. He seemed

spent, and leaned heavily against one of his

captors.

"Give me air," he panted, looking to the

window opening on the balcony.

One of the detectives threw open the

window and led him to it. He seemed no

longer capable of resistance. But when he

reached the balcony he shouted, in a loud

voice, " Gefahr, Gefahr! " then he flung him-

self into the garden and ran to the wicker

gate.

The suddenness of this attempt to escape

paralyzed his captors for a moment, but the

fog had cleared off and there was a full

moon, and the handcuffs hampered him, so

that he could not open the gate.

" Gefahr, Gefahr! " he shouted, and then

surrendered.

They brought him back again through the

house, an officer holding each arm. He had

grown suddenly

calm, and bore

himself with a cer-

tain dignity.

"It is a cold

night, gentlemen,"

he said, "and I

hope you will per-

mit me to clothe

myself fittingly,

since I am not

used to hard-

ship."

So they threw

his fur-lined cloak

about his shoul-

ders, since his

hands were

pinioned, and led

him out into the

hall. As he passed

me he paused a

moment and

smiled.

" Pray give my

compliments to

madame and to

her daughter," he said. " If I had not

thought you too great a fool, I would

have killed you when you were here last.

Now you have got the better of me. But

next time " and his eyes burned as

they had when he had held me by the

throat.

" He behaved like a perfect gentleman, and

gave us no trouble at all," said one of the

detectives afterwards ; " and if MacSheehy

hadn't got in the way of his bit of a ruler, he

wouldn't have had to go to hospital."

In Mr. Richmond's rooms were found only

one case of jewellery, valued at two thousand

pounds, and a' case of instruments of a

very cunning contrivance. Chief Inspector

Wastraw had never quite forgiven his sub-

ordinates for having let Mr. Richmond give

the signal for his confederates' escape, and

Mrs. Davidson has now to be satisfied with

one lodger, since Marion and I have taken

on the rooms formerly occupied by Mr.

Richmond.

II OF A LION AND THR AGILITY OF A PANTHER.
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T is generally maintained that

the English race is not essen-

tially a music-loving one. With

this statement I cannot agree.

If, however, the assertion were

in some measure qualified,

such as by saying that we are not a

music-loving people in the sense that the

Italian, German, and French are, I should bo

obliged to admit its truth. But to asseverate

that the English people have really no love

for music is an affirmation so sweeping, and

so at variance with that which appears to be

fact, that I must refuse to acquiesce in this

generally-received opinion; for I cannot

imagine why there exist so many musical

societies, choral and instrumental, throughout

the United Kingdom, unless their creation

and maintenance be due to an inherent love

of music amongst the middle-classes, which

almost wholly support them, financially and

physically.

Continental tastes in all things differ from

English ; they are more artistic, more eclectic,-

and consequently, in the things which con-

tribute to the exaltation of art, more dis-

criminating and sincere. The class of music

â��I am speaking now of vocal musicâ��which

appeals most to the Continental ear, and

permeates the Continental mind, differs

in its form and substance, its origin and its

Vol. xxxii.-65

purpose, so

essentially

from that

which per-

meates and

transiently impresses and influences the

average Anglo-Saxon mind, that it must
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necessarily affect their sympathies in a differ-

ent way to that in which the music with

which the English are generally provided

affects their sympathies.

Continental music, or that music which is

received with genial and general approbation

by the nations of the Continent, is sensuous,

absorbing, rapturous, and at times even rising

to ecstasy, tossing as on storm disturbed sea

the soul of the listener from apathy to

passion, from hate to love, from repose to

fury, from misery to happiness, from religious

calm to the delirium of transport. It is the

music of temperament, of human nature ;

whereas the music which for the most part

appeals to English people is tranquilising,

moderate in its mirth, ascetic in its religious

joyousness, always trying to foster a mental

amiability or contentment that is antago-

nistic to every passion ; never thrilling the

senses; but always soothing them, or lulling

them to slumber as with an anodyne, and

only on occasion seeking to enlist their sym-

pathies in some heroic contest in which the

spirit exultantly conquers the fleshâ��a war-

song or a triumphal marchâ��it is the music

of devotional compromise, it is the music of

artifice.

In England oratorios, cantatas and kindred

compositions, and musical comedies are in

vogue, whereas operatic: works by British

composers when produced are heard a few

times and then for ever consigned to the

limbo of dead memories. On the Continent,

however, it is operatic works which appeal

most to the popular musical sense, and it is

obvious to the casual observer that the

melodious airs of operas more easily fasci-

nate the hearers and more tenaciously fasten

themselves on the memory than do the airs

from oratorios and cantatas; hence they are

more frequently reproduced by the amateur

or professional singer, and that because they

are more pleasing to those who sing and

those who hear. How easy and natural it is

to sing airs, or snatches of airs, from the

operas ! The melodic charm of them com-

mend themselves to us. But who would

ever think of singing to himself for pleasure

as he strolled through the fields, or for

pastime as he worked at his bench, an air or

snatches of an air from an oratorio or a

cantata ?

Here I will give an illustration of that

which I mean to convey to my readers by

citing familiar works. There is nothing

incongruous in a man in Italy or France

strolling through the streets or through a field

singing "A che la morte" from "Trovatore"

or a woman sewing, or nursing her babe,

singing "Casta Diva" from " Norma." But

what would we think of a man, quietly and

contentedly walking homeward at night, who

broke out in song for his own delectation, with

" The People that Walked in Darkness," or

"Comfort Ye My People," or "For He is Like

a Refiner's Fire," from " The Messiah ", or

"Oh, Ruddier than the Cherry,"from"Acis and

Galatea"? And what of a woman who, while

plying her sewing-machine, or ironing, started

to animate the amaranthine atmosphere with

that musical eccentricity, " Rejoice Greatly,"

or that song of sombre joyousness, " Oh,

Had I Jubal's Lyre " (" Joshua ") ? The in-

congruity would be noticeable. Why, however,

it should be so is not easily to be accounted

for. It is simply a matter of taste, or that

which might be called the fitness of things.

But there would be nothing incongruous if

she started singing the Waltz Song out of

" Faust" over a washtub in Grenelle, or

hummed the Habanera from " Carmen '' in

the garden of the Alhambra or the orange-

groves of Cordova ; or of a man whistling,

"Oh, Star of Eve," from "Tannhauser," in

the streets of Nuremberg or on the Thames

Embankment, or the Drinking Song from

"Cavalleria Rusticana" any where and under

any conditions whatsoever.

If in the pure artistic sense the British

people cannot be said to be musical, there

are, it must be admitted, individuals in multi-

tudinous numbers who cultivate with eager-

ness both vocal and instrumental music.

But there is unquestionably no people who

devote so much time and earnest study and

practice to choral singing as the Englishâ��and

this from the sheer love of it; for instead of

bringing other remuneration than that which

the Greeks called kudos, it necessitates some

expense, inconsiderable though it be. Again,

the kudos is not individual, it is collective,

and the praise which is bestowed on their

efforts must be accepted aggregately, as no

single one can say it is his or her special meed.

Nor is there any nation existing where choral

singing has been brought to such a high

state, bordering on perfection, as it is in

Englandâ��and here I mean England proptr :

for though Scotland, Wales, and Australia have

contributed, each country in a certain pro-

portion, to the cultivation of choral singing,

none of them approach in meritâ��to say

nothing of numbersâ��that which the English

choirs have attained. It will be noted that

I have not mentioned Ireland, and this

because, for some reason not apparent, the

Irish seem to have lost interest of a perma-
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nent order in music, choral and orchestral.

Yet the Irish have the musical sense in no

mean degree, and Irish musicians hold a dis-

tinguished place in the not, I am sorry to have

to say, too brilliant galaxy of British music.

Choral singing of the best quality is to be

found in Yorkshire and Lancashireâ��York-

shir^ taking the first place. Then follow

Bristol and Birmingham in the provinces,

Cardiff holding a unique place in the Princi-

pality. Great in population and extensive

in area as London is, it can boast of only three

choral societies that ever venture to perform

works that possess novelty or real artistic

interest. These are the Royal Choral Society,

the conductor of which is Sir Frederick

Bridge ; the London Choral Society, which is

conducted by Mr. Arthur Fagge ; and the

Alexandra Palace Choral Society, conducted

by Mr. Allen Gill.

principal choral society in London. Its con-

ductor is a musician of no mean order and of

great judgment and discrimination; one who,

in his energy and artistic comprehension and

temperament, is more like an Italian than any

conductor I have ever seen wield a baton.

Of him I remember a famous operatic artist

once saying, " He is the best English accom-

panist of an operatic aria in Englandâ��he

understands what you want him to do exactly;

he catches your feelings, your passion, and,

above all, he is not afraid to strike the

piano." I have noted this when he is con-

ductingâ��inspiration seems to go out from

him to his choir and orchestra, a power

which but few conductors in this country

possess; accordingly he and they work together

as one, each in full sympathy with the other,

and seeming fully to understand how far this

mutual sense of spirituality is necessary to

THE DL'LWICH PHILHARMONIC SOCIETY.

From a I'/iota. by Rumll if Soiw, Cryttal Palate.

The Royal Choral Society, under the

control and direction of that most capable

of conductors and choirmasters, the late Sir

Joseph Barnby, reached to such musical

excellence that it was recognised to he the

greatest and best-equipped in the United

Kingdom.

That place of honour is now being

challenged by a new societyâ��one yet in its

infancy ; but, judging from the works it has

performed, the London Choral Society is

an infant of herculean proportions, and in

a short time is destined to becorne the

accomplish high finish and due expression in

the performance of the best choral works.

Mr. Arthur Fagge also directs the Dulwich

Philharmonic Society, an excellent suburban

combination which gives its concerts at the

Crystal Palace, and which, during his con-

ductorship, has done fine and ambitious

works in excellent fashion.

It is to the London Choral Society that

the lovers of the best choral works of every

sort must now look for the satisfaction of

their improving taste ; for Mr. Arthur Fagge

seeks for novelties of the highest order, and
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does not fear to be the " first in the field "

to produce them for the delectation and

approbation of the London public. This

fact is evidenced by the works announced to

be given at the society's forthcoming concerts

at Queen's Hall. These are Sir Edward

Elgar's "The Kingdom," Bossi's fine sym-

phonic cantata, " Paradise Lost," Holbrooke's

" The Bells," which is an eccentric musical

transcription of Edgar Allen Poe's familiar

poem ; and Dalhousie Young's "The Blessed

Damozel." Surely the production of these

works, new to London, will be an earnest of

the exceptional artistic integrity of Mr. Fagge

and the efficiency of his excellent choir.

The development of the Alexandra Palace

Choral Society, whose choir is numerically

the second in Great Britain, manifests the

that which is a fact, acknowledged by all the

best judges of musical choir singing not only

in the United Kingdom, but by foreigners

who have heard them. That the voices of

Yorkshire men and women are better than

those of other counties in England I do

not believe ; but that those societies which

take a pre-eminent place among the choral

societies and unions of the Empire have

in Dr. Henry Coward a conductor and

choirmaster of exceptional ability and en-

thusiasm, and of the rarest capacity as a

teacher, I knowâ��and to him is due the

pre-eminence above all other kindred societies

of the Sheffield Musical Union and the

I^eeds Choral Union, which two, as one

united choir, visited Germany for a week

last September, delighting the Germans, who

TH
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rare capacity and masterfulness of its able

conductor, Mr. Allen Gill, who during the

last five years has worked assiduously to

justify the statement that it has attained a

place of remarkable eminence amongst the

choral societies of the United Kingdom.

Mr. Allen Gill, like his colleague, Mr. Fagge,

endeavours to cater for the best form of

musical taste in vocal music, and thus fosters

a musical sympathy for the highest class of

works, from opera to cantata and oratorio.

V*vhen I said that Yorkshire took the first

ltlng 'or jts choral singing, it did not mean

mcongruG.,recated the efforts of the musical

strolling thKrf other counties or provinces

singing 'Ac.ed Kingdorn. i stated simply

are ever ready to fully appreciate good

musical work, with their beautiful and well-

balanced choral singing.

The former possesses a choir of four hun-

dred and fifty voices, and the latter of four

hundred. Besides these Dr. Coward conducts

the Huddersfield Festival Society (three hun-

dred and fifty voices), the Newcastle and

Gateshead Choral Society (four hundred

and twenty voices), the Barnsley St. Gecilia

Society (two hundred and fifty voices), and

the Sheffield Orchestra of professional musi-

cians. Ur. Coward's magnetic influence on

large choirs, and his masterly control over

them, are recognised and appreciated in the

highest degree by all his brother-conductors
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throughout England. For this reason his

valuable services to train choruses frequently

are invited and willingly given, and with

what remarkable success we have had many

proofsâ��the most recent one having been the

marshalling and training of that huge army

of vocalists which lent its aid to the

phenomenal performance of Handelian works

at the last Handel Festival held in the

Crystal Palace, Sydenham, last June.

Then, however, Dr. Frederic Cowen con-

ducted, and to him the uninformed critics,

and the less-informed public, gave all the credit

for a series of magnificent choral renderings

of the great Anglo-German composer's most

popular oratorios, when really a considerable

share of it belonged to -Dr. Henry Coward

and the well-disciplined choir he had trained.

There is another mixed vocal combination

which takes an exalted place amongst the

choral societies of the world, and this is the

Bristol Choral Society, directed by Mr.

George Riseley. It has a choir of six

hundred and fifty voices, with a band of one

hundred instruments. In point of numbers

it is the largest of all the provincial choirs,

and once was only second to the Royal

Choral Society of London ; but in excellence

it is, I am obliged to admit, its superior, due,

doubtless, to the enthusiasm of the choristers

and the rare training capabilities and inspir-

ing influence of that eminent executive

THE KOVAL ORPHFUS GLEE SOCIFTV,

From a Photo, by Vilhrr* it tjuick,
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musician who is its conductor. During the

many years that Mr. George Riseley has

controlled the two principal choral societies

in the West of England his choirs have

won for themselves and him an emulous

estimation amongst the lovers of choral

singing throughout the whole country.

One of these choirs is wholly composed of

male voices, and this is the Royal Orpheus

Glee, which is unique in its organization, for

its whole repertory is sung without any instru-

mental accompaniment whatever save the

directing beat of the conductor's baton. The

fame of this society, which is, I believe,

wholly compo ed of amateurs, reached the

ears of the late Queen Victoria, before whom

it sang at Windsor Castle in the winter of

1895, and who was so pleased that she pre-

sented Mr. George Riseley with a jewelled and

gold baton in token of her pleasure with

the performance, further manifesting her

gratification by giving the society permission

to assume the exceptional honour of prefixing

to its name the adjective " Royal." It is

true that there are several other men choirs

in the United Kingdom who give their per-

formances without accompaniment, but none

of such numerical proportions, age, and

artistic distinction as this, of which the

Bristolians are justly proud.

Although Ireland is very poor to-day in

choral and other musical institutions, there

still is existing in Dublin a musical social

combination, where one may hear unaccom-

panied glees, catches, canons, etc., called ihe

Hibernian Catch Club, which was founded

as far back as 1740 by the Vicars Choral of

the Cathedrals of St. Patrick and Christ

Church, and which still survivesâ��the only

one (excepting the University Choral Society,

which is hardly more than the articulated

skeleton of that which was once a well-

proportioned musical body) of the many

societies which in the middle of the last

century flourished in the Irish capital under

theableconductorshipof such men as the late

Sir Robert Stewart and Mr. Joseph Robinson.

In this direction, as in many others, the glory

of Dublin seems to have departed from her.

It is, however, to be hoped that the new-

Choral and Operatic Society, recently founded

by the eminent tenor, Mr. Barton McGuckin,

will revive in Dublin some of its old musical

enthusiasm, traditions, and prestige; for of

late the Irish seem to have, at home at all

events, lost their old love and feeling for that

class of vocal and instrumental music which

has so refining an influence on an impulsive

and mentally plastic people.

Birmingham maintains a Festival Choral

Society of considerable importance, con-

trolled, so far as the performance of the

music is concerned, by Dr. Sinclair, the

organist of Hereford Cathedralâ��a zealous

and painstaking chorus-master. High-class

works are also from time to time given and

THE HANDEL FESTIVAL CHOIR AND OKCIIKSTRA.
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well sungâ��as, for example, the recent grand

production of "The Kingdom," by Elgar.

The Cardiff Musical Society (conductor

Mr. T. E. Aylward) is the best in choral

singing that the country of the Eisteddfod

and the hereditary Bards can give us; for

although Wales has produced some notable

soloistsâ��the most celebrated being Mr.

Ffrangc,on Davies, the well-known baritone,

and Mr. Ben Davies, the distinguished bari-

tonal tenor â�� the choral singing of the

children of the Principality is not by any

means equal to that of the Sheffield or other

societies I have named in this article. A

\Velsh Choir, however, visited Paris during

the last Exposition (1900), but it did not

ham, Norwich, the Irish " Feis Cecil,"

the Eisteddfod, and a number of others,

which are doing, and have done, so much

for this order of music amongst all classes.

Nor have I been able to put on record the

fine quality of the voices of Australians and

the excellence of their choral unions, such

as the Sydney Liedertafel and Philharmonic

Society, and the like-named vocal combina-

tions in Melbourne, which I noted with great

pleasure when I visited Australiaâ��a country

where singing is cultivated with, I may say, a

passionate ardour and sincerity which left on

me a lasting impression, and which augurs

so well for the musical future of that genial

and hospitable country.

THE CRYSTAL 1'ALACE CHOIR AND ORCHESTRA.

t-'rvtn (i I'hoUt. by RneneU <C &>nÂ«.

attract the attention of Parisian musical

amateurs which, doubtless, its merits warranted.

There are numbers of societies which

deserve honourable mention, such as the

Musical Society of Warrington, whose con-

ductor is Mr. Frank H. Crossley; the

Musical Union, Middlesbrough, conducted

by Mr. N. Kilburn ; and a host of others too

numerous to mentionâ��all of which are doing

much to keep alive the interest in mixed

choral singing in England.

I have been unable for want of space

to expatiate on the profitable services

rendered to choral music by the various

festivals, notably the Hereford, Worcester,

Gloucester Three Choirs, Leeds, Birming-

No one who assisted at the last Triennial

Handel Festival at the Crystal Palace could

fail to have been struck by the magnificent

work done by the choir of four thousand

voices, and an orchestra of five hundred

under the direction of Dr. Frederic Cowen,

while Mr. Walter Hedgcock, the able con-

ductor of the Crystal Palace Choir and

Orchestra, presided at the organ. There

were three performances and a general re-

hearsal, at which were given " The Messiah,"

" Israel in Egypt," and a miscellaneous

selection (sacred and secular), and "Judas

Maccabasus," The tonality, the attack, the

time, and the expression with which the

various choruses, single and double, were
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THE LONDON CHORAL SOCIETY AT THEIR FIRST RF.HKAKSAL THIS SEASON.

Prom a Photo, by Rvtsell & Son*.

rendered were wonderful, and he who was

responsible for so well training such huge

and varied masses of voices to sing as if they

were one voluminous vocal flood of harmony

is a choragiis worthy the highest praise.

There is one most important element in the

development of English choral singing which

contributes to its excellenceâ��an excellence

bordering on perfectionâ��and which obliges

the universal admission that English choral

societies are better equipped than those of

any other nation, and that is, that the

natural voice of the Anglo-Saxon race, in its

primary state of unaffected production, is

purer in quality, and of a more delicate tone,

if less voluminous, than that possessed by

the Latin, Slav, or Teutonic races. And it

any further evidence were wanting to prove

the supremacy of the English in this pleasing

art, it was amply supplied by the heroic

splendour of the performances of the massed

choirs, which made the last Handel Festival

a never-to-be-forgotten exposition that in this

class of singing the British not only cannot

be surpassed, but cannot be equalled by that

of any other musical nation in the world.

THE CARDIFF MUSICAL SOCIETV.

from a Photo, by Ur. tt Mn. Bovtn-Rraverg. Cardiff.



Some Further Experiences of an Irish R.M.

IV.â��THE LAST DAY OF SHRAFT.

BY E. (E. SOMERV1LLE AND MARTIN ROSS.

T was not many days after the

Keohane and Brickley trial

that my wife's elderly step-

brother, Maxwell Bruce, wrote

to us to say that he was en-

gaged in a tour through the

Irish-speaking countries, and would look us

up on his way from Kerry. The letter began

" O Bean Uasal," and broke into eruptions

of Erse at various points, but the excerpts

from " Bradshaw" were, fortunately, in the

vernacular.

Philippa assured me sh'e could read it all.

During the previous winter she had had five

lessons and a half

in the Irish lan-

guage from the

national school-

master, and be-

lieved herself to be

one of the props

of the Celtic move-

ment. My own atti-

tude with regard to

the Celtic move-

ment was sympa-

thetic, but a brief

inspection of the

grammar con-

vinced me that my

sympathies would

not survive the

strain of triph-

thongs, eclipsed

consonants, and

synthetic verbs,

and that I should

do well to refrain

from embittering '

my declining

years by an im-

potent and

humiliating pur-

suit of elusive

pronunciations.

Philippa had at- ,

tained to the

height of being

able to greet the schoolmaster in Irish, and,

if the day happened to be fine, she was

capable of stating the fact; other aspects

of the weather, however remarkable, she

epitomized in a brilliant smile, and the

Vol. xxxii.â��66.

HIS MORNINGS \YEUF. SrENT IN PROFFF.K'I.SG IRISH PHRASES TO THE

RESPECTFULLY BORED PETF.R CADO<:AN IN THE HARNESS-ROOM."

schoolmaster was generally considerate

enough not to press the matter.

My step-brother-in-law neither hunted,

shot, nor fished, yet as a guest he never gave

me a moment's anxiety. He possessed the

attribute priceless in guestsâ��a good portable

hobby, involving no machinery, accessories,

or paraphernalia of any kind. It did not

even involve the personal attendance of his

host. His mornings were spent in proffering

Irish phrases to bewildered beggars at the

hall door, or to the respectfully bored Peter

Cadogan in the harness-room. He held con-

versaziones in the servants' hall after dinner,

while I slept balmily

in front of the

drawing room fire.

When not thus en-

gaged he sat in his

room making notes

and writing letters

to the Archiman-

drites of his faith.

Truly an ideal visi-

tor, one to whom

neglect was a kind-

ness and entertain-

ments an abomi-

nation ; certainly

not a person to

take to Hare Island

to shoot ducks with

Flurry Knox.

But it was other-

wise ordained by

Philippa. Hare

Island was, she

said,and the school-

master said, a place

where the Irish

language was still

spoken with a

purity worthy of the

Isles of Aran. Its

folk-lore was an un-

worked mine, and

it was, moreover,

the home of one

Shemus Ruadth, a singer and poet (and, I

may add, a smuggler of tobacco) of high local

renown ; Maxwell-should on no account miss

such a chance. I mentioned that Hare

Island was at present going through the
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measles phase of its usual rotation of

epidemics. My wife wavered in a manner

that showed me that I had been on the verge

of a family picnic, and I said I had heard

that there was whooping cough there too.

The children had had neither. The picnic

expired without a sound, but my step-brother-

in-law had made up his mind.

It was a grey and bitter February morning

when Maxwell and I, accompanied by Peter

Cadogan, stood waiting on the beach at

Yokahn for Flurry to arrive. Maria, as was

her wont, was nosing my gun as if she

expected to see a woodcock fly out of it ;

that Minx was beside her was due to the

peculiar inveteracy of Minx. How she had

achieved it is of no consequence ; the dis-

tressing fact remained that she was there,

seated, shuddering, upon a space of wet

stone no larger than a sixpence, and had to

be accepted as one of the party. It struck

me that Mr. Cadogan had rather over-dressed

the part of dog-boy and bag-bearer, being

attired in a striped blue flannel suit that had

once been mine, a gaudy new cap, and yellow

boots. The social possibilities of Hare

Island had faded from my mind ; I merely

experienced the usual humiliation of perceiv-

ing how discarded garments can, in a lower

sphere, renew their youth and blossom as

the rose. I was even formulating a system

of putting my old clothes out at grass, as it

were, with Peter Cadogan, when a messenger

arrived with a note from Flurry Knox in

which he informed me, with many regrets,

that he was kept at home on unexpected

business, but he had arranged that we should

find a boat ready to take us to the island,

and Con Brickley would look after us when

we got there. The boat was even now near-

ing the beach, rowed by two men, who, in

beautiful accord with our "binding to the

peace," proved to be the widower, Jer

Keohane, and his late antagonist, the one-

legged Con Brickley. In view of this mil-

lennial state of affairs it seemed alarmingly

probable that the boat which had come for

us was that on which, as on a pivot, the late

battle had turned. A witness had said, on

oath, that "if it wasn't for the weeds that

were holding her together she'd bu'sht up in

the deep." I inspected her narrowly, and

was relieved to see that the weeds still held

their ground.

A mile of slatey water tumbled between us

and the island, and an undue proportion of

it, highly flavoured by fish, flowed in uneasy

tides in the bottom of the boat, with a final

â�¢osition towards the well-laden stern.

There were no bottom boards, and, judging

by the depth of the flood over the keel, her

draught appeared to be equal to that of a

racing yacht. \Ve sat precariously upon strips

of nine-inch plank, our feet propped against

the tarred sides just out of the wash ; the

boat climbed and wallowed with a three-

cornered roll, the dogs panted in mingled

nausea and agitation, and the narrow blades

of the oars dipped their frayed edges in the

waves in short and untiring jerks.

My brother-in-law, with a countenance

leaden magenta from cold, struggled with the

whirling leaves of a phrase-book. He was

tall and thin, of the famished vegetarian type

of looks, with unpractical, prominent eyes,

and a complexion that on the hottest day in

summer imparted a chill to the beholder ; in

this raw February wind it was a positive

suffering even to think of his nose, and my

eyes rested, in unconscious craving for

warmth, upon the changeless, impartial red

of Con Brickley's monkey face.

We landed with a rush on the steep shingle

of a sheltered cove. The island boasted a

pier, built with "relief" money, but it was

two miles from the lake where I was to shoot,

and this small triangle of beach, tucked away

in a notch of the cliff, was within ten minutes'

walk of it. At the innermost angle of the

cove, where the notch ended in a tortuous

fissure, there was a path that zigzagged to

the top of the cliff, a remarkably excellent

path and a well-worn one, with steps here

and there. I commented on it to Mr.

Brickley.

" Why, then, it was in the same place that

I lost the owld leg, sir," he replied, in his

sombre voice ; " I took a slip on a dark

night, and me landlord was that much sorry

for me that he made a good pat' in it." He

was pitching himself up the steps on his

crutches as he spoke, an object of compassion

of the most obvious and silencing sort. Why,

then, should Peter Cadogan smile furtively at

the widower ?

At the top of the fissure, where it melted

into a hollow between low grassy hills, stood

the Brickleys' cottage, long, low, and white-

washed, deep in shelter, with big stones hung

in halters of hay-rope lying on its thatch to

keep the roof on in the Atlantic gales. A

thick fuchsia hedge surrounded it ; from its

open door proceeded sounds of furious alter-

cation, apparently a man and woman hurling

invective and personalities at each other in

Irish at the tops of their voices. Con Brick-

ley swung forward on his crutch, a girl at the

door vanished into the house, and a sudden
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silence fell. With scarcely a perceptible

interval, Mrs. Brickley appeared in the door-

way, a red shawl tied over her rippling grey

hair, her manner an inimitable blend of

deference and hospitality.

" Your honour's welcome, Major Yeates,"

she said, with a curtsy. A door banged at

the back of the cottage. " That was a poor

man from across the water that came apolo

gizin' to me for dhrawin' me name down in a

little disagreement that he had about a settin'

Â«' goose eggs."

I supposed that it was contrition that

caused the apologist to stagger as he came

round the corner of the house, and departed

at a tangent through an opening in the

fuchsia hedge. Feeling that comment on

the incident was too delicate a matter for my

capacities, I introduced Maxwell and his

aspirations to the lady of the house. Any

i INTRODUCED MAXWELL AND HIS ASPIRATIONS TO THE

THE HOUSE."

qualms that I might have had as to how to

dispose of him while I was shooting were set

at rest by Mrs. Brickley's instant grasp of the

situation. I regret to say that I can neither

transcribe nor translate the rolling periods in

which my brother-in law addressed himself to

her. I have reason to believe that he apos-

trophized her as "O worthy woman of cows,"

invoking upon her and her household a com-

prehensive and classic blessing, dating from

the time of Cuchulain.

Mrs. Brickley received it without a per-

ceptible stagger, and in the course of the next

few minutes Miss Bridget Brickley (who, it

may be remembered, had but recently re-

nounced the office of kitchenmaid in my

house) emerged, beautifully dressed, from the

cottage, and was dispatched at full speed to

summon Shemus Ruadth, the poet, as well

as one or two of " the neighbours " reputed

to speak Irish of the purest kind. If to

make a guest feel himself to be the one

person in the world whose welcome is of any

importance is the aim of hostesses, they can

study the art in its perfection under the

smoky rafters of Irish cabins. If

it is insincere, it is equally to be

respected ; it is often amiable to

be insincere.

My own share of the day's en-

joyment did not open so cloud-

lessly as Maxwell's. I believed,

in my innocence, that, having tied

a stout piece of cord to Minx's

collar, and placed the other end

of it in my brother-in-law's hand,

I had disposed of her and her

intention of going out shooting.

Attended by Maria, Peter Cadogan,

and the widower, and by a smell

of whisky that floated to me on

the chill breeze when the widower

was to windward, I proceeded to

take the field.

I had, by Flurry's advice, post-

poned the shooting of the lake till

the last thing before leaving the

island, and tramped inland along

half-thawed marshes in search of

snipe, and crept behind walls after

plover, whose elusive whistling

was always two fields ahead.

After an unfruitful hour or so the

entertainment began to drag, and

another plan of campaign seemed

advisable. I made a cache of my

DV OF retinue behind a rockâ��one of the

many rocks that stood like fossilized

mammoths upon the ragged hill

slopes, and, with Maria at my heels, accom-

plished a long and laborious detour. At

length, through the crannies of a wall I per-

ceived, just within shot, a stand of plover,

hopping, gobbling, squealing, quite unawa*"
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of my proximity. I cautiously laid my gun

on the top of the wall; as I cocked it a

white form appeared on a fence behind the

birds, poised itself for an instant with elf-like

ears spread wide, then, volleying barks, burst

like a firework into the heart of the plover.

In lightning response to her comrade's tally-

ho, Maria rocketed over the wall; the plover

rose as one man and, as I missed with both

A WHITE FORM BURST I.IKK A FIREWORK INTO THE HEART

barrels, swirled

out of my sight.

By way. I sup-

pose, of round-

ing off the jest

effectively,

Maria rushed

in scientific zigzags through the field in

search of the bird that she well knew I

had not shot, deaf as the dead to words

of command, while Minx, stark mad with

excitement, circled and shrieked round

Maria. To take off Maria's collar and

thrash her heavily with the buckle end of

it was futile, except as a personal gratification,

but I did it. To thrash Minx was not only

absurd, but impossible; one might as well

have tried to thrash a grasshopper.

It was towards the close of the incident

that I was aware of a sibilant whispering

near me, and found that 1 was being observed

from the rear with almost passionate interest

by two little girls and a pair of goats. I

addressed the party with an inquiry as to

whether they had seen Jer Keohane.

The bigger little girl said that she had not

seen him, but, in a non sequitur full of intel-

ligence, added that she had seen Peter

Cadogan a while ago, sitting down under a

wallâ��himself and I'idge.

" What's Pidge ? '' said I, cautiously ; " is it

a dog ? "

" Oh, glory !" said the smaller child,

swiftly covering her mouth with her pinafore.

The elder, with an untrammelled grin,

explained that " Pidge" was the name by

which my late kitchenmaid was known in the

home circle.

I postponed comment till Peter should be

delivered into my hand : then, rightly con-

cluding that the tendance of Hare Island

goats would ensure the qualities necessary

for dealing with even Maria and Minx, I

engaged the pair as dog-

boys.

My progress from this

point to the lake might

have been taken from the

Old Testament or the

Swiss Family Robinson.

In front of me paced the

goats, who had sociably

declined to be left out of

the expedition, behind

me strove the dogs, still

coupled, with the wiry and

scarlet fingers of their

attendants knotted in Mrs.

Brickley's invaluable piece

of string. It proved to be

a thoroughly successful

working arrangement, and

I even shot a plover,

which was retrieved en

masse by all except the

goats.

In complete amity we reached the lake, a

reedy strip of water that twisted in and out

between low hills, its indeterminate shores

cloaked with reeds. It was now past three

o'clock, and the cold grey afternoon was

already heaping into the west the pile of dark

clouds that was to be its equivalent for

sunset. I moved warily forward round the

flank of the nearest hill, leaving the dogs and

their keepers in death grapple, and the goats

snatching mouthfuls of grass beside them in

the petulant, fractious manner of goats, that

so ill assorts with their Presbyterian grey

beards.

The frost had been preceded by a flood,

and the swamp bordering the lake was very

bad going : the tussocks were rotten, the

holes were delusively covered with lids of

white ice, and to traverse these in the

attitude of a man with acute lumbago was no

light matter. But the ducks were there. I

could hear them quacking and splashing

beyond the screen of reeds, and, straighten-

ing my back for an observation, I caught

sight of four or five, swimming in aline, well

within range. There was not an instant to

lose ; balancing precariously on a tussock, I
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flung up my gun and fired. Terrific quack-

ing followed, interspersed by distant and

heartrending yells from the dogs, but the

inexplicable feature of the case was that the

ducks did not rise from the water. Had I

slain the whole crowd ?

There was a sound as if the marsh behind

me was being slashed with a flailâ��a brown

body whizzed past me, closely followed by a

white one.

" From his mountain home King James

had rushing come" â�� in other words, my

retrievers had hurled themselves upon their

prey.

Maria's performance was faultless ; in half

a minute she had laid a bird at my feet, a

very large pale bird, quite unlike any wild

duck that I had ever

Out of the silence that followed came a

thin, shrill voice from the hill :â��

"IN HALF A MINUTE SHE HAD LAID A HIHn AT MY FEKT.

" That's Mrs. Brickley's dhrake ! "

In confirmation of this appalling statement

I perceived the survivors already landing on

the far side of the lake, and hurrying home-

wards up the hill with direful clamours, while

a wedge-shaped ripple in the grey water, with

a white speck at its apex, told of Minx in an

ecstasy of pursuit.

" Stop the dog !'' I shouted to my maids-

of-honour. " Run round and catch her !"

Maria here, in irrepressible appropriation

of the mission, bolted between my legs and

sent me staggering backwards into a very

considerable bog-hole.

I will not labour the details. After some

flounderings I achieved safety and- the awe-

stricken sympathy of the rnaids-of-honour.

as wet as I have ever been in my life and

about five times as cold. One of my young

ladies captured Minx in the act of getting

ashore ; the other collected the slaughtered

drake and shrouded him in her pinafore,

with a grasp of the position that did credit

to both heart and head : and they finally

informed me that Mrs. Brickley's house was

only a small pieceen away.

I had left Mrs. Brick-

ley's house a well-equipped

sportsman, creditably

escorted by Peter Cadogan

and the widower. I re-

turned to it a muddy and

dripping outcast, attended

by two little girls, two goats,

and her own eight ducks,

whom my hand li a d

widowed. My sodden

clothes clung clammily

about me : the wind, as it

pierced them, carried with

it all the iciness of the bog-

hole.

I walked at top speed

to get up some semblance

of a circulation : I should

have run were it not for

the confusion that such a

proceeding would have

caused to my cortege. As

it was, the ducks fled before

me in waddling panic, with

occasional help from their

wings, and panting and pat

tering in the rear told that

the maids-of-honour, the

goats, and the dogs were

maintaining with difficulty

their due places in the pro-

cession. As I neared the

cottage I saw a boy go quickly into it and

shut the door : I passed into the yard within

the fuchsia hedge and heard someone inside

howling and droning a song in Irish, and as

I knocked, with frozen knuckles, the house

gave the indefinable feeling of being full ot
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people. There was no response; I lifted the

latch. The door opened into the frieze-

covered backs of several men, and an evenly-

blended smell of whisky, turf smoke, and

crowded humanity streamed forth.

The company made way for me, awkwardly ;

I noticed a tendency amongst them to hold

on to each other, and there was a hilarious

light in Mrs. Brickley's eye as she hustled

forward to meet me. My brother-in-law was

sitting at a table by the window, writing in a

note-book by the light of the waning day;

he gave me a glance laden with affairs to

which I was superfluous. A red eyed, red-

headed man, evidently the singer, was stand-

ing in the middle of the room ; it must have

been in conformity with some irresistible law

of nature that his hair stood out round

his head in the

orthodox poetic r

aureole.

In spite of the

painful publicity of

the moment, there

was but one course

open to me. 1

tendered to my

hostess the corpse

of the drake, with

abject apologies

and explanations.

To say that Mrs.

Brickley accepted

them favourably is

quite inadequate.

She heaped insults

upon the drake,

for his age, for his

ugliness, for his

temerity in getting

in my way; she, in

fact, accepted his

slaughter in the

light of a personal

favour and an ex-

cellent jest com-

bined, and passed

rapidly on to ex-

plain that the

company con-

sisted of a few of the neighbours that was

gathered to talk to the gentleman, and to be

singing <: them owld songs " for him ; their

numbers and their zeal being entirely due to

the deep personal regard entertained for me

by Hare Island. She further mentioned that

it was Shrove Tuesday, and that people

should " jolly themselves " before Lent.

I was hurriedly convoyed to what is known

as " back in the room," a blend of best

parlour and bedroom, with an immense bed

in the corner. A fire was lighted by the

simple method of importing most of the

kitchen fire, bodily, in a bucket, and placing

it on the hearth, and I was conjured to

" sthrip " and to put on a new suit of clothes

belonging to my host while my own were

being dried. He himself valeted me, his

wife completing the ceremony with a tumbler

of hot whisky and water. The suit of new

clothes was of the thickest blue cloth, stiff as

boards, and they smelt horribly of stale turf

smoke. The discovery that the trousers

consisted of but a leg and a half was start-

ling ; I had forgotten this aspect of the case,

but now, in the proprietor's presence, it was

impossible to withdraw from the loan. I

..'; - -â�¢"-.- â�¢â�¢' â�¢â�¢-â�¢ :. â�¢ â�¢ -

'THE DLSCOVKRY THAT TUB TROUSKRS CONSISTED OK BUT A LEG AND A HALF WAS STARTLING."

could, at all events, remain perdu. Through

all these preparations I was aware of highly

incensed and fruitless callings for " Pidge."

Of Peter Cadogan no tidings were forth-

coming, and although a conventional sense

of honour withheld me from disclosing the in-

formation I might have given about the young

lady, it did not deter me from mentally

preparing a warm reception for her squire.
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I sat by the fire in regal seclusion, with my

clothes steaming on a chair opposite to me,

and the strong glow of the red turf scorching

the shin that was unprotected. Maria

and Minx, also steaming, sat in exquisite

serenity in front of the blaze, retiring every

now and then to fling themselves, panting,

on a cold space of floor. The hot whisky

and water sent its vulgar and entirely accept-

able consolations into the frozen recesses of

my being; a feeling of sociability stole upon

me; I felt magnanimously pleased at the

thought that Maxwell, at least, had had a per-

fectly successful day. I glowed with gratitude

towards Con Brickley and his wife.

Judged by the usual test of hostesses

â��that is to say, noiseâ��the conversazione

in Maxwell's honour was a high success.

Gabble and hum, harangue and argument,

and, through all, Maxwell's unemotional,

educated voice in discussion with the poet.

Scraps of English here and there presently

told me that the talk had centred upon the

tragedy of the drake. I had the gratification

of hearing Mrs. Brickley inform her friends

that " if that owld dhrake was shot itself he

was in the want of it, and divil mend him,

going parading there till he had the Major

put asthray I Sure, that's the gentleman

that's like a child, and Pidge could tell

ye the same!"

"Faith and thrue for ye," said another

apologist, also female, "and ye wouldn't

blame him if he didn't leave duck nor dhrake

livin' afther him, with the annoyance he got

from them that should be tending him, and

he bloated with the walk and all!"

(I may, in my own interest, explain that

this unattractive description merely implied

that I was heated from excessive exercise.)

"And as for the same Pidge," broke in

Mrs. Brickley, with sudden fire, " when I

ketch her it isn't to bate her I'll go, no! but

to dhrag her by the hair o' the head round

the kitchen !"

These agreeable anticipations were inter-

rupted by voices requesting someone called

Paddy to sing the song about Ned Flaherty's

drake.

" Sing up, Paddy boy, for the gentleman!"

" Arrah, what ails ye, Paddy ? Don't be

ashamed at all! "

'"Tis a lovely song, your honour, sir!"

(this to my brother-in-law).

" Is it an ancient song ? " I heard Maxwell

inquire, with serious eagerness.

"It is, your honour; 'twas himself made

it up last year, and he sings it beautiful!

Oh, Paddy's a perfect modulator ! "

With curiosity stimulated by this mys-

terious encomium I rose softly and half

opened the door in order to obtain a view of

the modulator. A lamp with a glaring tin

reflector was on the table beside Maxwell; it

illumined Paddy, the modulator, an incredibly

freckled youth, standing in front of my

brother-in-law, with eyes fixed on the ground

and arms hanging limply at his sides, like a

prisoner awaiting sentence ; it illumined also

the artistic contempt on the elder poet's

countenance, and further revealed to me the

fact that from twenty-five to thirty men and

women were packed into the small kitchen.

The modulator opened with a long-drawn

and nasal cadenza, suggestive of the droning

preliminary canter of a bagpipe, which merged

into the statement that

The poor little fella'

His legs they were yella',

I!is boosom was blue, he could swim like a hake ;

But some wicked savage,

To grease his white cabbage,

Murdered Ned Flaherty's beautiful drake '.

Riotous applause followed on this start-

lingly-appropriate requiem. Maxwell coldly

laid down his stylograph with the manner of

a reporter during an unimportant speech ;

the poet took a clay pipe out of his pocket

and examined its contents with an air of

detachment ; Paddy, with a countenance of

undiminished gloom, prepared the way for

the next verse with some half-dozen jig-steps,

ending with a sledge-hammer stamp on the

earthen floor. Fresh thunders of approval

greeted the effort. It seemed to me that

Con Brickley's hospitality had been a trifle

excessive ; 1 even meditated a hint to that

effect, but neither my host nor my hostess was

visible. They were apparently holding an

overflow meeting in a room at the other end

of the house, and I noticed that, although

there was a steady flow of passers in and out

between it and the kitchen, the door was

carefully closed after each opening.

Suddenly the lamp on Maxwell's table

flared up smokily as the door of the house

was burst open. The second verse of the

drake's elegy ceased at its first line. A woman

whom I recognised as Kate Keohane, sister

of the widower, drove her way into the

kitchen, sweeping back the people on either

side of her with her arms as though she were

swimming. Her face was scarlet. "Is Jer

Keohane within here?" she shouted.

" He is not," replied several voices.

Instantly the door of the inner room flew

open and, like a stag or a tom-catâ��either

simile would serveâ��answering the challenge

of a rival, Mrs. Brickley came forth.
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" Is it yer brother you're wanting, ma'am ?"

she said, with lofty politeness. " Ye can

search out the house for him if ye like. It's

little he throubles my house or myself now,

thanks be to God and to the magisthrates

that took my part before all that was in the

court-house. Me that he had goin' in dhread

o' me life, with him afther me in me thrack

always, like a lap-dog."

"And who has him enticed now but your

own daughther?" shrieked Miss Keohane, with

lightning rapidity. " Isn't Ellen, the chapel

woman, afther tellin" me this minute she seen

herself and himself sneakin' down behindside

the chapel, like they'd be goin' aisht to the

far sthrand, an' she dhressed out, and the

coat she stole from Mrs. Yeates on her, and

a bundle in her hand ? Sure, doesn't the

world know she has her passage paid to

America this two months ! "

" Ye lie ! " panted Mrs. Brickley, catching

her antagonist by the arm, not in attack, but

in the awful truce of mutual panic.

Miss Keohane flung her off, only the better

to gather force for the prolonged and direful

howl of which she delivered herself.

" If she didn't come here with him it's to

Ameriky she's taken him. Look in yer box,

an' ye'll see where she got the passage-money.

She has the boat's share taken from ye in

'"<: of yer teeth !"

Miss Keohane here dropped upon her

knees.

" And I pray," she continued, lyrically,

" that the divil may melt her, the same as

ye'd melt the froth off porther "

Groans, hoots, and drunken laughter over-

whelmed the close of this aspiration. Oblivi-

ous of my costume, I stepped forward, with

the intention of attracting Maxwell's atten-

tion, and withdrawing him and myself as

swiftly and unobtrusively as possible from a

position that threatened to become too hot

to hold us.

Even as I did so I saw in the dark, blue

space of the open door a face that was

strangely familiar, a face at once civilized and

martial, whose gaze was set incredulously

upon me.

" Here's the polis ! " squealed a little girl.

The poet blew out the lamp.

The house was, in an instant, full of the

voiceless and strenuous shoving and tramp-

ling of people trying to escape. I heard the

table go over with a crash, and could only

suppose that Maxwell had gone with it; and

Maria and Minx, convinced thaf a cat hunt

was at the root of the matter, barked deafen-

ingly and unceasingly.

In a blinding flash of insight I realized

that my brother-in-law and I had been taken

red-handed in a " shebeen "â��that is to say,
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a house in which drink is illicitly sold without

a licence.

The police sergeant was egregiously tactful.

During the conversation that I held with

him in the inner room he did not permit his

eyes to descend lower than the top button of

Mr. Brickley's coat, a consideration that but

served to make me more conscious of the

humiliating deficiency below; nor did it

deviate towards the tumbler, with the incrimi-

nating spoon in it, that stood on the table.

He explained to me and to Maxwell,

whose presence I felt to be my sole link with

respectability, that the raid had been planned

in consequence of information received after

the trial.

" I was going to you, sir, to sign the war-

rant, but Mr. Knox and Dr. Hickey signed

it tor us. It was Mr. Knox advised us to

come here to-day. We've found three half-

barrels of porter under the bed in the room

over there, and about two gallons of potheen

hid under fishing-nets. I'll have about thirty

summonses out of it."

The sergeant's manner was dis-

tressingly apologetic. I said no-

thing, but my heart burned within

me as I recognised the hand of

Hurry Knox.

" In case you might be looking

for your man, Cadogan, sir," went

on the sergeant, " we seen him in

a boat, with two other parties, a

man and a woman, going to the

mainland when we were coming

over. The man that was pulling

the other oar had the appearance

of having drink taken."

A second flash, less blinding

than the first, but equally illumina-

tive, revealed to me that the brown

boots and flannel suit had been a

wedding garment, the predeter-

mined attire of the best man ; and

a third recalled the fact that

Shrove Tuesday was the last day

between this and Easter on which

a marriage could take place.

Maxwell and I went back with

the police, and Maxwell ex-

plained to me at some length the

origin of the word " shebeen." As I neared

the mainland, which to-morrow would ring

with Flurry's artistic version of the day's

events, the future held but one bright spot,

THE SERGEANTS MAKNF.R

WAS DIS1 REsmNGLV

APOLOGETIC." '

the thought of putting Peter Cadogan to fire

and sword.

But even that was denied to me.

It must have been at the identical moment

when my cook, Mrs. Cadogan (aunt of the

missing Peter), was placing her wedding-ring

in the Shrove Tuesday pancakes that evening,

that my establishment was felled as one man

by tidings that still remain pre-eminent among

the sensations of Shreelane. They reached

me, irrepressibly, with the coffee.

Hard on the heels of the flushed parlour-

maid followed the flat and heavy tread of

Mrs. Cadogan, who, like the avenging deities,

was habitually shod with felt.

" And now, sir, what do ye say to Pether

Cadogan ?" she began, launching the enigma

into space from the obscurity of the deep

doorway ; " what do ye say to him now ?

The raving scamp ! "

I replied that I had a great deal to say to

him, and that if I might so far trespass on

his leisure as to request his presence in the

hall, I would say it.

" Hall is it ! " echoed Peter's

aunt, in bitter wrath. " It's my

heart's grief that he ever stood

in Shreelane hall to dhraw dis-

grace on me and on your

honour ! God forgive meâ��

when I heard it I had to spit !

Himself and Bridget Brickley

got married in Skebawn this

evening, and the two o' them

is gone to Ameriky on the

thrain to-night, and it's all I'll

say for her, whatever sort of a

thrash she is, she's good enough

for him ! "

There was a pause while one

might pant twice.

" I'll tell ye no lie. If I had a

gun in me hand I'd shoot him like

a bird ! I'd down the brat !"

The avenging deity retired.

What part the widower pro-

posed to play in the day's pro-

ceedings will never be clearly

known. He was picked up next

day in Hare Island Sound, drift-

V-.MNGLY jng seaward in the boat whose

" share" had formed the mar-

riage portion of Mrs. Peter Cadogan. Both

oars were gone ; there remained to him an

empty bottle of "potheen" and a bucket.

He was rowing the boat with the bucket.

Vol. xxxii.â��67



OUR "100-PICTURE" GALLERY.

Every article in this entirely novel series contains at least one hundred illustrations I

This plan of the

Zoological Gardens

shows the route taken

from the Main entrance. The

numbers correspond to those

on the respective pictures.

No. II.â��ROUND THE ZOO.

DEADERâ��let us

* * make a rapid tour

of the Zoological Gar-

dens together! The

late Herbert Spencer

once plodded through

faithfully in a week.

Let us see what can

be done within the

space of an hour. Start-

ing from the main en-

trance, we reach the

western aviary, where

no bird, unless it be the

toucan, is more popular

than the greal crowned

pigeon, distinguished

by its large size and

erectile crest of

feathers; it comes from

New Guinea. We pass

alon" to the new out-

door monkey cages.

Here we shall see the

famous sacred or

Arabian baboon, with

its strong muzzle and

huge canine teeth.

The monkey house

proper, a little farther

on, is perhaps the

most popular exhibit

in the Gardens.

Here we may make

the acquaintance

of Jack and Mickie.

Mickie is gentle and

affectionate, and helps

the keeper to clean out

his cage. The orang-

outang is distinguished

from the other apes

by its brown skin, red

hair, and small ears.
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Passing on to the

stork and ostrich

house, we must pause

a moment to observe

the several varieties of

these curious birds.

The rhea is a native

of the vast open plains

of South America.

These birds frequently

breed in captivity, and

our photograph shows

one of the chicks

hatched in 1905. The

Indian adjutant is one

of the largest of

flying birds, while the

American jabiru may

be distinguished from

other storks by its bare

head and white plum-

age. The emu inhabits

Australia, and may be

easily recognised by its

hairy-looking plumage.

Perhaps the most in-

teresting bird from the

naturalist's point of

view is the ostrich, it

being the most gigantic

bird now living. A

fine male stands about

eight feet high. The

white stork is the

familiar European

form, and is a regular

summer visitor to many

cities. The crane may

be easily distinguished

by its loud voice and its

short, useless hind toe.

A hasty glance

through the rodents'

house, where we may

especially notice the

agouti and the crested

porcupine, and we

must pass on to the

swine house. Here we

may see the Indian wild

swine, the Red River

hog, and the wart hog,

the last-named animal

deriving its name from

the presence of huge

warty protuberances on

the side of its face.

Our next stopping-

place is the southern

aviary, where are

housed the gulls,

herons, cormorants,

and otheraquatic birds

The heron is surly in

temper, and is able

to inflict dangerous

wounds by " jabbing "

with its heavy, sharp

bill. The black-backed

gull is the largest of

gulls, and is said to

attack young lambs

in the Scottish High-

lands.

A favourite resort is

the sea lions' pond,

where may be seen

not only sea lions, but

walruses, seals, and pen-

guins. Penguins are

extremely interesting

and amusing in their

habits, and become

very tame.

After a hasty in-

spection of the wolves'
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and foxes' dens, we

press eagerly forward

to that most enthral-

ling of all exhibits, the

lion house. Here we

may see these dread

monarchs of the jungle

pacing restlessly within

their narrow confines,

while ever and anon a

mighty roar reverber-

ates throughout the

vaulted dome, curdling

our blood and making

us entertain anxious

fears as to the strength

and durability of the

stout iron bars which

enclose these majestic

beasts.

After the lions,

jaguars, and leopards,

the geese and swans,

which next claim our

attention, seem tame

in the extreme. How-

ever, we may pause a

moment to single out

for especial attention

the China goose, and

then, crossing the

Broad Walk, the ante-

lope house and pad-

docks come into view.

The gnus are large

African antelopes,

generally with short

hair and ridged,

sharply - bent horns ;

while the eland, also a

native of Africa, is the

largest of all antelopes.

Passing thence to

the bear dens, we may

notice our old friend

the brown bear labori-

ously ascending its

pole, from which van-

tage ground it placidly

surveys us and waits

for its juvenile ad-

mirers to regale it with

buns and other deli-

cacies. The Syrian

bear is an OW-Worid

form. We might spend

an entire afternoon

delightedly watching

the amusing antics of

the Polar bears, but

time presses, and we

must pass on to the

camel house. The

Bactrian, or two-

humped, camel is the

beast of burden of

Central Asia ; but here

in England the only

burden it ever carries

consists of joyous chil-

dren, with here and

there, perhaps, some

giggling, self-conscious

nursemaid.

A cursory glance at

those curious birds the

pelicans, with their

enormous bills and

vivid black and white

plumage, and the

eastern aviary next re-

ceives us. Here are

the hornbills, natives

of tropical Africa and

Asia. The Barbary

heep, which are the



object of our next

visit, are found on the

southern slopes of the

Atlas Mountains, and

also in Tripoli and

Egypt.

The llamas are the

South American repre-

sentatives of the camels

of the Old World, and

are valuable as beasts

of burden and for their

flesh, hide, and wool.

The caracal is a native

of Africa and some

parts of Asia, while the

ocelot and the serval

are a species of wild

cat hailing from South

America and Africa

respectively. The com-

mon fox is a familiar

enough figure to dwel-

lers in the country,

while the black-backed

jackal and the civet

cat are not unlike him

in appearance.

In spite of their

unenviable reputation,

vultures, to whom we

must next direct our

attention, are majestic

and powerful in flight,

rising to terrific heights

in search of prey. The

king vulture is a par-

ticularly handsome

bird, with a glossy

black and white plum

age and a brilliant-

coloured bill. Here are

also those kings of the

air the eagles, but, in-

stead of circling trium-

phant around some

mountain stronghold,

they perch mournful

and dejected on the

stark branch of some

cheerless tree.

Our next point of

interest is the deer and

cattle house and pad-

docks. The North

American wapiti is ex-

ceeded in size by no

deer except the moose.

The red deer is the

well-known deer of

Scotland, Euro p r

generally, and Western

Asia, while the axis

deer is a beautiful

Indian animal. Tin

sambur deer of India,

Burma, and China is a

heavy animal, standing

nearly live feet high.

The wild cow repre-

sents the original white

wild cattle of England,

and came from Vaynol

Park, Bangor. The

well-known buffalo, or

bison, is the largest of

the North American

hoofed animals, but is

now, .unfortunately, all

but extinct. Passing

on to the reptile housr,

we observe the mamba

and the fer de lance.

The India cobra is a

very deadly and ag-

gressive snake, always

ready to strike on the

smallest provocation.
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Pythons and boas,

although not poison-

ous, are dangerous.

They frequentlyreach a

huge size and kill their

prey by constriction.

The alligator and

the tortoise are the

next to claim us, and

then, having inspected

these animals, we make

our way to the great

aviary, where the avo-

cets and the beautiful

flamingos are to be

seen. The golden eagle

is a strong and coura-

geous bird, frequently

attacking the wolf and

the stag. The Cape

crowned crane is a re-

markably handsome

bird, hailing from South

Africa. The owls are in

their habits nocturnal

representatives of the

eagles and vultures, the

eagle - owl being an

especially large and

powerful bird, with

conspicuous ear-tufts.

The pheasant is a very

familiar bird at this

season of the year, but

there are many varieties

of this toothsome deli-

cacy. The common

pheasant was probably

introduced into this

country by the Romans.

From here let us

proceed to view the

magnificent collection

of Indian animals pre-

sented to the Zoological

Society by H.R.H. the

Prince of Wales on his

return from his recent

tour in India. The first

to attract our attention

is the Indian antelope,

but this animal is not

much sought after by

sportsmen on account

of the extreme small-

ness of its horns. Here

also we may see the

tigress, gigantic in size

and magnificent in col-

ouring. The ungainly-

1'ooking rhinoceros,

with its-large, erect ears

and gnarled skin, is the

next to make our ac-

quaintance, and then,

after exchanging greet-

ings with a young

elephant, we pause to

admire the beautiful

Nylghaie antelopes,

with their curious,

spirally-twisted horns.

The axis or spotted

deer, a singularly

beautiful and graceful

animal, is also to be

seen here.

The banting is a

beautifully - coloured

species of wild ox, and

is said to be able to go

for several days without

drinking. The wild

dog, sometimes known

as the dhole or red dog,

is widely distributed
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over India, both in the

hills and the plains.

The Barasingha or â�¢

swamp deer is to be â�¢

found chiefly along the

base of the Himalayas

and in Assam. Having

inspected the Calcutta

monkey and the munt-

jac deer, we may pass

on to the Himalayan

domestic sheep. The

specimen shown in

our photograph has but

a single horn, which,

however, is obviously

produced by the fusion

of a pair.

Leaving the Prince

of Wales's collection,

we come to the puma

or mountain lion. This

animal is the most agile

and the best climber

of the large cats. The

lynx is rather larger

than the wild cat, and

has a long and soft fur,

long limbs, a stumpy

tail, and pencilled ears.

The Indian mongoose

is well known from

popular stories, and is

an expert snake-killer.

After a hasty visit to

the kangaroo sheds and

paddock we pass along

to the elephant house.

Here may be seen the

rhinoceros, and here

also are the Indian and

the African elephants.

A full-grown African

elephant is the largest

of living land animals.

The Rocky Moun-

tain goat, which we

next visit, is believed

to be the only speci-

men of this rare species

ever brought ah've to

Europe. The Panolia

deer is exceedingly rare,

and comes from Siam

and Burma. The mark -

hor is the largest and

the most imposing in

appearance of all wild

goats.

We must now make

the acquaintance of the

hippopotamus, next to

the elephant the largest

living terrestrial animal.

The female now ex-

hibited was born in the

Gardens in 1872. The

tapirs are gentle and in-

offensive inhabitants of

tropical forests in Cen-

traland South America,

Passing through the

giraffe house we come

to our final destination,

the zebra houses. Here

we may see the kiang

or Tibet ass, a native

of the barren plains of

Tibet. The wild horse

lives in the deserts

of Mongolia, and in

several respects is inter-

mediate between the

domestic horse and the

wild asses of Asia. A

fine hybrid between a

pony and a Burchtll's

zebra mare, the gift of

His Majesty the King

to the society, may here

be seen. The moun-

tain /ebra is one of the

smallest of the group

and inhabits hilly dis-

tricts ; while the Bur-

chelFs zebra is more

horse-like in form than

the mountain zebra,

and possesses shorter

ears and broader hoofs.



T was in the desperation of

sheer despair that Miss

Romney shouted. There was,

she felt, no alternative, since

if she did not shout she must

cry, which was not only use-

less, but humiliating. She had really home

up very well considering, perhaps because

her present predicament was, in part at least,

her own fault. To wire to Eleanor an-

nouncing the day and hour of her arrival

would, of course, have been the obvious and

sensible thing, rather than have left both

undecided with the idea of taking her by

surprise. But then, Eleanor, in pressing

upon her the oft-repeated invitation to come

and behold the wedded bliss of herself and

her rector, had certainly omitted to mention

that the Rectory was situated beyond the

ordinary bounds of civilization. Conse-

quently she had no more anticipated that

there would be no cabs at the station than she

had anticipated the fog itself. It had been a

mere mist at firstâ��she had hardly noticed it

â��and had increased at once so insidiously

and so suddenly that she had hardly had

time to feel uneasy before she was very much

more. She had turned with the idea of

going back to the stationâ��the porter had

owned that to the Rectory was a good three-

mile walkâ��to find that the woolly walls

which seemed to have sprung up around her

were even denser behind than beforeâ��so

dense that in a few paces she had found

herself off the road. She had found it

againâ��not without a fall over a great stone

that caught her footâ��and, picking herself

up, about equally breathless and wrathful,

had felt helplessly that she did not know

which way she faced. She had gone on

because standing still was impossible, to find,

presently, rough, coarse, short grass under

her feet, and the road apparently swept off

the face of the earth. The fog grew so thick

that she could barely see the hands which

she stretched gropingly out before her as she

stumbled on ; it was like being wrapped in

a clammy, suffocating blanket, stupefying,

choking, blinding ; her skirt caught with a

jerk in an unseen something ; she felt it

tear. It was at this exasperating juncture,

too angry to cry, too scared to do nothing,

that Miss Romney raised her voice and

shouted with the full power of her lungs.

It was not a successful shout. Fog is not

a good medium for the purpose ; it sounded,



ON A FOGGY NIGHT.

537

as she said to herself, impatiently, " a mere

squeak," as weak and deadened as though it

had been muffled by feather beds. Still,

having done it once, it was as well to do il

again, for somebody might hear, though she

didn't expect it. She did it again, louder,

and, improving with practice, again and again,

louder and louder still. Then she stopped with

her heart jumping, straining her ears, almost

certain that out of the piled fog-banks there

had come an answering cry. She ran for-

ward eagerly a few paces. " Here ! here ! "

she cried, loudly. " This wayâ��this way ! "

" Halloa ! Halloa ! " a voice came back,

beyond all doubt this time. " Where are

you?"

" Here ! here ' " cried Miss Roinney,

helplessly.

" All right ! Stay where you are," shouted

the voice. " Call again and I'll come to

you."

The voice was big and cheerfulâ��a com-

forting voice under the circumstances. Miss

Romney called again obedientlyâ��again and

yet again. Every answering call was plainer

as the man (of course, it was a man)

approached nearer and nearer. Finally

something darker than itself loomed vaguely

out of the fog, and she darted at and

clutched it

" Oh, thank goodness !" she cried, fer-

vently. " Isn't this awful ? "

" It's pretty thick. How long have you

been wandering about here ? "

" Ages !" declared Miss Romney, un-

truthfully tragic. " \Vhere are we?"

" I haven't the least idea."

" What ? ' cried Miss Romney. In her

amazement she nearly let the clutched sleeve

go. " Thenâ��then you are lost, too ! " she

ejaculated, blankly.

" Of course I am."

" We are both lost ? "

" Exactly. And that's where the consola-

tion comes in. ' We are lost' is only about

half as awful as ' I am lost,' you know."

" Isn't it ? "

"Is it?"

" Perhaps it isn't," agreed Miss Romney.

Both laughed. Neither could see the

other's face, for the fog had grown darker as

it grew thicker. " You really don't know

where we are ? " Miss Romney asked, quite

imploringly.

" That sounds as if you thought I might

know if I tried." He laughed again. " Well,

I don't mind hazarding a guess that we're on

the links.'1

" The links ? "

Vol. xxxii. â��68.

" The golf-links." His tone showed sur-

prise. " Don't you know the place, then?"

" Claversham ? Not a bit. I came down

to stay with my friend Mrs. Leslie at the

Rectory, but she didn't know the date and

so didn't send to meet me, and there wasn't

a cab at the station, so I walked and this came

on, and of course I got lost," said Miss

Romney, rapidly explanatory. " Yesâ��the

golf-links. You think we're on them ?"

" I think so. You see, 1 came down for

golfâ��never been in the place beforeâ��and

started to walk across 'em to the Queen's

Hotel, where I've booked rooms, and as I

came a cropper just now into something that

felt like a bunker I should say we're on them

still."

" That doesn't help either of us much,"

sighed Miss Romney, dispiritedly.

" No, I'm afraid it doesn't. By Jove, it's

getting thicker ! "

There was a pause while it got thicker.

' If," suggested Miss Romney, hopefullyâ��" if

we go on walking forward we must get some-

where, I suppose?"

" Quite so. Let's hope it won't be to the

bottom of another bunker. Perhaps you'll

take my arm; having lost everything else,

we'd better not lose each other. And may I

introduce myself ? My name's Lyddiardâ��

I'm at the Bar. I'd show you my card if you

could see it. May I ask "

"My name? Oh, Margaret Romney. I've

a -cousin at the Bar, tooâ��('barley Culford ;

I dare say you know him, Mr. Lyddiard. Yes,

I will take your arm, I think, please."

She did so. They walked on. As luck would

have it, they encountered no more bunkers.

Also they talked, for, as luck would also

have it, Lyddiard did know Charley Culford

slightly, which naturally made things easier

than they would otherwise have been. Not,

Miss Romney reflected, that you can be stiff

with a man to whose arm you are clinging as

to your last hope in life, in a fog so dense that

you can see neither it nor him. But they were

a long time getting somewhere. Lyddiard

presently paused.

"There seems to be a good deal of the

golf-links," he suggested.

" Claversham can be nothing else !"

acquiesced Miss Romney, despairingly. Her

tone changed to one of horror. "You

don't think we've been going round and

round like people who get lost in the bush,

do you ? "

" I hope not. Suppose I shout ? Shall I ? "

" Oh, do ! " cried Miss Romney, eagerly.

Lyddiard complied. They were shouts
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whose force and volume certainly deserved

a reply ; but they elicited none. And the

fog looked, if possible, a little denser. They

moved on again, to be presently brought

short up by something that was plainly a

fence. Miss Romney's involuntary gasp

changed into a cry of relief. " Oh, look !

look ! " she exclaimed, eagerly.

" Look ? " Lyddiard echoed.

" There are lightsâ��don't you see ? They

must come from a house. Perhaps this is

the garden fence. Oh, what a blessing I

Keel along and see if you can find a gate,"

cried Miss Romney, excitedly.

There certainly were lights ; the faint

yellowish blurs upon the fog could be nothing

else, and since they were stationary and at

irregular heights they probably came from a

house. Groping carefully, Lyddiard found a

gate and unlatched it ; passing in they felt

the smoothness of rolled gravel under their

feet. In a few minutes they were close before

what, from the many blurs which could only

represent lighted windows, was evidently not

only a house, but a large house. " Now for

a door," cried Miss Romney, eagerly. Then

she suffered a qualm of doubt. " We'd

better knock, I

suppose ? "

"We'd cer-

tainly better, since

the only alterna-

tive seems to be

passing the night

on the links.

Whoever they are,

they are sure to

know your friends

at the Rectoryâ��

that will be intro-

duction enough

for you," Lyd-

diard answered,

cheerfully. " Wait

an instantâ��stay

where you areâ��â�¢

I've found some

stepsâ��this is the

door, most likely.

Here's the

knocker, andâ��â�¢

yes â�� the bell.

Now for it! "

He knocked

and rang loudly

â�� once, twice,

three times. Not

the slightest

sound within the

house responded to the uproar. Finally he

groped his way down the steps again, and

there was a despairing pause.

" Theyâ��they can't have gone to bed ? "

Miss Romney faltered.

" Bed at nine o'clock ?â��at the most I

don't think it can be moreâ��not they ! " said

Lyddiard. " All out, most likely ; though, if

so, it's queer that the windows are lighted.

There's no getting in at that doorâ��I gave it

an experimental shove. We must try to find

another."

" And break in ?" cried Miss Romney,

horrified.

" Yesâ��if the worst comes to the worst.

You can't stay out in this much longer,"

said Lyddiard, coolly. " It's a case of ' needs

must,' you know."

Miss Romney felt that it was ; also that

she had had more than enough of the golf-

links. She followed meekly as he cautiously

made his way round an angle of the house.

"Is there another door?" she asked, as he

paused.

" I think soâ��yes." He was feeling and

groping. " Y'esâ��a door, right enough, but

there's no knocker, and I can't find a bell.

I'll give them a

last chance with

my knuckles,

and â�� why,

halloa :"

The door had

swung inwards as

he touched it. The

next moment they

were both stand-

ing in a brightly-

lighted passage or

small side-hall and

looking, as was

only natural, at

each other. She

saw a man who

looked in all ways

quite as "nice"

as she had

hoped he would

look ; he saw a

girl who had

been pro-

nounced

charming by

many men and

not a few

women. Both

laughed, which

was also

natural.

" TIIK NEXT MOMENT THEY WERE BOTH LOOKING AT EACH OTHER."
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" The door wasn't fastened !" Miss Romney

exclaimed.

" Couldn't have been. And didn't you

hear something fall ? "

"Yes, I thought so."

Both looked down and both exclaimed.

On the floor lay the box of the lock. A

glance showed that the lock itself had been

doubly shot, and that the key was gone ; also

that the door had no bolt or other fastening.

Lyddiard closed it, shutting out the fog which

was streaming in in smoky volumes, and put

a chair against it. Then he picked up the

box.

" Queer !" he said.

" It seemed to fall directly you knocked.

It could hardly have been fastened at all,"

said Miss Romney.

"That's what I meant. Yet it has two

long screws, you see. The wood must have

worn away, I suppose."

" I suppose soâ��it is evidently an old

house. Anyhow, it is awfully unsafe." She

checked herself, listening. " I don't hear a

sound, do you ? They must have gone to

bed."

"And left all the lights on?"

"Well, they must be out, then. What

shall we do?"

"See if we can find anybody first," sug-

gested Lyddiard, practically. "That looks

as if it might be a kitchen."

It was, and was lighted as brightly as the

passage. The only living thing in it was a

big grey cat fast asleep before a dying fire.

They examined in turn the various offices,

and then the other rooms upon the ground

floorâ��a handsome dining-room on one side

of the hall, a morning-room and library on

the other. There were brilliant lights in all,

and dying fires in all, but of any human

inhabitant no sign. "It'sâ��it's uncanny,"

Miss Romney whispered, half hysterically.

Somehow both were whispering.

"Uncanny?"

" Yes ; don't you feel it is ? All a blaze

of light like this and not a creature about!

There can't be anybody, or they would

have heard us. Come and look in the

rest of the rooms. I must! Iâ��I almost

feel "

" What ? " She had stopped, with a face

suddenly scared and white.

" As if it wouldn't surprise me to find

somebody dead somewhere."

" Nonsense! What an imagination you

have ! It's queer, certainly, but no doubt

there's some perfectly simple explanation, if

we only knew it. Of course we'll look,

though. Shall I go first ? Why, by Jove ! "

he ejaculated..

" There is somebody !" gasped Miss

Romney, breathlessly.

Both had stopped short at the bend of

the staircase, arrested by a sound which

suddenly became audibleâ��that of a piano

playing a lively operatic selection. Startling

though it might be, it was the least ghastly

of noises ; in a moment they were up the

remaining stairs, across the landingâ��also

brilliantly lightedâ��and outside the shut door

from behind which it came. Lyddiard

knocked â��knocked again. No notice was

taken ; the playing continued.

" They must be stone deaf, or they won't

hear," said Miss Romney, indignantly.

Lyddiard's answer was to throw open the

door. In a moment they were both in a

handsome drawing-room, basking in a glare

of electric light, and staring at a piano that

played itself! Up and down, up and down

went the notes with a metallically monotonous

regularity ; the brisk, tripping, expressionless

music filled the room. Miss Romney burst

into a hysteric laugh.

" Oh, it's electric," she exclaimed. " I've

seen one. How horrid ! Do stop it!

It's â�� oh, it's weird, somehow. A ghost

might be playing it ! I shall shriek if it

goes on. Do stop it, prayâ��if you know

how."

Lyddiard did know ; he switched off the

current and the music ceased. The girl drew

a breath of relief, glancing about her.

" Have we got into an enchanted castle ? "

she demanded.

"Something like it, I'm beginning to

think. Shall we look into the other rooms?"

They did so. A boudoir opened from the

drawing-room ; a billiard-room occupied the

Other side of the landing ; both were lighted

and both were empty. They mounted to the

next floor. The first three roomsâ��-bed-

roomsâ��yielded an exactly similar result. As

the door of the fourth was opened something

happenedâ��a dog, a tiny toy terrier, bounced

forward with a volley of shrill, yapping barks.

Miss Romney caught it up.

" This is the best bedroom," she whispered

â��"over the drawing-room, you know." She

laughed nervously, glancing round. " How

queer one is," she said, in a whisper. " To

find the place all empty is awful, somehow,

and yet if I saw anybody I know I should

scream. Look at that wrapper thrown over

a chairâ��doesn't it look ghostly ?" She

turned to the next door. " This must be a

servant's room, by the look of itâ��the lady's-
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maid, perhapsâ��there's a cap lying on the

dressing-table. Shall we go up to the next

floor ? 1 feel as if we ought, though I'm

certain we shall find nobody."

They mounted to the next floor, finding

only more and smaller bedrooms, all lighted

and all empty. Plainly there was nobody in

the extraordinary house but themselves.

They hardly spoke until they got down into

the hall again ; perhaps neither quite knew

what to say. The little terrier had followed.

Miss Romney broke the silence as she again

picked it up ; her pretty face was regaining

its colour. " After all, I think it's very

simple," she said, slowly. " I believe I can

explain it."

" Can you ? "

" Yes. Most likely it amounts to no more

than thisâ��the family are out somewhereâ��â�¢

dining, perhaps; they can't be away, or

there wouldn't be fires everywhere -and the

servants are making an evening of it without

leave, meaning, of course, to get back first.

They left all the lights on and that horrid

piano playing, so that the house shouldn't

appear deserted. Doesn't that about fit

things ? "

" You are brilliant! " declared Lyddiard.

"And you cover the facts perfectly. Nothing

is too outrageous

to believe of the

modern domestic.

We'll leave it at

that since we can't

do better. How

is the fog getting

on, I wonder ? "

If the fog was

no worse it was

because it could

get no worse. To

go out into that im-

penetrable smoky

greyness and face

the horror â�� and

the bunkers â�� of

the links again was

so obviously im-

possible that they

wasted no words

about it. Lyddiard

shut the door after

one look, and Miss

Romney silently

accepted the situa-

tion by taking off

her hat and coat.

There was a pause,

w h i c h the hall

clock filled up by striking nine.

" I had ordered dinner at the hotel," said

Lyddiard, lugubriously.

" I expected to dine at the Rectory," sighed

Miss Romney, more lugubriously.

They looked at each other and laughed.

The strangeness of the situation was begin-

ning to evaporate ; its humour was coming

to the surface. " \Ve didn't break in," began

Miss Romney, judicially, "because the door

opened of itself the very minute you touched

it. So we're not burglars. But if we help

ourselves to anything to eat we shall certainly

be thieves!"

"If we don't we shall be corpses,1'

Lyddiard represented. " You are hungry

and so am I. As a lawyer I decline to

allow my conscience to become unduly

obtrusive. We must trust to your connec-

tion with the Rectory and myâ��I hopeâ��

unblemished reputation to see us through

if we are discovered, though judging by

the look of things outside I should say the

chance of anybody coming back to-night is

as small as ours of getting away. At the

worst you shall only suffer as an unwilling

accessory. I suggest that we find the larder."

Miss Romney consented to find the larder

on the condition that they didn't eat more
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than they could help and made no attempt

to invade the wine-cellarâ��wine, she pointed

out, could not be considered a necessity.

The meal which they presently ate together

â��in the kitchen, and chaperoned by the cat

and the terrier, both of whom took an active

interest in the proceedingsâ��was probably

not unpleasant. It was considerably past

ten when they crossed the hall again and

entered the first open doorâ��that of the

morning-room, where a fire was still burning.

A glance from a window as they passed it

had shown no change in things outside ; the

fog displayed no signs of lessening.

" Well, we're both robbers," said Lyddiard.

" Judging by my own feelings I should say

the first step in a career of crime leaves a

distinctly comfortable sensation behind it.

What do you say ? "

" I'm so comfy I don't care whether I'm

a criminal or not," Miss Romney asserted,

callously. She laughed. " Suppose we get

away before anybody comes back, what shall

we do ? Leave an explanatory note and five

shillings each in a couple of envelopes ? I

wonder who our unconscious host and hostess

are ? What a pity they're

so fatally tidy! If they had

left a few letters or some

note-paper about we might

find out what their name

is and what the house is

called, at least. But I

don't see Ah ! "

"What is it?" asked

Lyddiard.

" A telegram â�� look ! "

She turned from the mantel-

shelf with it in her hand.

" Would it be very awful if

I read it, do you think ? It

might tell us something.

Shall I?"

Lyddiard laughed be-

cause she was already un-

folding it. The single sen-

tence which she read aloud

was not especially illumina-

tive : " Sorry called away

this morning ; returning by

night mail.â��Aubrey." Miss

Romney put it down with

a chagrined air.

" That isn't any good,"

she grumbled. "If we knew

Aubrey it might be quite

thrilling to know that he

was called away, and that

he handed that in at

Charing Cross at five minutes past three this

afternoon. But as we don't it isn't. Of

course, we can't find the envelope ? That

would be sure to have the name and address

on it."

Of course they could not, though they

presently discovered in the fender a burnt

fragment which had plainly been the envelope

once upon a time. There was a pause, during

which Miss Romney yawned uncontrollably,

not for the first time. Lyddiard laughed, as

he involuntarily followed suit.

" There must be something remarkably

soporific in the Claversham air," he remarked.

" I don't know when I have felt so dead

sleepy, and you are not much better. You

must go upstairs and get some rest. I'm

afraid we must accept it that there's no hope

of your being able to get to your friends

to-night. You see, even if the fog should

lift in an hour or two it will be too late to do

anything before the morning."

" I suppose it will," allowed Miss Romney,

dubiously.

" Certainly it will, since we are both

strangers in the neighbourhood and have no

idea what part of it

we are to start with.

You won't need to be

nervous, because I'll

stay down here, and

if anybody should

appearâ��why, I'll ex-

plain matters."

S.JL " Perhaps Aubrey

will," Miss Romney

A TELEGRAMâ��LOOK!* SHE TURNED FROM THE .MANTELSHELF WITH IT

IN HKR HAND."
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suggested. She laughed as she yawned

again. " I am most ridiculously tired," she

confessed, "and, of course, the only sensible

thing to do is to get some sleep if I can.

I'll take that little room next to the big one

on the second floor, I think. I'm sure it

belongs to the lady's-maid, so it will be ex-

pressive of my desire to be becomingly

modest. But do come up and switch off the

lights first. It's weird, somehowâ��the idea

of all those rooms lighted up and not a

creature in them."

They went up, treading softly, as involun-

tarily as they whispered, and glancing round

each room before they plunged it in darkness

as doubtfully as if they had not examined it

already. At the door of the best bedroom

on the second floor Miss Romney, a little in

advance, started and caught Lyddiard's arm

"What's that?" she exclaimed.

" What is what ? "

" I heard somebody breathing ! "

" Nonsense ! Your fancy."

" I suppose it must be, but I thought I

heard it." Still in advance, she went forward

into the middle of the room and sprang back

with a shriek. " Ah, look!" she cried,

pointing. " She is dead ! Look ! look ! "

Huddled beside an arm-chair, which had

been concealed by the bed-curtains when they

stood at the door, was a womanâ��a small,

neatly-dressed, middleaged figure, looking

like a superior maid. From her position she

might either have crouched down by the

chair or slipped out of it, She lay half across

the seat, her arms hanging laxly down, her

face upturned, her eyes fast shut, and breath-

ing deeply. Lyddiard took one of the

hanging hands, dropped it, and gently shook

the shoulder; the inert rolling of the head

sideways was the only result. " Drugged,"

he pronounced, succinctly.

" Drugged ?" Miss Romney echoed,

blankly.

" Yes ; she has been dosed or has dosed

herself with some narcoticâ�� morphia, I fancy.

It is of no use trying to rouse her ; she must

sleep it off. But she ought not to lie in that

huddled attitude. I'll see if I can lay her on

the bed."

He did so easily enough, and Miss Romney

loosened the dress at the throat and tucked

an eiderdown round the unconscious figure.

She was quite pale when presently they stood

outside the door of the adjoining room.

" Suppose she should dieâ��how awful!"

she said, in an awed whisper.

" There's not much fear of that. She will

sleep.it off all right," he answered, cheerfully.

'' She must have been there all the time."

" Yes ; no doubt."

" Suppose she wakes in the night ? "

" If she does I shall hear her."

" But what in the world can it all mean ? "

She shivered. " Ugh! This is a horrid

house â�� I wish it were morning! Iâ��I'm

getting most awfully uncomfortable, you

know."

"You mustn't do that. And the sooner

you get to sleep the sooner the morning will

come," Lyddiard assured her, comfortingly.

"Good night."

" Sleep? I know I sha'n't sleep a wink !"

said Miss Romney, forebodingly, as he went

downstairs with the terrier tucked under his

arm.

But a strange bed and stranger circum-

stances are not sufficient to hold a healthy

and strong-nerved young woman waking after

a sufficient amount of fog and golf-links, even

when there is added the unaccustomed dis-

comfort of lying down with your clothes on.

Miss Romney's head had not lain upon the

pillow for five minutes before she slept as

soundly as she had ever done in her life.

She awoke with a start. For a moment,

as she lay staring confusedly around the un-

familiar room, it seemed to her that she must

be dreaming. What had roused her ? Had

she or had she not dreamed that there had

been a stealthy, cautious movement, a faint

rustle at her side ? She slowly turned her

eyes, but not her head. The shapes of the

furniture bulked like darker shadows upon

shadows vague and indistinct, but surely out-

lined against what must be the fall of the cur

tain was something white that was like a draped

figure ? And was there a faint movement

under her head, as though a hand crept and

groped secretly beneath her pillow? Now it was

withdrawn ; there was the gentle rustle again,

a creak, and the almost noiseless closing of a

door. Noâ��it was no dreamâ��she was awake.

She had been lost in the fog on the Claver-

sham golf linksâ��of course she recollected !

She started up with her heart thumping as

the memory rushed over her, and groped

for the switch beside the bed. The room

was flooded with light in a moment, and she

sat up, her mind perfectly clear.

Had she been awake ? Or had some dream

of the unknown woman, who, no doubt,

still slept her drugged sleep in the next

room, somehow shaped itself into that vision

of a draped form beside the bed? It must

have been so, and yet that groping hand under

her pillow had been very real. She slipped

her own hand under, recalling that, obeying
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her invariable habit, she had put her purse

and keys there before lying down. Here was

the purse, but the keysâ��she felt and felt

unsuccessfullyâ��surely they were gone ! And

what was this other tiny object which she

found herself grasping ? She withdrew her

revolver with a laugh. "The events of the

night promise to be thrilling before they're

over. I've paid for my supper by routing a

burglar."

" A burglar?"

"Nothing less; though he did make his

"WAS THERE A FAINT MOVEMENT UNDER HER HEAD, AS THOUGH A HAND CREPT AND

GROPED SECRETLY BENEATH HKR PILLOW?"

hand and stared bewilderedly at what lay in

its palmâ��a man's heavy gold buckle ring.

The next moment she was on her feet and

had sprung to the door. A sudden uproar

had arisen belowâ��loud shouts, a sound of

struggling, the shot of a pistol, and the

clatter of shattered glass. On the landing

something caught her footâ��she snatched it

up and rushed down into the. hall. The

light was switched on, the fragments of a

broken mirror littered the floor, the side-door

swung open, and she was just in time to see

Lyddiard dart through. Running out, too â��

in her excited wonder she had no fearâ��she

distinguished the shapes of two furiously-

struggling figures before the fog swallowed

them up. There came the " ping !" of a

second shot, followed by a cry and the sound

of swiftly-running feet dying away upon an

unseen road. In a moment Lyddiard ap-

peared out of the thinning fog, a revolver in

his hand.

"Oh! what is it?" cried Miss Romney,

bewilderedly. "Are you hurt?"

" No, no; I am all right." He followed

her in and closed the door, putting down the

entry where we did, by the way. Sit down

â�� how white you look ! â�� sorry you were

roused." He placed her in a chair. " I'd

been asleep in there," he explained, nodding

towards the morning-room, and woke fancy-

ing I heard a sound in the next roomâ��the

library. I thought for the moment that you

had come down, not being able to sleep.

But there was our friend, just pulling away

the curtain from in front of a safe that's let

into an alcove in the wall â�� crape mask,

muffler, and cap, all complete ; might have

stepped out of the Police A'ews, if you know

that interesting publication."

" And you fired at him ? "

"Not at all. \Ve jumped at one another,

and I seized him ; he struggled, got away,

and fired as I went for him again, smashing

the glass, as you seeâ��only did it to scare me,

I fancy. He rushed out and I after him, we

grappled and I wrenched the shooter away,

but he twisted himself free and ran, and I

fired after him. It was all at random in the

fog, of course; but I fancy I touched himâ��

he certainly shouted. Couldn't have been

hurt much, though, judging by the pace he
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made." He broke off. "Why, what's that

you are holdingâ��that white stuff?"

" 1 don't know." She glanced down con-

fusedly and let it fall. " Iâ��picked it up on

the landing ; it's a sheet, I think. What's

that in your hand ? "

" This ? Oh, the mask. I got hold of it

and tore it off as we strugged out there; I'll

have it and the pistol labelled as trophies of

my first burglar, I think ! He didn't get the

safe open, luckily ; didn't have time to try.

By the way, I believe he had the keys ; I

recollect hearing something fall with a chink.''

He stooped, peered about, and picked some-

thing up. " By Jove, yesâ��here they are ! "

" Yes ; they're mine," said Miss Romney.

"Yours?"'

" Mine. He came and took them from

under my pillow."

"What?"

Miss Romney

explained, with

fair coherencecon-

sidering, conclud-

ing hy showing the

ring which she still

held in her hand.

"It must have

been too loose

and slipped off, of

course," she said.

Lyddiard re-

covered his amaze-

ment in a minute

or two; his trained

wits put the thing

together as swiftly.

"It's pretty

plain," he decided.

" The person who

occupies the room

you were in has

charge of the key

which opens the

safe ; it is habitu-

ally placed under

the pillow.as yours

were, and the thief

knew it. That sheet

arrangement was

for an additional

disguise, of course.

H'm ! One of the servants, or somebody in

league with the servants, I should say."

'' Perhaps." Miss Romney considered.

" Do you think he thought the house was

empty, then ? "

" No : or he would not have used such

caution."

" No." She glanced at the clock. " It's

odd that he should have waited until five

o'clock in the morning."

" Hardly ; you forget the fog. Most likely

he has been skulking about for hours on

those confounded linksâ��recollect our own

experiences." His tone changed with a

laugh. " Well, I suppose there's nothing for

it now but to wait here until something or

somebody turns up, fog or no fog. But we

shall want some breakfast presently. I hope

you realize that we are mutually having the

time of our lives, and that "

He stopped. Miss Romney, turning her

head, had cried out. The figure of the

middle-aged maid was descending the stairs.

Her neat dress was all tumbled, her cap was

awry, her mouth was opened for a scream.

Miss Romney

rushed at her be-

fore she could

utter it.

"Oh, please,

please, pray don't

be frightened ! "

she begged. " It's

â�� it's all right,

reallyâ��we're not

thieves or any-

thing. You've

been drugged â��

asleep for hours,

andâ��and it's to-

morrow morn-

ing!" She took

the bewildered

woman by the

shoulders and

gently seated her

in a chair. " Oh,

Mr. Lyddiard, do

please explain and

tell her, poor thing.

She is scared to

death."

Luckily the

law â�� when it

chooses â�� can

be lucid; Lyd-

diard was so,

Miss Romney

was soothing ;

and possibly, despite considerable dishevel-

ment, neither of them had the appearance

popularly associated with nocturnal marauders.

To be brief, the woman came to her senses

and grasped the situation as soon as could

reasonably be expected, with a commendable

lack of hysterical symptoms. Presently, "But

HER NEAT DRFSS WAS ALL TUMB1.FD, HEK CAP WAS AWRY, HER
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where are we ?" Miss Romney demanded.

" Whose house is this ? "

" Hollycroft, madamâ��Sir Joseph Lester's."

" Oh ! " Miss Romney cried. She stared

at Lyddiard. " Why, 1 know the name from

Mrs. Leslie's letters ! Sir Joseph is awfully

richâ��a retired merchantâ��drysalter, I think

â��and was knighted two years ago. He and

Lady Lester visit at Claversham Rectory, do

they not ? "

" They are dining there to-night, madam

â��I should say last night, but my head is all

confused stillâ��and so is Miss Lester. Mr.

.Aubrey would have been with them, but he

was suddenly called away to town."

"Oh!" Miss Romney thought of the

telegram ; a glance at Lyddiard told her that

he was doing the same. " They will have

stayed the night because of the fog, of

course," she said. " Butâ��but even now

I don't understand, Mrs. Harrisonâ��you said

that was your name, didn't you ?â��who can

possibly have drugged you, or where all the

servants can be, though wherever it is no

doubt the fog has kept them too."

'â�¢As for who drugged me, ma'am, I've no

doubt, more shame for them, that they were

all in it, for well they knew that I'd see no

pranks played behind my lady's backâ��I've

lived with her too long for that. I make no

doubt that one of them slipped the stuff into

my tonic bottle. I thought it had a funny

taste when I took my evening dose, and don't

recollect anything after I turned faint and

queer except thinking I'd sit down a bit till

it passed off. As to where they've gone,

I don't need telling. To that rubbishy

carnival!"

" The carnival ? " Lyddiard echoed.

Mrs. Harrison explained. There was a

carnival held every year at the end of the

summer in Claversham, winding up with a

ball at the town Assembly Rooms. It con-

sisted, apparently, of "fancy-dress foolery,".

and led to "carryings on." Sir Joseph

objecting to "carryings on," had consequently

forbade his household to participate in the

affair, and there had been resultant " sulks

and grumbles." Mrs. Harrison was proceed-

ing to express her conviction that every one

of them would have " to take their month,"

and furthermore that cook, at any rate, was

old enough to know better, when Miss

Romney, glancing from the window, uttered

an exclamation. It was fairly daylight now,

the fog had thinned away to mere smoke

wreaths, and through them a carriage was

visible turning in at the gates. It stopped at

the side-door, and out jumped a little, dapper,

Vol. xxxii.â��69

apple-cheeked, elderly gentlemanâ��Sir Joseph

Lester. He came bustling in, not waiting for

the grey-haired, elderly lady and younger lady

who followed him.

" What! up already, Harrison ? Come,

that's famous ! Suppose you were anxious

about us, eh ? My good soul, well you

might be ! Lost in the fog? Of course we

were lost in the fog. It wasn't much when

we left the Rectory, but as for getting home

â��not a bit of it! Thought ourselves precious

lucky to find the Queen's Hotel on t'other

side of the linksâ��eh, my dear ? And there

we've been, sitting by the fire in the billiard-

room, all night, for, of course, there wasn't a

bed to be had for love or money. You

must get your mother upstairs, Gertrudeâ��

shouldn't wonder if we have her ill after this.

Why, what's this ? The mirror smashed ?

Andâ��whyâ��whoâ��I beg your pardon, sir,

but may I ask who you may happen to be ? "

Sir Joseph stared from Lyddiard to Miss

Romney and back again, as well he might;

his wife and daughter followed his example.

Once more Lyddiard explained, and once

more his statement was, as an exposition of

the condition of affairs, a masterly effort.

Lady Lester sat bewildered ; her daughter

smiled at Miss Romney as though she found

it amusing, and Sir Joseph interrupted the

last sentences impulsively.

" Apologize ? Not at all, my dear sirâ��

not at all; I won't hear of it ! Only too

happy, I'm sure, that you found shelter in

my house under such unpleasant circum-

stancesâ��not to speak of you, my dear young

lady. But, for the life of me, I can't make

out where upon earth Why, what the

deuceâ��bless my soul! "

He stared from the window; they all

stared from the window ; Lady Lester uttered

a faint shriek. Trailing up the path came a

procession which, so far as costume went,

might have stepped out of a Christmas

pantomime. (That the expression and

aspect of nobody was suitably jubilant was

explainable by the fact which afterwards

transpiredâ��that the whole party had lost

itself on the golf-links and spent the night

shivering in a shelter-hut.) First came a

portly Queen Elizabeth, whose huge ruff of

crinkled paper was now mere pulp, and who

could have been no more plainly announced

as the cook had the word been embroidered

across her ample stomacher. Following her

came a columbine whose skirt was a damp

mop, a pierrette whose sugar-loaf hat wns

squashed flat, a Red Riding Hood,'weeping

dismally, who had lost one shoe and three
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parts of her cloak, a large-sized clown who

was evidently the footman, and a small-

sized Folly who was as evidently the page.

The whole body, crowding in at the door,

huddled together with a twitter of conster-

nation at meeting Sir Joseph's glare. There

was a moment's awful silence. Then

" Every one of you, man and woman,

quits my service ! " he rapped out. " No

excusesâ��I'll not hear them â�� take your-

said, heartily. " There are over a thousand

pounds in gold and notes in that safe, though

how it got known beats me, for it's only there

for a day or two. There are other valuables

and a lot of jewellery belonging to my wife

and daughter, too, which is why their maid,

Mrs. Harrison here, has a duplicate key.

Evidently the burglar, whoever the villain is,

knows that, or he wouldn't have made straight

for her room. I shouldn't be surprised if it

" THE GROUP SLUNK AWAY AMID THE LOUD SNIFFINGS OF THE COOK AND THE WHIMPERINGS

OF HER COMPANIONS."

selves off! Wait ! A word first. Which

of you was it who dared go hocusing Mrs.

Harrison ? "

Red Riding Hood burst into renewed

waitings, announcing herself the culprit. " 1

â��Iâ��did didn't mean to put in so much,"

she sobbed ; "my hand jerked. It was cook

thought of it, please, sir. Andâ��and Mark-

ham said it would be all right going to the

ca-ca-carnival if we got home first, and quite

safe if we left the lights on and the piano

playing, my lady."

'â�¢ Don't speak to your mistressâ��take your-

selves off!" commanded Sir Joseph. The

group slunk away amid the loud sniffings of

the cook and the whimperings of her com-

panions, and he turned to Lyddiard again.

" So far from requiring apologies, my dear

sir, I should rather offer you my thanks," he

turns out as you suggestâ��that he's in league

with those rascally servants, though I'm

bound to say I've always found them all

honest enough. No doubt they meant to

sneak in by this door here ; the lock's doubly

shot, I see. I'd like to come to the bottom

of how it was that the box dropped off at a

touch as it did. You said at a touch, I

think ? "

" Hardly that, Sir Joseph, strictly speaking.

I knocked pretty loudly. I may have slightly

pushed the door."

" But stillâ��at a slight pushâ��that looks

like complicity, you know, as if the screws

had been purposely half drawn. The fellow-

did make his entrance here ? Yes, yesâ��the

chair was pushed away and the door openâ��

I understand. What about the revolver?

That ought to be a clue."
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They had all moved into the morning-

room, and Lady Lester was bending over the

fire, which was still bright in the grate ;

Lyddiard had exhausted the coal-scuttle

during his night's vigil. He shook his head.

" I'm afraid not; I have examined it. It

is quite new, there is no mark, and it is of

the cheapest American make, a kind that is

turned out by scores. No; you may take it

that there is no trace there. But it is possible

that the ring may furnish one. It is of a

common enough design, but if there should

chance to be a mark or an inscription of any

sort "

" Ah, yes; the ring !" cried Sir Joseph,

eagerly. " We may nail the scoundrel by

means of that. Thank you, my dear." He

took the ring as Miss Romney held it out,

swung round to the window, and bent over

it. Then suddenly, " Gertrude ! " he cried.

The word was loud, sharp; his daughter

ran to him. There was a moment's dead

silence. Then Sir Joseph turned slowly

about. His ruddy apple cheeks were livid

and streaked.

" No luck, Mr. Lyddiard," he said, deliber-

ately ; " no luck, I'm afraid. The ring is as

worthless as a clue as the revolver; such

things are turned out by the score, too. I

see no chance of tracing the man, and since,

thanks to you, I have lost nothing, it is

hardly worth my while to try. As for this, I

prefer to get rid of it in this way."

He dropped the ring into the heart of the

fire, took up the poker, and pressed it down.

Lady Lister burst into sudden tears.

" Oh, dear, how dreadful this is ! " she

bemoaned, gently. " I don't like to think of

your not trying to catch the wretch, Joseph

â��why, he may come back some night and

murder us all! You must talk to Aubrey

and see what he says. Somehow I feel as if

it would never have happened if only he had

been at home. Where is he, I wonder ? He

wired he was coming by the night mail, you

know. He should be here by now."

" It's too late for the night mail," Sir

Joseph answered, curtly. " He won't come,

mother â�� somethingâ��something's detained

him, no doubt. But you don't need to

worry ; we shall have a wire before long, most

likelyâ��yes, I expect we shall have a wire.

Take your mistress up to her room, Harrison

â��she's worn out." He watched his wife go.

" You tore this man's mask off, you said, Mr.

Lyddiard. Did you see his face ? Would

you know him again? "

"It was the merest glimpse. No ; cer-

tainly not," Lyddiard answered, promptly.

Sir Joseph made no reply. He took his

daughter's arm arid left the room. Both

were very pale.

It was some hours later that Miss Romney

and Lyddiard left Hollvcroft to walk to the

Rectory. Both seemed to take it equally for

granted that he was to be presented there.

They had had an excellent breakfast, attended

by a shamefaced parlourmaid who had been

the columbine, but no one else had appeared.

A telegraph-boy was approaching the gate as

they passed out. Lyddiard stopped.

' Wire ? " he asked, carelessly.

' Yes, sir."

' For Sir Joseph Lester ? "

' Yes, sir."

' Ah !" said Lyddiard.

They walked on. The golf-links sparkled

in the sunshine; there was no trace left of

the fog. Miss Romney broke a long silence.

" Eleanor has told me," she said, slowly,

" that the son is a dreadful reprobateâ��always

in debt; has given them no end of trouble.

Sir Joseph would have turned him out long

ago but that Lady Lester adores him."

" Just so," said Lyddiard.

" The terrier was with you. He didn't

bark when he heard the burglar," mused Miss

Romney, thoughtfully.

" No ; he didn't bark," assented Lyddiard.

" That telegram I read was handed in at

Charing Cross at five minutes past three,"

murmured Miss Romney.

" It is a journey of barely three hours to

Claversham," said Lyddiard.

" I never thought of looking to see whether

there was any inscription on that ring," Miss

Romney remarked.

" Nor I," said Lyddiard.

There was a silence, which lasted until

they were close to the gate of the Rectory.

Miss Romney glanced up with a smile.

" I wonder," she said, carelessly, " whether

you did properly see the burglar's face when

you tore his mask off? Did you?"

"Properly would, perhaps, be a little ex-

treme," said Lyddiard. " It was, you will

recollect, in the fog. I think that on all

accounts, or, we will say, especially on Lady

Lester's account, it would be as well to agree

to leave it

" In the fog," suggested Miss Romney,

smiling, but soberly.

" In the fog," repeated Lyddiard, with

gravity.

And Miss Romney felt, as they opened the

Rectory gate, that both understood, and that

neither had any doubt whatever.



BY ARCHIHALD WILLIAMS.

N his account of his travels in

Abyssinia in 1770 Bruce, the

great explorer, tells us of an

interesting episode that took

place during his stay at Gondar.

One day, at supper, a native

chieftain began to brag about his prowess

with his gun, and added some slighting

remarks about the Scotchman. Nettled by

the insult, Bruce replied that the end of a

tallow-candle in his gun would do more

execution than an iron ball in the native's.

This answer produced a scrimmage and the

imprisonment of the Abyssinian.

Some days later the King suggested to

Bruce that he could not expect his assertion

about the tallow-candle to be credited. His

guest at once offered to prove the truth of

the boast. Three native bull-hide shields

were brought and placed one behind tho

other. Bruce poured the powder-charge into

his gun, rammed half a candle down on tin-

powder, and fired. The candle pierced ail

three shields with the greatest ease, much to

fc.

A helper firing off the gun by pulling a string attached to the trigger. As a precaution against flying

fragments, the pulling is don* from behind a screen.
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the astonishment of

the King and a thou-

sand other onlookers,

and soon afterwards

Bruce perforated a

table with the other

half candle. These

feats established

Bruce's reputation

on a firm basis ; any

further statements

that he made were

accepted without

question, and for

many years after-

wards the memory of

"the man who shot

through a table " was

cherished by the

simple Abyssinians.

When Bruce pub-

lished the story of his

adventures some hos-

tile critics included

this exploit among

'

The penetrative

power of a projectile

depends on three

factors : its velocity,

its weight, and its

cohesion. A light,

loosely-compacted

substance moving at

high speed may have

more effect than a

much tougher sub-

stance travelling at a

low speed. Theo-

retically, any sub-

stance would pierce

any other substance

provided that it

strikes it with suffi-

cient momentum.

The subjoined ex-

periments will be of

interest to readers

who have not them-

selves made trial of

the penetrative capa-

city of wood, candles,

water, etc. I should

state at the outset

that the target was in

each case very close

to the muzzle of the firearmâ��about four

feet away, and in a few cases only two feetâ��

Ft(fc a.â��A wooden projectile before and after impact on a thick

iron plate. Between them is a paper bullet, telescoped by an

unsuccessful attack on the same plate. Before being fired it

was somewhat longer than the stick on the left.

the statements which they were pleased to

regard as mere travellers' tales. Yet the

means of testing this particular incredibility

were ready to hand, and a thoughtful reader

might, even without experiment, have been

prepared to believe what he read about the

candle.

Flu. I.â��A rolled-iron plate,

i-8in. thick. The big dent at

the top (Jin. deep) was made

by a wooden rod ; the hole by

a brass slug, which almost

penetrated a board sin. thick.

FIG. 3. -The plank, ain. thick, pierced by a woollen

the remains of which ;ire seen on lop of the pi.

pr.ijemle,
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as my object was to prove the effect of

these projectiles at close quarters.

The weapons used were an ordinary sport-

ing gun, i6-bore, and a Lee-Metford rifle,

only a few experiments being conducted with

the latter. My

targets included

two rolled - iron

plates, one - six -

teenth and one-

eighth of an inch

thick respect-

ively, and a num-

ber of seasoned

deal planks rang-

ing from three-

eighths of an inch

to three inches

in thickness.

I first made

trial of some oak

sticks about eight

inches long,

fashioned to fit

the gun pretty

accurately. My initial

box, five inches

Flo. 4.â��An iron plate, i-i6in. thick, perforated by a small candle weighing

40 grains, shot from a Lce-Metford rifle.

target was a soap-

deep, filled with tightly-

packed sand and stood on end. The stick

passed through this obstacle, ploughed up

the ground beyond, and, emerging again,

made a final flight of thirty-seven yards. The

end was very slightly bent over.

When directed against the thicker iron

plate this rod failed to

penetrate, but made a

very deep dent (see

Fig. i), and the end

was much splayed

(Fig. 2).

Substituting wood for

iron, 1 put the rods to

another test. An inch-

and - a â�¢ quarter plank

failed to stop one. The

plank was split down

the centre, and the two

halves, by one of those

curious chances which

might not be repeated

in a huge number of

attempts, were turned

round on their bottom

edges so that their outer

edges came into contact,

each half resting, as

before, against one of

the posts backing the

plank.

The last rod was

FIG. 5.â��A cylinder filled with water pcnetral"d a board

tin. thitk. The projectile is seen on the right.

directed against a two inch plank, strength-

ened by cross-bars to prevent splitting. Pene-

tration resulted (see Fig. 3), but the projectile

was shattered into small pieces.

My next projectile was a candle, fired from

the gun through

a one-inch board.

Then, replacing

the gun with the

rifle and a blank

cartridge, I used

one of the small

candles made for

Christmas - tree

decoration,

weighing forty

grains. This

pierced the thin-

ner iron plate

(Fig. 4), and a

second candle a

board an inch

and a quarter

thick. Consider-

ing the extreme

lightness of the projectiles, these results are

somewhat remarkable.

Water in motion, or water struck by a fast-

moving object, offers great resistance to

opposition, as a clumsy diver knows only too

well. Since water cannot be inserted into a

firearm unless confined in some way, I h;W

to make a cylindrical paper shell to hold the

charge, cork it at one

end, pour in the water,

and cork the other.

Though a projectile of

this type penetrated

some thin galvanized

iron roofing, it jibbed

nt the thinner iron plate,

merely doubling it up

into a very twisted

shape. Of a one-inch

board it made very

short work (Fig. 5). I

imagine that a water-

charge fired at close

quarters would " spoil "

a man very consider-

ably.

The converse of this

experiment was to fire

a hard object at a vessel

full of water. As missile

I selected a brass slug

sawn off the end of a

rod. My target was

a biscuit-box rilled to



SOME NOVEL PROJECTILES.

551

FIG. 6.â��This tin was tilled with \\.itt-r and stiuuk by a bras*

slug, which passed clean through, compressing the water so that

its recoil bulged out the tin into a barrel shape. The white

lines indicate the corners of ihe box.

FIG. 7.â��The same tin seen sideways.

the brim. The slug, somewhat to my

surprise, went clean through ; but the

water, being slightly compressed, gave a

vicious outward kick, which distended- the

box into a barrel shape (Figs. 6 and 7).

In this case there was no lid on the box. I

might mention that a candle fired at another

box with a tight-fitting lid did not pierce

the metal at all, the impact merely causing

compression, which ripped the box open very

completely.

Next came three experiments with paper

projectiles, made of pieces of newspaper

rolled up into cylinders soft enough to be

squeezed oval with the fingers. Two maga-

zines, each half an inch thick, tied back to

back, formed the first target (Fig. 8). The

gun sent the missile through this very easily,

punching out paper discs increasing in dia-

meter towards the exit. The cylinder itself

was spread at the business end into a form

suggesting a tree (Fig. 9). A second papei

projectile failed to get through the thinner

iron plate, but was telescoped as shown in

Fig. 2, the ends becoming very hard. A

third, fired from the rifle, pierced a one-inch

plank.

Among other projectiles used was a

cylindrical piece of rubber. This had not

FIG. 8.â��Two magazines tied together. On the right is the

projectile made of paper twisted into a cylinder.

FIG. 9.â��The magazines and projectile after discharge. Note the

discs of paper of graduated size punched out of the magazines.
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râ��â�¢

*

Frc. 10.â��On the left are small lumps of lead, resulting from

the fusing together of shot on striking an iron" plate. The

lump marked A is as heavy as twelve shot.

the least effect on wood, as one might have

anticipated in view of its elastic qualities;

but, curiously enough, its resiliency appeared

to be destroyed by the shock, as in each of

three trials it was found lying a few inches

from the target. A possible explanation is

that the thick felt wad behind prevented

any rebound.

The only projectile which pierced the

thicker iron plate was a brass slug. This

punched a neat hole (Fig. i), the part

removed being embedded in a thick plank

behind, through which the slug almost pene-

trated. Even shot were resisted by the plate,

though they made a deep dent in it. This

experiment illustrated very prettily the con-

version of one form of energy into another.

Below the plate I found some small pieces of

lead, which proved to be the shots fused

together owing to the energy of motion

being suddenly converted into heat. For

the same reason a

leaden bullet fired

at a steel target

melts and splashes

in all directions.

Fig. 10 shows the

fused lead lumps,

and also shot in its

intact condition.

A charge of shot

passed through a

three inch balk (Fig. 11). On another

occasion I sent a charge through a

railway-sleeper. In that instance the

felt wad ran up a crack in the wood

flattening itself out into a continuous

ribbon about nine inches long.

My last experiment was with the

wads alone. These pierced a choco-

late-box and a thin board behind,

some five-eighths of an inch in all

(Fig. 12). It is, therefore, not with-

out good reason that during sham-

fights combatants are forbidden to

fire over the heads of men anywhere

near. I was told recently of a rifle-

Flu. n.â��A }in. beam penetrated by shot.

man who accident-

ally discharged a

blank cartridge

while the muzzle of

his rifle pointed to

his foot. The wad

went through the

stout upperand sole,

but, fortunately, just

missed his toes !

FIG. n.â��Three wads pierced the lid and bottom of a chocolate-box

and also a thin plank Iwnind it, making a total of s-Sin. of wood.



FROM THE FRENCH OF GEORGES REGNAL.

BY ALYS HALLARD.

E asked the Colonel how it was

that he had left the army so

young, considering that he had

himself chosen a military

career, and had won pro-

motion so quickly and so

brilliantly.

Promotion, indeed! . . . . Yes, a fine

thing it is, certainly, to be in authority, he

replied, bitterly. How many times I used

to wish that it was my happy lot to obey

someone else instead of giving orders myself

â��the responsibility was so terrible in some

instances. If you want to know what

caused me to leave the army I will

tell you, for there is no reason for me

to hide it. It was during the Commune,

and on the 25th of May, 1871, I had just

entered Paris with the Versailles army.

Vol. xxxu.â�� 70.

There is no need to describe to you the

frightful state of things with which our

soldiers had to contend, and against what

awful odds they had won the victory. We

had had to walk over ground which was said

to be undermined ; we had been fired on

from every window ; whilst the horizon which

loomed before us was the flaming fire of the

public buildings of our beloved city.

We had nevertheless advanced, step by

step, in the midst of horrible carnage, fire,

and treachery. Our soldiers were wildly

excited by the massacre of our hostages, and

beside themselves with exasperation against

the insurgents. They were perfectly fero-

cious, not only in .their fighting, but in their

anxiety for the execution of all individuals

taken with weapons. It is a dreadful thing

to own, but it is nevertheless quite true that
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after certain combats, even if a man be

fighting against his own brother, he arrives

at that state when he can carry through the

most ghastly tasks without a vestige of

remorse.

Unfortunately for me, I never could get

intoxicated with the wild excitement, the

smoke of battle, and the sight of blood. I

have always done my duty, and, as my past

will prove, I have fought no matter what

enemy without any scruple whatever, holding

that in the gigantic duel which we call war

each man must defend himself, and his one

duty is to see that his country's flag is

honoured.

When once the fight is over, though, and

I see conquerors and conquered lying side

by side in the tortures of the death-struggle

or already lifeless corpses, my heart sinks

within me, and there is nothing of the soldier

left.

You can imagine, then, how horrible it

was during those fearful days of May to

preside at the courts-martial and to see pass

before me, one at a time, bands of criminals

â��monsters, or whatever you like to call

them, but, all the same, human beings whom I

had to condemn to death in cold blood . . .

Good heavens ! it seems to me that such a

task as this ought to be performed by limbs

of the lav/ with a whole row of jurymen to

case their consciences for them. A military

man does not like to condemn his fellow-

creature to death unless he is risking his own

life to do it.

Well, on this famous 251)1 of May I had

just come away from a military council we

had improvised, and over which I had pre-

sided. My colleagues had soon dispersed,

and I was leaving the chatelet which we had

used as our military court. I felt as though

T were in a nightmare, and all the faces I had

just seen haunted me. Some of them were

handsome and some hideous ; men in the

prime of life ; young men who should have

been thinking of their love affairs rather than

of murder and of setting houses on fire with

petroleum ; women with disordered hair and

blasphemous language, and all of them wild

with excitement and hatred, in deadly earnest,

but also, it must be said to their credit, brave

and sincere.

Suddenly I found myself face to face with

a sergeant and his men bringing to the court

a Communist they had just captured, and I

knew that I must decide the wretched man's

fate.

They pushed him on in front of me, and

as I glanced at him I thought I recognised

my sonâ��Jean. He walked boldly on with-

out attempting any resistance. His uniform

was torn, and he had evidently struggled

hard for his liberty, but now that he was

captured he appeared to be absolutely in-

different to all things.

My wife had died some years previously,

and my son was all in all to me.

" We've had a tough job to take him,

Colonel," said the sergeant. " He was just

clearing out of the house we were searching,

and I recognised him, for he'd been shooting

at us all the morning from the window. His

hands are black with the powder, and he's

certainly earned the reward he'll getâ��this

one has.'1

Making a desperate effort to control my

feelings, I glanced once more at the prisoner,

and to my intense joy I discovered that I

had been mistaken. The resemblance was

startling, but- this was not my son ! I felt

as though I had just wakened from some

horrible dream, and as I gazed at the young

man before me my heart was filled with an

immense compassion. He was younger than

Jean, and reminded me of my boy before

his promotion as lieutenant.

" What is your name and age ? " I asked,

speaking as sternly as I could.

" Leopold Fournier. I am nineteen, and

I engaged as a volunteer when the war

broke out."

" Poor fellow," was my inward comment:

a young enthusiast led away by any wild

doctrine, provided it were high-sounding and

generous.

"Were you, this morning, in the house in

which you have just been arrested, and did

you, as they tell me, fire on the army ? " I

asked.

" I was in the house this morning, Colonel,

and I fired on the army." â�¢

I was hoping that he would have denied

the charge brought against him, but his con-

fession was clear and frank enough for any-

thing, and he did not speak in a boasting

way, either. I could not help thinking that

my boy, in a similar danger, would have

acted in just the same way.

Fortunately for me the prisoner's voice did

not sound like Jean's, but it was clear and

sympathetic. I did my utmost to find some

extenuating circumstances.

" Why have you revolted against the

Government of your country ? " I asked.

He did not make any answer at all to this

question.

" Do you regret your mistake ?" I con-

tinued, with a sympathetic glance, which I
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hoped might influence him. " Were you terrible that he had thus been led astray by

threatened by your comrades, and did you vile, hateful politics.

join them in self defence ?" He threw back I learned that he was the only son of a

his head proudly at this question. widow, and that she, poor woman, simply

"I am never afraid of anything," he lived for him.

" *I AM NKVKR AFRAID OF ANYTHING,' HE ANSWERED."

answered, and then, laying great stress on his

words, he coniinued :â��

" If the Commune has been a mistake it

has been a very fine mistake, and I am not

ashamed to have had a hand in it."

What was I to do ? The boy before me

was acting up to his convictionsâ��he was

absolutely sincere and heroic. My men were

listening to every word, thirsting for retribu-

tion. As for mt, the longer I looked at the

young prisoner, whose life was at stake, the

more I saw in him the brother, the " sosie "

of my own son.

The situation horrified me. I could not

fail in my duty as Colonel in the army for

the sake of this boy's life. By handing him

over to another judge I simply gave him up

to certain death. In order to gain time I

went on questioning the handsome lad before

me. He looked so brave and noble it seemed

I encouraged him to state his opinions,

and tried to prove to him that he had been

led away by his ideals and that he could

not excuse the excesses of his party. He

owned that much had been wrong, but that

sheer desperation had been the cause of the

evil, and he blamed the wrongdoers just as

one might an unworthy priest, whilst still

holding zealously to the religion of which

that priest had been a minister.

" Do you know," I said, coming very near

to betraying my mortal anguish, " that I shall

have to condemn you to death ? "

"Yes, I know that," he answered, simply.

I was in utter despair, and went on talking,

incoherently, as it seemed to me, for my lips

refused to frame the death sentence. My

one anxiety was to put off the fatal moment.

" And so," I said, " you do not regret this

life; you do not care for anyone or any-
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thing? What about your poor mother who

is waiting anxiously for your return, and who

will discover to-morrow that her son is dead ?

She will hear that you have literally com-

mitted suicide, that you had no pity for her

â��because you know it is suicide, this death

you have sought "

This time my arrow had struck home, .and

the young rebel could not, and did not even

attempt to, hide his emotion.

" Poor mother ! " he said, his voice falter-

ing in spite of himself. " If only I could

keep the news of my death from her. If

only she could go on expecting to see me

back home she would at least have that hope

in her life, instead of utter despair."

A sudden inspiration came to me.

" Well," I said, "supposing I were to allow

you to go to her and

to make her think

that you are obliged

to leave France "

"Ohâ��will youâ��

will you really ? " he

asked, eagerly.

"Yes, il you will

give me your word

of honour that you

will be back here

to-night."

" I give you my

word of honour,

Colonel,'' he said.

I immediately

scribbled a lew words /

which should serve as a passport for him,

and I took no notice of the murmur of

disapproval that 1 heard around me.

"He'll never come back," whispered the

sergeant to one of the other men.

Ah, I only hoped that he would not I

hoped that in face of his mother's grief he

might sink the proud heroism that he had

maintained in my presence.

He did come back, thoughâ��at night he

arrived tired and breathless, for he had been

running in order to keep his word.

" I am late," he said, " but it was so hard

to get away. My poor mother kept begging

me to stay. It was as though she guessed

the truth "

They led him away, and the sentence was

pronounced by

another judge. My

incomprehensible

weakness and indul-

gence had been

blamed in high

quarters.

He was, of course,

condemned to death.

I begged for mercy,

but it was all in vain.

An hour after the

firing which had sent

the brave boy into

eternity I had sent

in my resignation.

I had had enough.

*IT WAS SO HARD TO Gtl AWAY."
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In the above group, a number of Members of ihe Club have attempted, with more or lets success, to delineate themselves.. In

order that there should be no mistake in identity, each artist has thoughtfully subjoined his autograph.

XVII.

ORNUNG created a mild sensation

at the last meeting of the Strand

Club (alias the Loyal Society for

the Propagation and Preservation

of Current British Humour) by

have

asking to

the minutes read

by the secretary.

Billson, who is

supposed to fill

that office, replied

(somewhat tamely)

that there were

no regular and

au thorized

minutes keptâ��

that there never

had been any

minutes â�� cer-

tainly he hoped

any dull ones

spent by any of

the members of

the Club. Wor-

nung then went

on to inquire if

there was any

truth in the re-

port that one of

the waiters

(Charles) had

habitually jotting down

the jokes he had heard

and presenting a garbled

version of them to the

been

public, with a view to collecting them after-

wards in book form ? What became of the

easel sketches ? Billson explained that

they were all in the custody of the landlord

of the Strand Tavern, and that an exhibition

would subsequently be held, to which

the Chantrey Trustees would be

invitedâ��(Hear, hear) â�� in the

hope that some, if

not all, of these

masterpieces

would be acquired

by the nation.

(Loud applause.)

H e B k e t h :

Speaking of

minutes reminds

me of a little in-

cident I witnessed

the other day at

Liverpool Street.

The train was just

on the point of

pulling out of the

station when an

excited female

dashed along

the platform cry-

i n g, "Guard!

guard ! are there

no seconds on this

train ? "

"No w'at?"

asked the guard,

laconically.

BOOTHS DRAWING TO 1I.LU5TRATK HKSKKTHS RAH.WAV

REMINISCENCE.



55S

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

HARRISONS SKETCH TO EXPLAIN HIS OWN VARN OP TMt I'OI'fLAR

CITV PHILANTHROPIST.

" No seconds."

Just then a

miserable repro-

bate put his head

out of a carriage

window and cried

out, genially,

" You'll see sixty

seconds pass if

you wait a minute,

auntie ! "

To our clever

confrere, Booth,

fell the task of

illustrating the

foregoing, which

he did in rapid

and entertaining

fashion.

Harrison (ap

proaching the

easel, after Booth had quitted it) : Just let

me sketch you a pathetic little incident

which occurs to me. Scene : the delightful

suburban residence of the popular City

philanthropist and local benefactor, slightly

indisposed.

Time, 11 a.m. \

Enter lovely

daughter with

letter.

" Oh, papa, the

Middleville Vam-

pires have asked

you to kick off at

the football

ground on Satur-

day. Perhaps

you had better

refuse the invita-

tion."

Harrison's

drawing explains

itself.

Our clever

Gallic comrade,

Huard, who was

paying a flying

visit to this coun-

try, related an

amusing story of

a duel which he

had recently wit-

nessed between

two of his com-

patriots.

Huard : All ar-

rangements had

been made for the

HUARDS ILLUSTRATION TO THE DCEL STORV.

duel between

Monsieur M

and Monsieur

P . The

seconds had de-

cided that, as the

offence was

mortal, it would

be useless for

the gentlemen to

go upon the field.

To avoid the

latter a coin was

to be tossed and

the loser was to

commit suicide.

The place was

agreed upon, the

coin was tossed,

and Monsieur

Mâ�� disap-

peared with a loaded pistol. Soon the noise

of the report was heard, and a second later

Monsieur M , very pale and trembling,

rushed into the room, crying â�� " Missed !

Missed!" The artist's spirited sketch to

illustrate his narra-

tive is reproduced

herewith.

After that it

was Dolamore's

turn, and he re-

lated a story of

a motorist in the

Black Forest

who ran short of

petrol. He and

his chauffeur were

at their wits' end

to know what to

do, when, to the

joy of both, an-

other motorist,

duly and decently

attired, a p-

proached them

out of the wood.

"Oh, old chap."

cried the victim

of the dilemma,

" can you spare

me a little- "

Then he stopped,

and to his

horror discovered

that the sup-

posed motorist

was a bear ! He

stood there nailed
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THACKERAY S ILLUSTRATION TO

DOLAMORE'S STORY OF THE BEAR

AND THE MOTORIST.

to the ground. Luckily, the

bear did not make a similar

discovery.

" How did the motorist get

out of it ? "

" Oh, the bear politely lent

him a pint and a half of bear's

grease, and "

Shouts of indignation

drowned the remainder of this

anecdote, but by this time

Thackeray had embellished

Dolamore's yarn with the

above sketch.

Our latest member, Dudley

Hardy, who arose blushing,

supported on the arm of

Garry, mentioned modestly that

he had been spending some

time on the other side of the

Channel. There, really the

funniest thing he had seen

occurred in a small Normandy

village, where an official

htussier, very dignified, al-

though he happened to be in

private life and out of uniform

a tallow-chandler, had some

property to announce. This

"e did in a large and stately-

manner : " Messieurs and mes-

dames ! Oyez ! oyez ! A fine

and commodious residence for

sale, together with three out-

houses, one stable,

sixteen acres and a

half of land, four

mahogany tables,

three deal ditto,

seventeen chairs,

nine " Here

he paused to take

breath, and noticed

that apparently the

only soul within

earshot was a small

street gamin.

"Don't hurry,

Jiuissier," said the

boy, encouragingly;

"only, when you've

done, mother would

like a ha'porth of

candles."

Before he had

concluded Hardy

had commenced a

DUDLEY HARDY'S SKETCH TO EXPLAIN HIS OWN NORMANDY

REMINISCENCE.
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WATERS S IDEA OF THE VFRV STOUT LADY AND THE WEIGHING-MACHINES.

bright and characteristic sketch of the episode,

which appears on the previous page.

Boyle : You know those weighing-machines

on the Underground ? Well, the other day

an exceedingly stout lady planted herself on

one of them

and put a

penny in the

slot. The indi

cator instantly

whizzed round

to the top

limit. "Twenty

stone!" she

cried, in aston-

ishment and in-

dignation ; " it's

an outrage. I

say it's an out-

rage."

"All right,

lady," cried a

porter; "stopa

bit, and me and

my mate'll fetch

another one.

They're only

built for twenty

stone, but you

can put one foot

on each."

nOYD 5 DRAWING TO ILLUSTRATE HIS OWN PUNNING MONSTROSITY,

Waters's depiction of the insult to the lady

is most realistic.

Finally we had a Shakespearean guessing

competition. Boyd drew a picture on the

easel, and the members had to supply an

appropriate inscription. The

picture, as may be seen, repre-

sented a nigger boy on a fence

playinga banjo,

with an ostrich

biting his toe.

Bolman sug-

gested some-

thing about

" toe, toe solid

flesh. "Boyd was

at last obliged to

state quotation,

"A nipping and

an eager air."

"Well,"cried

Johns, " that's

rather far-

fetched."

"Yes," re-

turned Boyd,

unblushingly,

"it does require

a-stretch of ima

gination." He

meant ostrich !



"MY BEST PICTURE."

No. VII.â�� THE CHOICE OF EMINENT AMERICAN PAINTERS.

BY ADRIAN MARGAUX.

ISrORICALLY speaking, no

doubt, America has yet its

laurels to win in the realm of

art. From the historical point

of view it is unfortunate for

America that several of her

great painters so farâ��West, Sargent, and

Abbeyâ��have detached themselves from their

native country, and with their talents have

helped to sustain the fame of English art.

Contrary to a general but unreliable im-

pression in Europe, however, there is no lack

of workers with brush and palette in the

United States from whose ranks, sooner or

later, may arise a Reynolds or a Romney, a

Constable or a Turner, a Millais or a Leighton.

Among these painters at the present

moment the first place

would probably be accorded

by common consent to Mr.

John IJL Farge. Mr. La

Farge has just passed his

seventieth year, and has

been a member of the

National Academyof Design

â��the R.A. of the United

Statesâ��since 1869. He is

President of the Society of

American Artists.

Of his representative pic-

ture, "The Wolf Charmer,"

Mr. I,a Farge says :â��

" The picture I have

chosen for you interests me,

perhaps, as much from asso-

ciations of travel and read-

ing as for any special artistic-

success. I made the first

drawing for it in 1886. It

was engraved soon after-

wards in a Boston magazine.

I made it to be one of a

series of some hundred sub-

jects, more or less fantastic

and imaginary. This one,

of course, was based on the

superstition, a European

belief, which I came across

in Brittany, where I spent

some time in early youth.

"The peasants used to

believe in what they called

the 'wolf charmer,'or ' wolf

leader'â��le meneur tie hups.

Certain pipers, whose habits

led them to a solitary life, were held to have

a magical power over wolves or other wild

beasts and to delight in leading them about at

night. Of course, it is a superstition known

to many parts of Europe as well as to my

Brittany friends. With this notion of the 'wolf

leader' was sometimes entangled the notion

of the werewolvesâ��a curious and fascinating

superstition. I remembered at the time, and

many of us still remember, Goethe's little

poem, 'The Gipsy Song.' The gipsy has

killed, you know, the black cat of the village

witch, and outside in the night, with the call

of the owl, he is attacked by the wolves.

But he knows them ; they are the women of

the village, and he calls out to them and

insults them by nameâ��' Kate,' ' Anna,' and

Vol. xxxii.â��71

"THE WOLF CHARMER." BY JOHN LA FARGE.

SKI.FCTFD HV THE ARTIST AS HIS BKST PICTURE.

Reproduced by rÂ«rÂ»nwtvn Â«/ tfte Artitl. From a Photo, by Ciirtii A Cameron, HottvH. Mutt.



562

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

"THK PROGRESS OF CIVILIZATIONâ��ART."

SKLECTFD BV THE ARTIST AS HIS BKST PJCTURE.

Rrprodiical by penrttMiow of DC W. C. Ward, A'ew >'ort

Bv KENYON COX.

' Bet.' The poem and its meaning of the

tamer of the real wolf and the man-wolf gave

me my subject. And, indeed, anyone who

has heard the lonely call of the wolf in the

cold and of the jackal in the heat of the

night can understand a necessary supersti-

tion. The bagpipe has evidently seemed to

have some analogy to these dismal sounds,

and hence the superstition."

Mr. La Farge, who studied under W. M.

Hunt and Couture in Paris, at first painted

religious subjects and decorative pieces, but

has since made more or less successful essays

in various kinds of work. In England he is,

perhaps, best known as the inventor of a new

method of painting stained-glass windows,

which is generally spoken of as the "American

method." He has a studio in his native city

of New York, but resides at the seaside

resort, Newport, Rhode Island.

"TWILIGHT."

SELFCTKD BV THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

Reproduced by jtermittion of .V. E. Xontrou, ffevj York. '

BY DW1GHT W. TRYON.
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" I consider my work in mural painting,"

states Mr. Kenyon Cox, another painter who

has long enjoyed the favour of the American

public, "the best and most characteristic

part of my productions, and the series of

decorative lunettes just completed for the

State capital of Iowa, at Des Moines, the

best of my mural painting. The series repre-

sents ' The Progress of Civilization,' and if

I were to choose one picture of the series it

would be the culmination in the lunette

entitled 'Art.'

" My reason for this choice is simply that

the picture more nearly realizes my ideal of

the combination of sumptuousness of deco-

ration with purity of design and severity of

style than anything else I have done."

Mr. Kenvon Cox, who was born in the

low clouds and the last touches of sunlight

flecking the lowest of them. " The country,"

adds the painter, " is typical New England

pastureâ��stony and rolling."

Mr. Tryon was brought up amidst the

scenery he is fondest of depicting, his birth-

place being Hartford, Connecticut His

present home is at South Dartmouth, Massa-

chusetts, about sixty miles south of Boston.

Like most of his fellow - artists he visited

Europe for academic training, and in Paris

he had Daubigny among his masters at the

Ecole des Beaux-Arts. He was elected a

member of the National Academy fifteen

years ago at the age of forty-two, and among

other foreign distinctions he has won the

gold medal at Munich.

The one distinctively patriotic subject in

'THE BATTLE OF LEXINGTON."

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

Ilfproditctil bv cotirtfitie prrtnimtion of the Falter Pratig Art Company, Spring/kid, Man.

Bv HENRY SANDHAM.

town of Warren, Ohio, in 1856, has been a

member of the National Academy since 1882.

The son of a general in the Civil War, he

had the advantage of the best training in

Paris, Carolus Duran and GeVome being his

masters. On the completion of his five

years' course in Paris Mr. Kenyon Cox

returned to New York, and has resided there

ever since.

In landscape America is considered to have

quite a distinctive school, of which Mr.

Dwight W. Tryon, is one of the leaders.

" Twilight," the picture by which he is

represented here, is a New England scene,

painted in the late autumn. It shows the

last of daylightâ��a luminous sky with bank of

this series of pictures is the representative

work of Mr. Henry Sandharn, a Boston artist

of Canadian birth, viz., " The Battle of Lex-

ington." There could be little doubt as to

Mr. Sandham's choice if his personal taste

coincided with popular opinion. By this

chej-d Kitvreâ��a canvas measuring ten feet by

sixâ��he has made his name well known

throughout the United States. It was pur-

chased by the people of Lexington and

hangs in their town-hall, an object of reverent

interest to the many patriotic Americans who

make pilgrimage to this place of hallowed

memory as the scene of the first conflict in

the War of Independence.

Numerous American artists had previo1"1â��
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attempted to depict " The Battle of Lexing-

ton." But by universal consent Mr. Sand-

ham's work was the first to realize the scene

with historical accuracy. The " battle "â��if

battle it can be called, when a few undis-

ciplined farmers exchanged shots with a small

detachment of troopsâ��was fought at early

morning on April i9th, 1775, in the brief

time between dawn and sunrise. The other

artists had made little or no attempt to show

the exact effect of this dim light upon the

scene ; one or two had even painted it in full

sunlight. In this as in every other point

Mr. Sandham was determined to be exact.

Lexington is

about twenty

miles from Bos-

ton, and night

after night during

the latter part of

April Mr. Sand-

ham went there

by the last train

in order that he

might be on the

historic spot

during the fateful

few minutes, mak-

ingrough sketches

of the scene, with

which he would

hurry back to his

studio. To be

accurate in every

detail the artist

conscientiously

read everything

he could discover

concerning the in-

cidentâ��so com-

paratively trivial

in itself, so im-

mensely import- "THE WOOD NYMPH."

ant in its histori-

cal significanceâ��

including a sermon preached in Lexington on

the following Sunday, which happens to have

been preserved. Then he visited London

in order to study the English version of the

episode, spending many days in ransacking

for this purpose the library of the British

Museum. He made an examination, with

the assistance of the War Office, of the arms

and uniforms of the period, and actually

experimented with some of the powder then

in use in order to ascertain the exact effect

of its smoke upon the atmosphere.

Altogether Mr. Sandham spent about two

years over the production of this work, which

was first exhibited at the Boston Art Club in

October, 1885, under the title of "The Dawn

of Liberty," a title, however, which was

popularly disregarded in favour of the more

definite description. Mr. Sandham at that

time had not been settled long in the United

States, having left Montreal for Boston in

1881. Owing to the opposition of his father,

a business man in Montreal, to art as a pro-

fession, Mr. Sandham had no regular training,

and for some years was obliged to make a

trade of photography whilst devoting himself

to the study of painting.

In contrast with the large historical

canvases of Mr.

Sandham are the

poetic and im-

aginative figure-

subjects of Mr.

Edmund C.

Major, another

well-known Bos-

ton artist. Mr.

Major mentioned

two pictures as

best embodying

his ambitions,

"The Wood

Nymph" and

" Evangeline."

" My wife in-

spired both pic-

tures, but neither

is a strict likeness

of her. Portrait-

ure is my forte,

but I have had

quite a good deal

of success with

fancy heads and

occasional lapses

into landscape."

One of Mr.

Major's land-

scapes, it may he

added, has had a place in all the important

American exhibitions for

including that at St. Louis.

" The Wood Nymph" was painted five

years ago. The soft beauty of the young

woman's face, the graceful pose of the flower-

bedecked head, and the delicate folds of the

white drapery cannot but excite admiration.

It must be confessed, however, that the

reason for the title Mr. Major has given his

picture baffles conjecture.

" I am sending you," writes Mr. Abbott H.

Thayer, who has made a name for decorative

and symbolical work, "a photograph of the

Hv EDMUND C. MAJOI

ONE OK HIS BEST PICTURES.

From a Photo. Ill/ Fatter Brot., lloitoit. Man.

some years past,
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" HOMAGE TO ART AND SCIENCE."

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

Bv ABBOTT H. THAYER.

thing which, on the whole, I most respect

among my very uneven productions. The

lunette is one of four in the top of the

portico of the

Bowdoin College

Art Building, in

Maine. It is the

consummation of

my propensity to

make all my

things first of all

decorations."

This mural

painting, which

symbolizes hom-

age to Art and

Science, was at

first designed

without the two

infant figures. It

was, indeed, so

photographed,

and Mr. Thayer

has added them

to the photograph

by his pencil in

order that the

picture might be

reproduced in

THE STRAND

MAGAZINE as it

was completed.

Other lunettes in

the same scheme

of decoration

were executed

by Mr. John La Farge and Mr. Kenyon

Cox.

Mr. Thayer comes of an old Boston family,

and was born in

the city of culture

in 1849, where

his father prac-

tised as a doctor

of medicine. At

ten years of age

he had already

got into the habit

of making pic-

turesâ��chiefly of

animal and bird

life â�� and was

destined to be-

come an artist.

He left school at

seventeen, but it

was not until

eight years later,

after his marriage,

that he found his

way to Paris for a

course of study

under Gerome

and other masters.

In the meantime

he had produced

many pictures of

animals, but on

returning to Bos-

ton three or four

years later he

turned to human

â�¢MY PARENTS.' liv IR\ ING W. WILES.

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.
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subjects, particularly those of a decorative and

symbolical character. Mr. Thayer is a member

of the National Academy, and has been Presi-

dent of the Society of American Artists. In

scientific circles he is known as the dis-

coverer of the law of the protective colouration

of animals, which was first announced in a

lectureat theSmithsonian Institution,Washing-

ton. The artist has his home and studio at the

little town of Monadnock, New Hampshire.

Mr. Irving W. Wiles and Mrs. Phcebe A.

Pickering Jenks

are chiefly known

for their portrait-

painting, a branch

of art which natu-

rally flourishes

more than any

other in a country

with the social

conditions of the

United States.

Mr. Wiles gives

the place of

honour, it is inter-

esting to notice,

not to any of his

wealthy and

fashionable sit-

ters, but to the

portraits of his

father and

mother, painted

in 1889, quite

early in his artistic

career. Mr. Wiles's

father was himself

a painter of some

note in America,

landscape being

his metier. From

him Mr. Wiles,

who was born at

the town of Utica,

New York State,

in i86r, received every encouragement and

assistance in his training as an artist. At

twenty-one he was sent for a couple of years to

Paris, where he studied under the great por-

trait painter, Carolus Duran. This portrait of

his parents was awarded a medal at the Paris

Exhibition in 1900, and Mr. Wiles, who is a

member of the National Academy and other

artistic societies, has won pretty well all the

honours his own country has to award him.

The artist, who lives in New York, is a

popular member of that great fraternity of

professional workers in that city, the Century

Association.

THE PET. ' By MRS. PICKERING JENKS.

SKI.ECTKD BY THE ARTIST AS HFK BEST PICTL'RK.

The story of the career of Mrs. Jenks, who

is represented by the portrait of a little boy

fondling a cat, is somewhat remarkable. It

was not until she reached the age of twenty-

nine, was married, and had children, that

this lady discovered her artistic talent. Her

husband had several friends among the

artists of Boston, and their talk first turned

her thoughts to the subject of painting. One

day she was led to paint a bouquet which

had been presented to her, with the result

that she was

advised by these

friends to devote

herself seriously

to work at the

easel. She took

their advice in

such good heart

and turned their

assistance to such

good account that

in the course of a

few years she had

secured a reputa-

tion equal to that

of any other

woman artist in

America.

Mrs. Jenks has

concentrated her-

self on portrait-

ure, especially of

women and chil-

dren. " I have

been occupied

constantly," she

says, " for the last

twenty-five years,

and during that

time have painted

more portraits

than any other

person. Ofcourse,

the circumstances

under which they were painted were always

the same. I received the commissions and,

therefore, painted them."

I found that Mr. Edmund C. Tarbell, a

Boston artist, who has made his reputation

with domestic interiors, had an almost equal

preference for two pictures having a remark-

able resemblance to each other, "A Girl

Crocheting" (by which he is represented in

these pages) and "A Girl Mending."

" My reasons," he explains, " for preferring

these two pictures are quite simpleâ��first,

because they represent people doing some-

thing, not merely posing ; and second,
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because I think I

have come nearer

to making the

atmosphere of the

actual scene before

me than I ever did

before."

Mr. Tarbell, who

was born at West

Groton, Massachu-

setts, in 1862, re-

ceived his earliest

training at the Bos-

ton Museum of

Fine Arts, but

afterwards pro-

ceeded to Paris to

study for a time

under Lefebvre.

He has won

numerous prizes

and medals, includ-

ing an award at

the last Paris Ex-

hibition. Last

year he was elected

to full membership

of the National

Academy.

Mr. Walter Gay,

another distin-

guished artist who

has made Paris his

home, has of late

years " developed

a new line of art,"

to use his own

words. He con-

ceived the idea of

painting the portraits of rooms as portraits

of people are painted, "getting the spirit of

the room, its personality and character, giving

life, as it were, to furniture and bibelots."

He achieved immediate success in this new

departure and has had so many followers

that he may be said to have founded a

school, and is at the head of the present

movement in Paris of the painters called

" Les Intimistes." He spends six months of

the year in an old chateau, near the forest of

Fontainebleau, and the rooms of this ancient

demesne have served as models for many

pictures.

Mr. Gay's first selection for THE STRAND

MAGAZINE was of one of these pictures, but

it was abandoned as not being sufficiently

representative of the best that he has done in

art during the whole of his career. Mr. Gay

then made choice of his well-known picture

'A GIRL CROCHETING." BY EDMUND C. TARBELL.

SELECTED DV THE AKTIST AS ONE OF HIS BEST PICTURES.

in the Luxembourg, " The Cigarette-Makers,"

which was painted some years ago in the

tobacco factory at Seville, which was the

scene of the opera " Carmen," and has

become one of the "sights'' of Spain. "The

Cigarette - Makers" was purchased by the

French Government out of the Paris Salon,

although it had already acquired two of this

artist's works for the national collection.

The painter of " The Cigarette-Makers,"

who was born near Boston fifty years ago, is

represented in the public galleries of all the

chief cities of his native country, whilst

several of his works have been bought by

well - known English collectors, including

Lord Ribblesdale and Lady de Grey. He

has been elected to the membership of lead-

ing art societies in all three countries, and

only the other day the French Government

crowned his career, from the point of view of
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" THE CIGARETTE-MAKERS."

SELECTED BY THE ARTIST AS HIS BEST PICTURE.

Paris, by raising him from

the rank of a Chevalier to

that of an Officer of the

Legion of Honour.

Mr. Gari Melchers, whose

reputation has likewise been

made in Paris, although he

still ranks as an American

artist, selected as his best

picture "The Fencing

Master," which was the

centre of a group of live

works he contributed to the

Salon of 1906. But apart

from this circumstance he

gives no reason for his

choice, which may possibly

come as a surprise to the

painter's manyadmirerswho

recall some of his earlier

works, such as " The

Family," now in the Na-

tional Gallery at Berlin, and

" Maternity," which is to be

seen in the Luxembourg.

His most important

achievements have been in

the decoration of American

public buildings. His fres-

coes, " Peace " and " War,"

daily excite the admiration

"THE FENCING MASTER."

BY GARI MELCHERS.

SELECTED IIY INK ARTIST AS HIS

PlCTURF.

BEST

Bv WALTER GAY.

of visitors to the Congres-

sional Library at Washing-

ton, but the fine work he

did in the adornment of the

Liberal Arts Palace at the

Chicago Exhibition has un-

happily been destroyed by

fire. Mr. Melchers was sent

by his father, when he was

in his seventeenth year, to

study art at Diisseldorf. But

his soul longed for Paris,

and in two or three years he

was in the French capital

as a pupil of I^efebvre and

Boulanger. Before he was

twenty-one he had a picture

â��" The Letter " â�� in the

Salon, and in the American

section of the Exhibition of

1889 he won two medals of

honour with three pictures

--"The Sermon," "The

Pilots," and "The Com-

munion." Since then he

has been awarded medals

in most of the European

capitals and has been deca

rated by the French Go-

vernment as Chevalier of

the Legion of Honour.
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BY FRANCIS GRIBBLE.

NCE upon a time (and not so

very long ago) a certain learned

professorâ��a friend of Sir Isaac

Newton and Sir Hans Sloane

â��walked into a private

museum of curiosities at

Lucerne. First they showed him the bones

of a defunct Swiss giant, alleged to be

eighteen feet highâ��five feet higher, they

assured him, than the great Goliath of Gath ;

and then they showed him a remarkable gem,

which he might have mistaken for a carbuncle,

and told him that it was a " dragon-stone."

"What is a dragon-stone?" asked the

professor.

"It is a stone," he was told, "which you

can cut out of the head of a dragon, if you

are able to catch it asleep."

" Is it essential," was the next inquiry,

"that the dragon should be asleep?"

"Certainly. If the dragon should awake

under the operation it would die, and the

stone would vanish away."

" I see. But it must be difficult. Sup-

posing that you are so fortunate as to find a

dragon asleep, how do you prevent it from

being disturbed by the pain which the knife

must cause?"

Vnl xxxii.â��72

"There are two ways. One way is to

murmur incantations, and the other is to

scatter soporific herbs upon the ground."

All this was very interesting, and the pro-

fessor's interest was heightened when he

inquired what was the use of the dragon-

stoneâ��in the first instance to the dragon,

and in the second instance to the surgeon

who excised it. Its value to the dragon

was, it appeared, as an illuminant: " It illu-

minates the darkness of night like a lamp,

and Providence has therefore given it to

these animals who dwell in caves to assist

their eyesight when enfeebled by old age."

The surgeon, on the other hand, could use

it as a medicament for the cure of various

diseases. It was an antidote to poison, and

a specific for plague, dysentery, diarrhcea,

and bleeding of the nose.

" Especially," the professor was told, "is it

useful in cases of plague. You have only to

attach it to your armpit, or to the sole of your

foot, in order to reduce the bubonic swelling."

"Have you documentary evidence of the

truth of these statements ?" asked the

professor.

" Plenty of it," was the reply ; and testi-

monials were produced from the archives
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of the museumâ��the sworn statements of

medical men and public officialsâ��to the

effect that the treatment had been tried and

had been found efficacious. The professor

examined them, noted that they were " in

order," and took copies. The stories seemed

circumstantial; he concluded that there must

be something in them.

Learned men, he reflected, had in all ages

believed in dragons, though none of them

had ever seen one. He was familiar with

the idea of the dragon alike as the guardian

of treasure and as the personification of evil.

St. George had fought with dragons and so

fessor, much more plausible and credible

than these.

The stone, it appeared, had been sold to

the curators of the museum by a peasant

who had lighted upon a dying dragon in a

field. There was the chance, of course, that

the man might be a liar, but that was hardly

likely. A liar would surely have told a

bigger lie while he was about it. He would

have said, for instance, that the stone had

been brought by a traveller from the Indies,

instead of attributing to it such an obvious

and ordinary origin as the head of a Swiss

dragon. Moreover, the medical potency of

the stone was well attested; and

though there were other stones

which might have healed some of

the ailments enumerated â�� pow-

dered crystal, for instance, taken

with wine was a well-known cure

for diarrhoeaâ��only a dragon-stone

could have checked the course of

the bubonic plague.

Could it be true, then, that

there were dragons in the Alps ?

Why not? The Alps were, at any

rate, full of the sort of dark, deep

caverns in which dragons might

naturally be expected to dwell.

There were even stories of

dragons having dwelt in certain

caverns in particular. The Beatus

hohle, on the I,ake

of Thun, near In-

terlaken, was one

PIG. Z.--A UKAGON SEEN IN 1449 NKAK LUCERNK.

had St. Michael. A bishop was often

represented on his monument as

trampling a dragon under foot. The

limbs and organs of dragons were

reputed to possess miraculous virtues.

A dragon's head buried under a

doorway secured the happiness of a

house ; a dragon's eyes preserved in

ointment gave courage to cowards ;

the fat of a dragon's heart was a help

towards the winning of a lawsuit ;

the man who had a dragon's teeth

wrapped up in deer-skin could

secure the favour of princes. The

story told of the dragon - stone at

'â�¢ucerne was, it seemed to the pro-

KIG. 3. â�� DKAr.llN *EF.N AHtH'T 1660 flV ANDRFW KODUMiK, A

PI.ULIC UKFICIAI. IN AUTENSAXUS.
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HRISTOPHER SCIIORER's FLYING DRAGON.

FIG. 5.â��A WINGED DKAGON.

case in point. St. Beatus (after

whom Beatenberg is called)â��the

saint who converted the Oberland

to Christianityâ��was reported to

have expelled a dragon from that cave at the

beginning of his missionary journey, and

made his own home in the beast's lair.

That, no doubt, was a long time ago; but

careful inquiry might very well discover more

recent and credible testimony of the

presence of dragons in the Swiss

mountains. At any rate, it would

be worth while to try, and to give

some trouble to the task.

So the professor argued ; and

the result of his visit to the

museum was that he gave several

years to the conscientious investi-

gation of the subject. He studied

this neglected branch of natural

history almost in the scientific spirit

of Linnreus and Buffon ; and he ulti-

mately wrote a book about it, con-

cluding in favour of dragons and

marshalling his proofs. The book

contains eleven pictures of dragons,

here reproduced, drawn from the de-

scriptions furnished; and it is recorded

that, for the production of some of

the pictures, Sir Hans Sloane and Sir

Isaac Newton paid.

The aspect of the dragons varied,

it will be seen, considerably. There

were dragons with and without wings,

with and without legs, with and with-

out crests ; dragons with human faces,

with cats' faces, and with nondescript

faces ; dragons that breathe fire, and

dragons that do not breathe fire. All

the dragons, however, have one com-

mon characteristic. They all, when

breathing, inhale any birds that

happen to fly close to them ; and

each kind of dragon is vouched for by

the deposition, generally on oath, of

some reputable witness. Suppose we

begin with the deposition of John

Tinner, relating to the dragon shown

in Fig. 6 :â��

" John Tinner, of the Commune of

Frumsen, in the Barony of Altensaxus,

an honourable man, whose word can

be trusted, and who at the present

time is still living, solemnly de-

posed to me that twelve years

since, at the end of the month of

April, he repaired to the neighbour-

ing mountain, the Frumsenberg, and

that there, in the place commonly

known as the Hanwelen, he encountered a

terrible serpent, black and grey in colour,

which first coiled itself up and then raised

itself upright. Its length, he said, was at

least seven feet ; its girth was about that of

an apple tree ; it had a head like the head of

a cat, but no feet whatsoever. He said that

he smote and slew it with the assistance of

his brother Thomas. He added that, before
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of Senmvald. He re-

ported that one day he

had seen " an enor-

mous black beast e merg-

ing in a state of the

greatest amazement from

a thicket and standing

upon its four legs, which

were of no excessive

length. Its entire length,

however, he could not

observe, because the

hinder parts lay hidden

in the thicket, among

FIG. 6.â�� JOHN TINNER'S DRAGON.

this serpent was killed, the inhabi-

tants of the vicinity complained

that the milk was drawn from the

udders of their co\vs, and that they

could never discover the author

of the mischief, but that, after the

serpent was killed, the mischief

ceased."

Perhaps, if John Tinner's evi-

dence had stood alone, the pro-

fessor might have rejected it.

As a mere peasant John Tinner

might have been prone to superstitious

fears. It happened, however, that Andrew

Roduner, a " secretary and standard-bearer,"

also saw a dragon (Fig. 3), though not the

same dragon, in the same neighbourhood,

though not in the same spot. It was, he

said, " of horrible magnitude." When it

rose on to its hind legs it was as tall as a

man. Its body was covered with rough

scales, and its tail was about four and a half

feet long ; and there were bristles on its back,

and yellow stripes upon its belly. But

Andrew Roduner did not face the dragon

with John Tinner's courage. He turned and

ran, and "got away without damage through

trackless wilds."

The next witness is John Bueler, member

of the Ecclesiastical Assembly of the Parish

FIG. 7.â��JOHN UUELEK'S DRAGON.

the briers " (Fig. 7). He also would appear

to have retreated with expedition.

So much for dragons without wings.

There are stories of winged dragons also ;

and the best of these rests upon the unim-

peachable testimony of Christopher Schorer,

Prefect of Lucerne. We are able to give in

his own words his graphic account of what he

saw. It runs as follows :â��

"In the year 1649 I was contemplating

the beauty of the heavens by night, when,

lo and behold ! I saw a bright and shining

dragon (Fig. 4) issue from a cave in the

mountain commonly called Pilatus and fly

about, swiftly flapping its wings. It was very

large ; its tail was long; its neck extended;

its head terminated in the serrated jaw of a

serpent. While it was flying it threw out
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sparks, just as the red-hot horseshoe does

when hammered by the blacksmith. My first

impression was that I saw a meteor, but,

after careful observation, I recognised that it

was a dragon from the nature of its move-

ments and the structure of its various limbs."

A prosaic explanation of this last story

commended itself to the literal mind of Sir

Leslie Stephen. The Prefect of Lucerne, he

suggests, cam.e home " with a swimming in

his head and a

marked uncer-

tainty about the

motions of his

legs." Perhaps ;

for people in that

condition are more

apt than others to

see portents. The

explanation, how-

ever, will by no

means cover the

more marvellous

case which fol-

lows, and is given

on the authority of

Kircher, the Jesuit

priest and writer.

Kircher himself

had a narrow

escape from fall-

i n g among

dragons. He was

looking for a gold-

bearing cave in

the Canton of

Unterwalden, and

as he approached

the mouth of the

cave there issued

from it a con-

fused hubbub of

human voices,

though he knew

himself to be far

removed from any

human habitation.

" Dragons ! " the

priest exclaimed,

in terror, and ran

for his life to the

nearest village,

resolving that he

would never again â�¢

look for gold-bear-

ing caves in the

mountains. His

fate, he reflected,

might very well

FIG. 8.â��DRAGON SEF.N HY CASPAR GILG, A PEASANT

OF BONSTETTEN, ABOUT 1511.

FIG. 9. â��DRAGON VOUCHED FOR BV A SWISS CLERGYMAN IN 1702.

have been that of a certain citizen of

Lucerne named Victor; and he proceeds to

recount Victor's adventure in gruesome detail.

This Victor was one day walking in the

woods in the neighbourhood of Lucerne,

gathering materials for the manufacture of

wine jars. He lost his way, and wandered

until drowsiness overcame him. Darkness

came on, and he hardly looked where he was

going. Suddenly the ground yielded and he

fell into a deep

pit. Fortunately

'the bottom

was thickly lined

with mud, so that

he fell on to a soft

bed and sustained

no injury worse

than a shaking.

The walls of the

pit, however, were

steep, like those

of a well, and it

was impossible to

get out. Victor

prayed hard to

God and to the

Virgin, but yet a

further trial was

in store for him.

The walls of the

pit were broken

by the entrances

of caverns which

seemed to lead

deep into the

bowels of the

earth. Victor

walked a little way

up one of them,

and there were

"two horrid dra-

gons" wailing for

him. The prisoner

prayed again to

God and the

Mother of God,

and this time his

prayer was heard.

The dragons did

him no injury, but

rubbed up against

him in a friendly

way, like great

cats. To a cer-

tain extent he was

reassured ; but

the difficulty of

getting out of
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FIG. laâ��DRAGON KEEN BV JOHN EGEKTER.

the pit remained. There was no way out,

and Victor had to stop there. He spent the

whole winter in the pit, the period of his

detention lasting from the 6th of November

until the loth of the following April. Food

was a difficulty"; but he sustained life in the

same way as the dragons, by licking a certain

brackish slime which exuded from the walls.

At last, when the warm weather began, he

perceived that the dragons were preparing to

quit their retreat. Now or never was his

chance ; so, as the dragons spread

their wings to fly, he caught hold

of the tail of one of them and

was thus lifted on to "terra fir ma."

Then he found his way, and

walked back to Lucerne, to the

astonishment of his friends and

neighbours, who believed him to

be dead (Fig. i).

His experiences had been, as

we should say, " a lesson to him."

He became a holy man, and, pro-

curing a sacerdotal robe, caused

the picture of his adventure with

the dragons to be embroidered on

it, as a warning to others and a

memorial for all time. The robe

was preserved in one of the

Lucerne churches, where Kircher

saw it ; but Victor did not long

survive his trials. The diet of

slime, it is recorded, had ruined

his digestion. He could assimilate

no other nutriment, and he " fell

asleep in the Lord,"

as Kircher puts it,

about two months

afterwards. Taking

one consideration

with another, one

does not feel sur-

prised.

Of all the dragon

stories that is the

most remarkable ;

and it only remains

to mention the

manner in which the

men of' science of

those days believed

dragons to come into

existence. " Sponta-

neous generation"

was their theory,

though they did

not, like Dr. Butler

Burke, make ex-

periments with sterilized bouillon. Eagles,

they said, left the carcasses of their prey

to decay in the neighbourhood of their

eyries, and in the midst of these masses

of putrescence dragons came into being. It

was not a thing that they had ever seen

happen ; but it was the sort of thing that

they thought naturally would happen. So

they flung out the hypothesis with a light

heart, and did not trouble to test it by

experiments in the laboratory.

FIG. ii.â��PAUL SCHUMPERLIN'S DRAGON, SEEN IN 1654.



Mrs. Teddy s Indiscretion.

BY MAYNE LINDSAY.

HERE are certain localities

outside the great naval ports,

where the builder, beginning,

never seems to have the heart

to end, that are, speaking

broadly, given over to the

wives of impecunious naval officers. Some

of them live in semi-detached villas, heroic-

ally pinching against the time when the boy

will be ready to go to Osborne or the

Britannia; some of them live in furnished

lodgings with a framed photograph of the

absent lieutenant, or paymaster, or surgeon,

looming large upon the mantelshelf. They

are commonplace, good women, condemned

to a life of a peculiar greyness ; and if, from

the Service point of view, their existence is

superfluous, they are nevertheless patterns of

most of the minor virtues, patience not least

among them.

Mrs. Edward Hassell was the wife of a

lieutenant in a surveying ship. Surveying

duties bring shore berthsâ��sometimes. Teddy

Hassell, who adored his wife, had gone into

exile among remote Pacific

islands with this hope buoying

him, and it tinctured his applica-

tion to his duties. Mrs. Teddy,

who was a Marine

major's daughterâ��the

prettiest and stupidest

of five, all married

into the Serviceâ��re-

mained in apartments

in Lime Grove, Plym-

sea, with such consola-

tion as three-quarters of

the lieutenant's pay and

the care of a juvenile

Teddy were able to af-

ford her. She was not

wildly discontented :she

had been born to this

kind of thing, and most

of her friends endured

it. She embroidered

the baby's frocks, and

reported tooth-cutting

on thin, crossed foreign

sheets, and when she

was gay went to tea

with her neighbours,

and sometimes to an

official garden-party.

It was on an occasion of the latter sort that

she met Mr. Cooper. She was looking very

young and freshly English in a flower-garden

hat, though she was, as a matter of fact, full

five-and-twenty, and would have told you that

she had been married for "years ! " and it is

to be supposed that her unaffected attrac-

tiveness caught the South American's jaded

eye. He left the wife of a senior captain

with a good deal of sub-tropical politeness,

and presently he was introduced to Mrs.

Teddy, and received permission to provide

her with an ice.

" You ought to know each other, you

know," the Admiral's secretary had said, as

he made them acquainted, "because you

both have interests in the same corner of the

globe. Mrs. Hassell's husband is at present

somewhere off the coast of Chiluâ��isn't he,

Mrs. Teddy?â��and that is the land of Mr.

Cooper's adoption, I believe. So there you

are. And what is more, there is the old

man's daughter, to whom it is my business

to attend, eyeing the tea-table."

He vanished ;

and Cooper

stood before

the little lady and

'
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watched her eat the pink strip in her ice

first. He was a tall, thin man with Spanish

blood in his veins, so that he wore his

Panama with an air. He had very atten-

tive black eyes, and a long scar running

down his right cheekâ��a man conspicuous,

and not to be mistaken, in spite of his name

and speech, for a fog-chilled islander. He

smiled when she attacked the yellow strip.

He had wagered with himself that a thing so

plump and innocent would be bound to

leave plain white to the last. He had heard

her described, by the friend who had brought

him, as a dear little goose. It was quite a

kindly description, and he had his own

reasons for seeking her.

Mrs. Hassell looked up, saw the scar and

gazed at it with a respectful curiosity, and

passed on to admire a smart waistcoat.

Then she opened her mouth to let her

thoughts flow out, which was her artless

custom.

" Oh, you have been in Chilu !" she said.

" Please tell me all about it. Is it a dangerous

climate? Supposing youâ��a personâ��were

mostly at sea, I mean."

" Oh, dear no ; quite the reverse, I should

say," Mr. Cooper replied. He put his head

a little on one side and looked at her in a

crow-like, acute way. " Not that I know

anything about the sea myself. I lived

inland, 'way up among the mountains, where

seafaring people are scarce."

" Where the mines are," Mrs. Hassell said,

proud of so much knowledge.

Cooper laughed.

" I see I can't tell you much," he said.

" As a matter of fact, I dare say you could

teach me something, because probably you

have heard more about the seaboard than I

have. Mr. Hassell must have been to all

sorts of odd, out of-the-way islands and

places. I wonder if he writes home to you

about them ? "

" He writes the most beautifully descriptive

letters," Mrs. Teddy said, standing prettily to

arms. " He tells me about everything that

he learns, and I am most interested, always."

" Composition of cordite, and mechanism

of breechloaders?" Mr. Cooper queried,

dryly. He sat down beside her, and put the

empty plate away.

" No, no ; not those dull gunnery things ! "

Mrs. Teddy cried at him. " The survey

work is much more important. You go

about discovering new reefs and shoals and

â��andâ��chipping little bits off desert islands."

" Little bits ?" The man smiled and

swung his crossed foot to the deux-temps the

band was playing. " Oh, that is geology,

isn't it ? Of course, you must think me

rather a duffer ; but I'm afraid I never had

anyone to instruct me before."

" Yes, geology," Mrs. Hassell said ; and

she looked very pleased and bright as she

said it. " It is a very engrossing science,

and Edward has studied it thoroughly."

" He finds it a handy hobby in out-of-the-

way places, no doubt," Cooper said. " It

tells you what they are made of, doesn't it ?

I suppose the little bits are pumice-stone or

coral, as a rule ? "

" Sometimes. Not always," Mrs. Teddy

said, proud of her superior knowledge.

" Edward went to an island the other day

and found copper ore in a rock. Copper,

you knowâ��quite valuable, and in a place

where nobody lived. He sent me home a

chip for my cabinet. The island belongs to

our Government, and Captain Clifford is

sending home a report, and Teddy thinks

they ought to work it, only the people at

home are so frightfully slow. They pigeon-

hole all their discoveries, and it's a hundred

chances to one if anybody hears any more of

them. That is all the credit you get for

being clever, in the Navy."

" Hard lines," Mr. Cooper said, sym-

pathetically. " I believe copper ore is, as

you say, quite a valuable mineral. And he

sent you a specimen, did he? What was the

name of the place where he found it?"

" I don't remember; but it is on the label,''

Mrs. Teddy said. Then a little self-conscious

flutter agitated her. It had just come to her

mind that there had been " this on the strict

q.t." somewhere in Teddy's letter. Of course,

that didn't mean Still, she had been

talking, and he had asked her not to talk.

The lean man saw the flutter, and perhaps

he guessed its cause ; at any rate, he began,

without ostentatious trailing of red herrings,

to chat about the South Pacific flora. It

appeared that Teddy collected dried flowers,

and sent them home too, for the cabinet; he

was certainly, as his wife claimed for him, an

earnest and intelligent young man, and he

believed in education by correspondenceâ��

or perhaps it was only the masculine in-

ability to write four thin sheets without

diverging from personalities.

" I have a new variety of pampas grass in

my trunk that I think would interest you,"

Mr. Cooper said, later in the afternoon, when

he had said official good-byes and Mrs.

Hassell was leaving the precincts of the great

for her return tram ride. " It's rather in-

trusive of me, I'm afraid ; but it is such a



MRS. TEDDY'S INDISCRETION.

577

pleasure to meet a kindred spirit. So few

ladies care for botanical studies orâ��erâ��any

kind of science. May I bring it for you to

see one afternoon, and will you accept it for

the collection, if you have no duplicate ?

Please allow me the favour of knowing when

you will be at home."

Mrs. Hassell blushed with pleasure. It is

not possible to have four elder sisters, all

cleverer than yourself, without arriving at a

microscopic estimate of your own intelli-

gence. Mr. Cooper's appreciation was rare,

and infinitely more welcome than any com-

pliment to her acknowledged prettiness, which

the same authorities had long insisted to be

a minor asset. Besides, Teddy wanted her

so much to be clever; Teddy despised empty-

headed women.

" Please come," she said. " I shall look

forward to seeing you. There is my address;

I'm on the first floor. Any afternoon except

Thursdays, because I take baby out then

while nurse goes to see her mother."

She mounted the tram with a smile, and

the tram-conductor, who was a married man,

wondered if any woman

could really be as angelic

as she looked, and doubted

it. She went home to

baby, and told him she

had had a lovely after-

noon ; and that evening,

when he had gone to bed,

she dusted the miscella-

neous collection in the

cabinet, and sat for a long

time on the floor in front

of it, seriously studying the

I>atin names of strange

plants.

She looked out for

Cooper, to the extent of

laying in fresh cake and

refilling the flower vases, during

the first part of the following

week. Thursday came, how-

ever, and he had still failed to

put in an appearance; and so Mrs. Teddy

tucked baby into his pram and donned

a business-like holland skift, and went off

to spend the afternoon at the Marine

barracks with her second sister, the

adjutant's wife, according to her habit.

She did not look back when she

turned the street corner ; she was, as a

matter of fact, too anxious about getting

over the road ; and even if she had, it is not

probable that she would have seen the tall,

thin man with the scar on his face; for he

Vol. xxxii.â�� 73

waited until her attention was engrossed

upon the pram's cross-journey before he

sauntered up the Lime Grove pavement.

She was well away when he rang the bell,

and it took his cool, confident way and

half a crown to convince the little maid-

servant that Mrs. Hassell had told the

gentleman she was sure to be in that after-

noon. She asked him up to wait when she

understood it ; visitors for the drawing-room

floor with half-crowns to spare were too

scarce to be dismissed inhospitably.

Cooper heard the door shut behind him

with a sigh of relief. His shrewd black

eyes had already fixed themselves upon the

cabinet, and as soon as he was alone he

strode eagerly to it. It was locked with a

cheap little gimcrack lock, but he made short

work of that. He had a big bunch of keys

in his pocket, and he speedily found one to

fit it. He opened it and his hand went

straight, without a symptom of uncertainty,

towards one among a dozen little rocky

fragments.

He turned it over and over and took it to

the light, and he read the

name on the label. Then

he looked up, a flush for

the first time on his sal-

low cheeks, and laughed

triumphantly.

" So that shipwrecked

mariner- turned - miner

spoke true ! It is the

placeâ��and it's the stuff!

Poor wretch ; it was rough

luck to die, 'way back

there in the mountains,

just when Fortune looked

as if she might smile. And

now somebody else knows.

There is no time to be

lost, even though, as the

little woman allowed me

to infer, the people at

home are too wound up

in red tape to grab a

good thing when it is

poked under their noses.

I must get that con-

cession through, the

right to work the island,

before it occurs to some

bright Jack - in - office to

read surveying ships' re-

ports. Well, the preliminaries are carried ;

and I'll be in I/ondon to-night, and in the

full swing of definite negotiations to-morrow

morning."

HE READ THE NAME

ON THE I.ABEL."
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He replaced the specimen exactly on its

shelf.

"Thank you, Mr. Edward Hassell," he

said, with a mocking bow to the empty air.

" Thank you ; you could not have done me

a better service if I had paid you for it. A

word to the wise is sufficient; and when fools

make feasts, to indulge in another old saw,

those same wise men are apt to come along

to eat them."

He took a card out of his case and laid

it on the table and rang the bell. Cool

adventurer though he was, his heart was

beating rather faster than usual ; for he

knew that he had happed upon the chance of

a lifetime, and that after hopes and fears, and

a good many uncertainties, it lay within

hand's touch. Mrs. Teddy had been only a

pawn, an indiscreet blabber of secrets, in the

game ; but in the moment while he waited

for the maid she swam suddenly into his

recollection.

The shabby, ugly room had a good many

evidences of a wistful refinement in it. Poor

Mrs. Teddy's plucky attempts to make home

of a hired apartment lay open to the eye of a

critical intruder. Her work-basket, heaped

with some frilly baby's garment, the flowers

on the tableâ��Cooper could not have guessed

these special flowers were there for himâ��the

photographs in their pretty frames. The

room spoke of a woman waiting, in a genteel

poverty, patiently, as sailors' wives must wait,

for the far-off, longed-for, brief reunion.

Cooper, with his covetous fingers itching

for the coming riches, saw the limits of the

Hassells' straitened life before him.

" That little dainty woman ! I suppose

she loves the fellow, and he can do no more

for her thanâ��this. There's a baby, too."

He looked at the frilly needlework. " She

works for one and she waits for the other,

and there you have her life ! Well, thank

Heaven for a good woman," he added, half

aloud.

The maid-servant was standing in the

doorway. Cooper smiled upon her.

" I must have misunderstood Mrs. Hassell.

I am sorry to miss her. Will you kindly tell

her that urgent business forces me to leave

Plymsea to-night ? "

He put on his hat and went out into the

street, to his schemes and his golden visions.

Yet when he slept that night, on a London

pillow, he saw a furnished lodging in his

dreams, and a woman, quite young and very

pretty, studying a meagre purse, into which

he was vainly trying to squeeze a lump of

copper ore. . . .

Edward Hassell came home a year later,

and he transferred his wife from the Plymser.

lodging to a country cottage before he sailed

on his next commission, and Mrs. Teddy

passed out of the way of official garden-

parties. He was sent to the Australian station

after that, and to other remote places. He

was a commander, slightly bald about the

temples and less didactic, by the time a

shore billet came.

It was at the Admiralty, and the familyâ��

six in number nowâ��moved again to a small

suburban house, in a neighbourhood where

schools were good and cheap. There they

settled down, and Mrs. Teddy found the

Promised Land, as other people have found

it since the world began, quite an ordinary

place ; no paradise, but a bit of the homely

earth. Yet she was happy, and glad to be in

it ; her sisters' husbands were still afloat, and

Teddy came home to her every afternoon.

She knew good fortune when she met it

She looked at the world cheerfully, even out

of a jerry-built window and over a pile of

children's mending.

She had, of course, long since ceased to

think of Mr. Cooper, whose card and expla-

nation had met her on that far-off return

from the Marine barracks. Once only, and

vaguely, a word had recalled him to memory,

and that was when Captain Hassell, after

their last move, had said, as he re-arranged

the specimens in the new drawing-room :â��

" There is that piece of copper ore. Did

I ever tell you what happened to the island,

Betty?"

" No," Mrs. Teddy said, peering round the

chair she was re-covering.

'' Well, it turned out to be an extremely

valuable property. Our report went home,

urging the Government to send an expert to

make fuller investigation and to reserve all

rights until they had his verdict. In the

meantime, however, a South American mine

manager, who was in Londonâ��I forget his

nameâ��rushed in with an offer to lease it,

and clinched the bargain before the officials

at home had read and digested Cliffords

recommendations. He floated a company,

shipped out men and machinery, and made a

large fortune. The odd thing is that it has

never been discovered how or where he got

the information upon which he acted so

successfully. Not a soul on the coast sus

pected that a copper mine lay at their

front door, as I need hardly tell you; and

the place was out of the track of ships,

and totally uninhabited. 1 suppose, if

Clifford and I had been business men, we
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should have chucked the Service as soon as

we knew, rushed home by the first mail-boat,

and divided the spoils between us. But

these brilliant coups don't occur to simple

sailors."

" Oh, Teddy, what a chance !" Mrs.

Hassell said, biting off a thread. " It

wouldn't have been honest, though, would

it?"

" Hum !'' said her husband, thoughtfully.

He put the specimen back, and it was then

that a faint recollection of Mr. Cooper's alert

black eyes crossed Betty Hassell's memory

for a moment. The connection between

them and copper ore and a tiny twinge of

conscience was not clear to her, and she did

not try to establish it. The flying thought

vanished, and she returned to her chair cover

with a little sigh for the riches reaped by

the unknown speculator. Supposing Teddy

hadâ��â�� ! She built a Spanish castle on it.

Five years jogged by, a humdrum pro-

cession of years well filled with the affairs of

growing schoolboys.in the Hassells' home.

Mrs. Teddy began to wear a little, and some-

times her spirits were not so cheerful as they

had been ; four boys mean long, long

thoughts, especially when the family in-

come refuses to cover your desires for

them.

She had been shopping at the Stores one

mud, and parcels great and small; it was not

wonderful that she was too preoccupied to

see a tall man with a scar who came out of

an open doorway, started at the sight of her,

and stood gazing earnestly after her little

.figure. The doorway had "Island Copper,

Limited," on its brass plate; but that, too,

she did not raise her eyes to see.

Mr. Cooper craned his neck to follow the

sight of her. He knew her at once ; it was

not likely, for obvious reasons, that he should

forget her. He was a shrewd man, with a

talent for rapid perceptions ; he read, as

plainly as if it were written on the sky, the

meaning of the parrels, and the tired walk,

and the fading of high hopeful confidence in

the pretty face. His life, since riches befell

him, had taught him to look upon women as

fragile, dainty, petted things, made for ex-

travagance and soft places; he crossed the

pavement to a smart motor-car, and anathe-

matized the selfishness of impecunious naval

officers.

" Drive up the street slowlyâ��slowly," he

said to the chauffeur. Then, when they had

picked up a glimpse of Mrs. Teddy at the

station gates, " That will do. Go home,

please, and tell Mrs. Cooper I may be late

for dinner. Businessâ��important business."

He hurried into the station. Mrs. Hassell

was presenting a return ticket at a barrier.

OW DO YOU DO, MRS. HA-SSELI. ?' HE SAID.''

afternoon, and these reflections, or others of

a similar nature, weighted her as she walked

down Victoria Street to the suburban railway.

She bad a skirt to keep out of November

He ran back, paid for the limit of the journey

on the line, and entered her carriage as it

was moving. There were three or four

workmen, two babies, and four stout women
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already in it, and they all, except the babies,

looked at the well-dressed intruder with dis-

favour ; but Cooper did not trouble about

them. He squeezed himself into three

inches of seat in front of Mrs. Teddy and

lifted his hat. " How do you do, Mrs.

Hassell ? " he said.

Betty, who was hugging her parcels, stared

at him.

" I don't remem- " she began, and then

she saw the scar. " Why, yes, I do ! " she

said. " Ages and ages ago, at the Admiral's

garden-party. But I am so sorryâ��I have

forgotten your name."

He told her.

" I remember you very well indeed," he

said. " You were kind to a stranger in a

strange land, and I called on you in grateful-

ness afterwards, but made a stupid mistake

in the day, and missed you. We talked

about South American plants at the party.

Have you left Plymsea now ? And is your

husband still at sea?"

"Plants, did we? I have a faint recol-

lection of it," Mrs. Teddy said. " Your

memory is better than mine, but I have not

quite forgotten. Yes, we are living near

London, close to a good school for the boys,

and Captain Hassell has a berth at the

Admiralty ; and I hope he will never go to

sea any more."

She smiled at him, and Cooper saw the

girl in the flower-garden hat vividly behind

the mother of sons. It was never difficult to

make friends with Mrs. Hassell, who had.a

good woman's sublime trust in human nature.

He lowered his voice so that the stout women

should miss the conversation, and he talked

pleasantly, easily, of general subjects until the

train slid into a suburban station.

"I am getting out here," Mrs. Teddy said,

gathering up her parcels. " How glad I am

to have met you ! " She disentangled a hand

and held it out.

" And Iâ�� but I am getting out too,"

Cooper said. He sprang on to the plat-

form and relieved her of the parcels.

" Please let me see you home."

" How very strange ! What an odd coin-

cidence ! " She laughed over it. " Yes, of

course you may see me home, because then I

can give you some tea. We live quite near

to the station. But how odd that you should

have been coming here !"

" Isn't it ? " Cooper said, handing his ticket

in hastily. " Quite a chanceâ��business. Not

too urgent, however, for me to accept your

hospitality. A cup of tea before all things

for me, at this hour."

" Edward won't be home yet," his wife

said; and now she had turned up a side

street and was opening the iron gate of a

small villa. "He would have been so pleased

to talk to you about Chilu. Do you ever go

there now ? Susanâ��some tea, please. Oh,

there are the boys I Please forgive me one

moment, but they are playing football in the

garden, and I am sure they have not done

their home-work."

She darted through a French window to

the oblong, trampled garden, and left Cooper

looking round her drawing-room. It was

cosy, palpably ready for the returning

husband, with fire burning and tea-tray set ;

but it was pinched and shabby, and Mrs.

Cooper, who lived in half-a-dozen different

homes in the year, would not have admitted

a stick of its furniture within her doors. Yet

there was a fragrance in it, the austere refine-

ment of self-denying natures ; it lacked

luxury, but it lacked vulgarity too.

The rock specimens stood on a shelf.

Cooper's eyes avoided them : he was study-

ing the photograph of four young Hassefls

when his hostess returned to him.

" Your boys, I see," he said.

" Yes ; you must let me bring them down

before you go ; but they are rather large and

the room is rather small. They are dears,

though,'' their mother said, proudly. " Such

dears, even if Edward and I feel anxious now

and then about them."

" Why should you be anxious ? " Cooper

said. " I am a married man, but I have no

children; I should be glad of the cause of

anxiety."

" I am so sorry," Mrs. Teddy said, softly,

and her frank eyes added their pity. " No

children ? I did not know . . . Oh, it is

nothing really to trouble us, only sometimes,

when we think of what we wish to do for

them "

It had, of course, been part of Cooper's

business in life to draw required information

from trustworthy sources. He applied his

ability with a will now, and with complete

success. Mrs. Hassell was not a grumbler

by nature, nor was she without her quiet little

dignity ; but before the chat across the tea-

table was over Cooper had the tale of her

modest hopes and fears at his fingers' ends.

It was a very ordinary story-â��the sons whom

they wanted to put in the King's service, as

their father had been before them, and the

money difficulties that lay in the way ; the

eldest-born, who was cut out for a Royal

Engineer, if they could scrape together the

Woolwich fees ; the smaller sons who were
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set upon the Navy; the little fellow who

seemed to have great abilities and hoped to

get a scholarship at one of the great schools.

Mrs. Hassell laughed as she confessed that

their ambitions were many ; and it was her

omissions more than her words that told

Cooper exactly how much a commander's

pay, even in that coveted Admiralty berth,

would and would not cover.

He went away at last to the imaginary

business appointment, and Mrs. Teddy told

her husband about him half an hour later.

"Such a nice man â�� I met him at the

Admiral's ages ago. Wasn't it strange that

he should jump into my carriage and get out

here ? He was most interested in the boys,

and I am afraid he tipped them. I wish he

hadn't, for he was travelling third-class, and so

he can't have had too much money to spare."

" He did," young Teddy said, with a grin,

from the back of her chair. " I got half a

crown, and so did Alan."

Captain Hassell was knitting his brows.

" Cooper ? Cooper ? Where did I hear

the name when I

was in Chilu ?''

he said. " I am

sure I knew it

quite well at one

time. I'm glad

you took him in

and gave him tea,

Betty; and I

should like to

meet him."

He never did,

however; and

the villa saw its

chance visitor no

more. Cooper,

although he was

striking - looking,

and wore a scar,

and had those

sharp, penetrat-

ing eyes, must

have had a talent

for obscuring his

own personality

when he wished to keep it nebulous, for the

remembrance of his visit sank, as his pre-

sence at the Plymsea party had done, into a

pleasant limbo. Nor was it awakened when,

round the Christmas breakfast - table, the

Hassell family rose, and clasped each other's

hands, and stared with white, dazed, slow-

believing faces at a letter in their father's

hand. It came from a London bank, and

it informed Commander Edward Hassell,

briefly, that five thousand pounds had been

paid in to his credit, with the Christmas

wishes of a friend who desired them to

respect his anonymity. " A friend "â��so the

quotation in the banker's letter ranâ��" who

owed a debt of gratitude to Captain Hassell,

and who took now, at this auspicious season,

the opportunity of repaying it."

" But I never lent anybody five thousand

pounds ! It's a mistake. I never had five

thousand pence, much less pounds, to lend,"

Hassell said, gazing round the bewildered

circle.

" It's a debt of gratitude, Teddy. You

must have done something'" Mrs. Teddy

cried. " You have done heaps of generous

things in your life ; you never think of your-

self before others, you know you don't; one

of your good, kind actions has come back to

roost. Oh, Teddy, Teddy, dearâ��just think

what it means to the boys !"

Cooper, wintering in Spain, was listening

* OH, TEDDY, TEDDY, DEARâ��JUST THINK WHAT IT MEANS TO THE BOYS ! "

to the Christmas bells at that moment, and

wondering, with a grave smile on his face,

just how much it would mean to the boysâ��

and to the boys' mother.

" Thank Heaven for a good woman," he

said to himself, unconsciously repeating

words used, years before, on the eve of his

fortune.
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1. Population of Various Countries.

2. Imperial Nurse and Colonial Baby.

3. The World's Sugar Eaters.

4. The Occupations of M.P.'s.

F you ask the man in the street

to tell you the name of the

most densely-populated country

in the world, he will answer

readily, " China." And he will

be right. He has acquired his

knowledge, not through sheer love oflearning,

but from the newspapers of the day which

periodically draw public attention to the

" Yellow Peril" and refer to our Celestial

friends as the " seething horde of Cathay," or

in language similarly florid. But if you ask

the same man to tell you the population of

China, he cannot reply. He scratches his

head, looks wise, then mumbles something

about millions, and finishes in a confession of

ignorance. He knows that the yellow race

is great in numbers, but how big ? There is

the rub.

It is so easy to ask a question when you

cannot answer it yourself. Therefore, as a

salve to the man in the street, let us say at

once that the man has not yet been

born who can tell, with any correct-

ness, the number of people in China.

Our artist, who has drawn the impres-

sive picture here reproduced, which,

by means of cer-

tai n fa m i liar

types, national

and otherwise,

represents, in the

relative sizes of

the figures, the

populations of

eighteen different

countries, has

merely expressed

by his colossal

and majestic

figure of the

Chinaman what

he thinks the

" seething horde

of Cathay" really

means, as com-

pared with the

lesser millions of

5. What the World Pays Its Rulers.

6. The World's Biggest Smokers.

7. The Language Race.

8. The Price of Peace.

other nations. He has taken for this purpose

the generally-accepted statement of many

well informed statisticians that there are

400,000,000 peopleâ��men, women, and

childrenâ��in China. It is an astonishing

total, and the picture, if it arouses no other

thought, should give cause for reflection to

those who believe that strength lies in

numbers. Is China rousing herself to a

knowledge of her power? Is the time

coming when

this leviathan

among nations

will crush, by

mere weight of

numbers, the

comparatively

insignificant

nations that lie

west of the

Flowery King-

dom ?

POPULATION" OF VARIOUS COUNTRIES.

United Kingdom, 41,976,000; France^ 38,961,000; Italy. 32,475,000; Turkey, 25,000,000; Spain,

18,607,000; Belgium, 6.985,000; Portugal, 5,423,000; Holland, 5,263.000; Sweden, 5,760,000;

Denmark, 2,449,000; Greece, 2,433.000; Norway, 2,299,000.
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In the foregoing picture the reader will be

surprised, perhaps, to find Japan occupying

so prominent a position in the group. As a

matter of fact, the "little Jap," as we often

term our ally, is not little at all, but a

stalwart nation, outstripping in population

the United Kingdom by at least five million

inhabitants. It may not be inopportune to

add to the above statement the factâ��-

although it has nothing to do with the

illustration â�� that the area of Japan is

26,000 square miles greater than that of the

United Kingdom. How many people think

since he is represented in sitting posture.

Were the youthful John Bull to stand up

and stretch himself to his full and righteous

height, he would be, in the picture, ninety-

seven times larger than his nurse, and the

most astonishing youth ever seen in a

picture, as, indeed, he really is.

The other figures in the creche deserve

careful consideration. France, with its

207,218 square miles of territory, is de-

picted as a smart bonne with a truly bouncing

youngster (representing 3,982,000 square

miles of Colonial possessions), held by a

IMPERIAL NURSE AND COLONIAL HABY.

In this picture the relative sizes of mother countries and colonies are shown hy the figures of nurse and baby. The enormous

area of the British possessions is strikingly illustrated by the size of the haby, which overshadows the little figure of its nurse,

Britannia. In the case of the United States, Nurse Columbia can barely see the infant she is holding.

of this when they speak of the " tight little

Island Kingdom of the East' ?

Another very instructive picture is that

which shows the Colonial possessions of

various nations. Here the artist has allowed

his fancy to run riotâ��so far as his ideal, but

not his actual, figures are concerned â�� by

depicting a creche of very worldly and won-

derful infants, who represent Colonies,

and many buxom nurses, who represent the

Mother Countries. Here may be witnessed

the diminutive and almost indistinguishable

Britannia (representing an area of 121,089

square miles) attending upon a monster

child which, by its size, in proportion

to that of its nurse, accurately represents

the gigantic area of 11,755,656 square

miles. The actual size of this English

baby is only hinted at in the picture,

leading-string. The German nurse (208,830

square miles) and her able-bodied child

(1,024,262 square miles) easily explain them-

selves, although the artist might have been

closer to actuality had he represented the

kindclien as a less placidâ��i.e, more trouble-

someâ��infant. Next to the German nurse we

see the little Portuguese maid (35,490 square

miles) with her charge (832,267 square

miles) upon a rocking-horse, near which

stands, with chubby, outstretched arms,

the Dutch baby (736,500 square miles),

accompanied by a very tiny nurse (12,648

square miles). In the foreground we find

the Spanish nurse (194,783 square miles)

with her young one (252,780 square miles)â��

sad reminder of a former greatnessâ��on a

trolley-chair; at her left the Danish nurse

(15,360 square miles) sits patiently beside
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her sleeping babe (86,614 square miles); and

near the British baby's bottle sits the Italian

nurse (110,646 square miles) with an infant

(188,500 square miles) upon her lap. The

only remaining figure in this striking group is

Nurse Columbia, giantess among nurses as

befits her 3,566,104 square miles, with an

infant so ridiculous in size (125,860 square

miles) that she is compelled to look at it

through a magnifying glass.

Now stand for a moment at the window of

the world's sugar shop. It will come as a

surprise to many, especially our American,

readers to find, as our artist shows, that the

consumption of sugar in Great Britain is

greater, in pounds per head annually, than

in any other nation. Vet the

difference between John Bull

and three-quarter pounds of sugar to the

barrel. In 1897 it demanded between eight

and nine pounds." Americans, it may be

added, drink less beer but eat more con

fectionery than English people, and possibly

for this reason the nearly equal consumption

of sugar is maintained.

An illustration now follows on page 585 o!

an imaginary sitting, sans Speaker, of the

House of Commons, the aim of the artist

being to show how the membership of that

august body is made up in this year of grace.

Careful investigation has elicited the informa-

tion that of the 670 members elected to the

present Parliament, 483 can be classified

according to profession, trade, or other

Th

amou

THE WORLD'S SUGAR EATERS.

is dnwing shows the consumption of sugar in pounds per head in eleven different countries. In comparison with the Urge

lOtint consumed in Great Britain and the United States, the quantities for Italy and Turkey seem remarkably small

Switzerland, with -nib. per head, is nearest to the sweet-toothed English-speaking countries.

and Brother Jonathanâ��both of whom have

a proverbial " sweet tooth "â��is very small.

Sugar is a vital article of food in the two

English-speaking countries. We demand it

in our confectionery, our jam, and biscuits,

and drink it, in immense quantities, in our

mineral waters and beer. These, to mention

but a few of the ways in which sugar is used

as a raw material, sufficiently suggest why the

consumption in England and America is so

great. More noteworthy, perhaps, is the fact

that no matter how fast the consumption of

beer growsâ��it is said just now to be on the

declineâ��the weight of sugar used in the beer

grows faster. "In 1883," says one who has

investigated this important subject, "the

public put up with something less than four

occupation, leaving 187 to be accounted

for. These, for want of a better term, we

may call "gentlemen of leisure," and, .is

they are not represented in the illustra-

tion, we may take it that they are on the

Terrace, entertaining the fair sex to tea

Among those left behind to handle the affairs

of State will first be noted a member of the

legal profession, representing 134 of his

respected class. Opposite sits the com-

mercial man, representing in size the 13Â°

members in the House who are engaged in

business. Ex-Army and Yeomanry officers

form the next important section of members,

numbering fifty-five in all. The writer's pro-

fession (forty-eight members) is shown by the

figure of the industrious scribbler on the
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THE OCCUPATIONS OF M.P.'s.

Of the professions and trades represented in the House of Commons, the law (with 134 representatives) and commercial life

(with 130) run a close race for first position. Seated on the bench with the law's representative are shipowners and shipbuilders

(35)i farmers (12), and doctors (10), whilr on the bench behind are shown ex-Army and Yeomanry officers (55). On the right of

the Speaker's chair,_in addition to the representative of commerce, we see authors and journalists (48), bankers (9), and

schoolmasters (6), with artisans (44) in the background. This leaves unaccounted for 187 members whose occupations are

not asccrtainable.

Front Bench. At his right sits the banker

(nine members) counting his money, and at

his right the rather insignificant schoolmaster,

of which there are six representatives in the

House. Behind the commercial man looms

up the artisan class with forty-four members.

On the Front Opposition Bench, next to the

legal gentlemen, sits the shipowner and ship-

builder (thirty-five members), and at his left

stand the farmer with his hoe (twelve) and

the doctor (ten) with his stethoscope, which

for no particular reason is directed against

the healthy breast of the agriculturist.

Why, in the group, it may be asked, do we

not see the Church ? The answer is very

simple. Members of the Church of England

are not admitted to the House of Commons.

Their statutory exclusion dates from the year

1801, when Home Tooke was elected for

the Borough of Old Sarum. It is, of course,

possible for a clergyman to renounce his

orders, in which case he is no longer dis-

qualified for the House.

In the light of history this picture of the

membership of the House is uncommonly

suggestive. In early days no class of men

gave greater trouble than the lawyers, and

Vol. xxxii.â��74.

many were the attempts made to keep them

out of the House. One need only recall the

advice of James I. when the Parliament

of 1624-25 was to be chosenâ��"not to

choose curious and wrangling lawyers, who

may seek reputation by stirring needless

questions " ; or the equally significant words

of an anonymous pamphleteer in 1645,

to the effect that " if the making and

penning of good laws were the work of these

timesâ��as they are notâ��it were not wisdom

to choose mercenary lawyers to make laws,

because they are the first men to invent

subtleties to evade them and make them

useless, and will pen them obscurely on

purpose to make themselves work in the

interpretation." These and other antagonistic

articles, written in the past and present,

have, however, done little to stem the tide

of lawyers which flows at each election into

the House.

There is little need to deal at length with

the very happy illustration entitled " What

the World Pays Its Rulers," except to say

that it represents the heads of fourteen

different countries drawing their yearly

salaries, in golden sovereigns, from the
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people's bank. You do not see the gold.

It is supposed to be neatly piled away in the

wooden cases, these having been drawn by

from the Civil Lists, and denote what is paid

by each country for the upkeep of the Royal

House, not what is given to each ruler for

pocket-money. The amount paid for

the maintenance of the Sultan of

WHAT THE WORLD PAYS ITS RULERS.

The salary list of the world's rulers presents a curiously uneven appearance, ranging from ^10,000, the annual allowance of

the President of the United Stales, to the Â£3,000,000 (or more) on which the Sultan of Turkey manages to exist. The French

President receives a very small sum compared with the heads of most European countries with which to maintain the

dignity of his position.

the artist so correctly that if the 93,854 gold

pieces annually paid to His Majesty King

Charles of Portugal were actually piled up

inside his box they would exactly fill il flat

to edge. And so with all the others.

The sums marked upon the boxes have

been obtained, in the case of monarchies,

Turkey is an estimate only, based upon

several good authorities, and contrasts

strangely with the salaries paid to those

sturdy upholders of Republican institutions,

Presidents Roosevelt and Fallieres.

According to the next illustration, the

Belgian leads the world in the consumption

THE WORLD'S BIGGEST SMOKERS.

Easily first in the list of the world's smokers is the Belgian, with an annual consumption of 6'2ilb., while Uncle Sara i* a

good second with 5'4olb. The next biggest smoker is Ihe German, with V44lb., followed by the Austrian (s'ozlb-X

Australian (s'oolb.), Canadian (2-54!^), Hungarian (2>2lb.), Frenchman (Vi61b.), Briton (rgslb.), and Russian (I'MlkV
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of tobacco, with the United States a close

second, the annual consumption per head of

the population being in these two countries

6-2ilb. and 5'4olb. respectively. The con-

sumption of other countries is as follows :

Germany, 3'44lb. ; Austria, 3'O2lb. ; Aus-

tralia, 2'6olb. ; Canada, 2-5410. ; Hungary,

2-42lb. ; France, 2'i61b. ; Great Britain,

i-95lb. ; and Russia, nolb. The above

figures, we may add, are taken from the

latest available statistics, although there is

reason to believe that the consumption

of tobacco has increased in Great Britain

since 1904, when the most recent figures

were published. In that year the quantity

ally certain facts fairly well known at the

present timeâ��namely, that English is to-day

the mostwidelyspoken of European languages,

and that its growth during the nineteenth

century was little short of marvellous. The

statistics on which the artist has based his

picture are taken from Mulhall. In 1801

the distribution of languages was as follows :

French, spoken by 31,450,000 ; Russian, by

30,770,000; German, by 30,320,000; Spanish,

by 26.190,000 ; English, by 20,520,000 ;

Italian, by 15,070,000 ; and Portuguese, by

7,480,000.

In the year 1890, according to the same

authority, the distribution was as follows:

THE LANGUAGE RACE.

In these two pictures the hot struggle for precedence between the seven great European languages is represented. The

small picture in the top left-hand corner shows the position of the contestants in 1807, with the French language first

and English a poor fifth. In 1890, as shown in the larger drawing, the English language had taken the first position,

which it still holds.

of manufactured tobacco retained in the

United Kingdom for home consumption was

80,867,485!^, averaging i'95lb. per head of

the population. In 1880 the average was

i'4 ilb.

In our drawing the great smokers of the

world are represented at a convivial gathering

in a club-room, each with a pipe in his

mouth, drawn to exact cube measure. That

is to say, the pipe of the Belgian would hold,

when completely filled, exactly the number

of ounces of tobacco which he (statistically)

smokes.

The " language Race" presents graphic-

English, by 111,100,000; German, by

75,200,000 ; Russian, by 75,000,000 ; French,

by 51,200,000 ; Spanish, by 42,800,000 ;

Italian, by 53,400,000 ; and Portuguese, by

13,000,000.

In other words, whereas Portuguese,

Italian, and Spanish have held their position

as the tail-enders in the language race, a

momentous struggle has taken place amongst

the leaders. French has dropped from first

to. fourth place, English has jumped to the

lead, and Germany and Russia still fight

hard for second place, with the odds in favour

of the Teuton. It is a remarkable change
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to have occurred in less than a hundred

years, but the causes are not far to seek. In

the first place, the marvellous growth in

Britain's Colonial possessions has meant the

rapid extension of the English language. In

the second place, English is the language of

the American people, whose development

during the past century was one of the

marvels in world history.

"The Price of Peace " contains instruction

â�� and a warning. It is an endeavour to

show graphically the increasing expenditure

of the world upon armament, what it has

been in the past, and what, at the present

alarming rate of expenditure, it is likely to

be in the future. Whither, indeed, shall we

be led ? Do we, in common with the other

nations of the world, pay such an absurd

price for our security that in a few brief

years we shall all be staggering under an

almost unbearable burden ?

It is a little-known fact that, in the year

1865, the total expenditure of Europe upon

armament, both for land and sea, approxi

mated to ^88,000,000, which sum, twenty

years later, increased by nearly double to

^160,000,000. In 1895 the amount was

,Â£200,000,000. In 1905 the expenditure is

estimated to have been ^300,000,000. That

is to say, the price of peace, in the short

space of forty years, has more than trebled.

During the period from 1870 to 1895 the

expenditure increased ^20,000,000 every

five years.

It is not difficult to see that if Europe

continues as in the past her expenditure in

1915 will approximate to ^400,000,000, and

in 1945 will reach the astounding total of

_Â£700,000,000 ! The artist has attempted

to show what will happen if Europe has to

bear this colossal burden.

In our illustration the Lilliputian soldier of

1865-30 small that he can be comfortably

carried under the armâ��develops rapidly

into the Brobdingnagian warrior of 1945.

The artist has represented the six different

soldiers in the accoutrements of the past, and.

so far as is possible to predict, of the future.

In the figure representing the probable

equipment of 1915 the gun is a machine one

that can be used to fire either single bullets

or a stream of shots almost simultaneously,

true and evenly over any area the soldier can

cover by the aid of his mechanical sights, etc.

The soldier forecasting the equipment of

1945 is suitably attired for either motor or

aerial methods of warfare. His helmet is

light and waterproof, shading the eyes from

the glare and the neck from the heat of the

sun. The collar and cuffs of his coat are

sufficiently large to be turned up or down to

suit varying temperatures. The cartridges on

his back may contain either great explosives

or asphyxiating gases to be discharged from

the compressed-air gun, fitted with telescopic

sights, shown on his knees. The war of the

future, it seems safe to say, will be one of

unseen foes fighting almost invisible enemies.

THK PRICE OF PEACE-PAST, PRESENT, AND FUTURE.

In 1865 the expenditure of Europe upon armaments amounted to Â£88,000,000. Forty years laterâ��in 1905â��the expenditure

was /3no,ooo,ooo, more than treble that of 1865. On present figures the expenditure in 1915 will be ^,400,000,000 and in

1945 ^700,000,000, a burden under which, according to our lltusliation, Europe will stagger in despair.



A STORY FOR

CHILDREN.

BY WILLIAM H. MAA>.

ABIAN," said Mrs. Dare,

looking up from her needle-

work, " I do wish you would

get something to do. You

have done nothing but grizzle

all the afternoon."

Fabian shook back his golden curls and

pouted.

" I've got nothing to play with," he said,

sullenly, digging one foot into the lawn.

" Jack Bolton has got a bicycle and a

regiment of camelsâ��and a set of tools with

two sawsâ��and I haven't got anything."

"Oh, nonsense, Fabian," said Mrs. Dare,

gently. " Where is your gun ? "

No answer.

" And your paint-box ? And your stamp-

album ? "

" Jack has over four hundred new stamps,"

burst from Fabian's quivering lips ; " and he's

got a sovereignâ��a whole sovereign."

"Well, dearest," said Mrs. Dare, in quiet,

reassuring tones, " it is Jack Bolton's birth-

day. I expect when your birthday comes you

will have a quantity of nice things. Now do

try and be a happy little boy and not want

everything you see. Ever since you went to

tea with Jack you have been dissatisfied. I

am sure, with all his money and toys and big

house, he is not half so well off as you are."

But Fabian's discontented mood had taken

too firm a hold of him to be shaken off with

the most convincing assurances. He half

turned from his mother to hide his flushed,

angry face.

" / should like to be rich," he said, shortly.

" I should like to have sovereigns and

sovereigns and sovereigns. Then I would

have a bicycle and some camels, and millions

of stamps."

Mrs. Dare laughed. " You would be

happy then, wouldn't you ? You would have

everything you wanted."

"Yes, everything, everything,1' cried Fabian,

passionately.

" In the meantime," said Mrs. Dare,

" while you are waiting for this enormou?

fortune, I think I should try and be a con

tented little man, and see how much you can

enjoy this beautiful day. Just think how

much luckier you are than jack. He is so

delicate, while you are strong and sturdy. He

hasn't your golden curls and rosy cheeks, and

I'm sure Mr. Bolton isn't half as nice as dad,

is he ? And don't forget, Fabian, your little

friend, Christabel, has been twice for you to

take her for a ride in your wheelbarrow, and

now she has gone to lack.

But Fabian, by dint of standing first on

one foot and then on another, each time

overbalancing farther away from his mother,

had got out of earshot. When he saw that

Mrs. Dare had ceased speaking he thrust his

little fists under his armpits and zigzagged

away towards the orchard. On coming

to the heap of drying grass behind the

potting-shed he kicked it about in all direc-

tions, until an extra ferocious lunge toppled

him over and he lay on the soft grass tearing

handfuls to pieces.

The sun was streaming down, and in order

to protect his bare legs from the scorching
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rays he wriggled himself into the grass-heap,

finally covering himself entirely, so that

nothing but a pair of grubby fists and two

full red lips could be seen. It is a melan-

choly fact to have to tell, but Fabian had

determined he would lie buried there for

ever. Not all the bicycles and stamps in

the world should induce him to reveal his

hiding-place or tempt him to continue his

existence (brief as it had been) under such

unsatisfactory conditions. He was sorry

for Mr. and Mrs. Dare, because he was sure

they would miss him. But it would be a

tremendous (and tragic) lesson to parents

not to laugh at their little boys, and would,

it is to be hoped, teach them the expediency

of always giving them tverytlung they wanted.

But immediately Fabian had resolved on

this terrible vengeance he was touched with

remorse. He was on the point of retracting

all he had thought and wished

when he was conscious of some-

one sighing close to his ear. He

half rose from his hot bed, and

saw to his astonishment a

dolorous-looking lad in a tight

Eton suit about three sizes too

small for him. He was stand-

ing languidly by the pot ling-

shed, fanning himself with his

silk hat.

Fabian got up (he was never

wanting in courage) and eyed the

visitor questioningly. In many

respects he was singularly like

Jack Bolton.

" Halloa ! " said the boy, in a

harsh, unpleasant voice. "You're

Fabian Dare, aren't you ? "

Fabian did not reply at once.

He was a little shocked at the

boy's puffy face, his cracked

voice, and disconcerting atti-

tude. Moreover, he felt, in spite

of his altered appearance, it was

Jack Bolton.

" Wretchedly hot, isn't it ? "

continued the boy, affably, lazily

stroking his hair, which shone in the sunlight

with excess of sickly - scented brilliantine.

" It's too bad to rig a fellow up in these togs

on a broilingdaylike this. Top-hat and patents,

you know, and a confoundedly stiff collar.

You're nice and cool, I should think ? "

Fabian admitted he was.

" Of course, I have to do it. Unpleasant,

but it has to be done."

" Why ? " asked Fabian, coming nearer.

" Well," volunteered the boy, " you see,

I'm frightfully rich. Stacks and stacks of

money. This white waistcoat cost a sovereign."

Fabian's eyes opened their widest as he

gazed awestruck at the transformed Jack

Bolton.

" How old are you ? " asked the youth.

" I'm five," replied Fabian, quickly.

"How old are you?"

" Don't know,'1 said the boy, " but I feel

a hundred."

" And are youâ��are you very rich ?"

Fabian asked.

" Stacks and stacks of it, I tell you," said

Jack Bolton, in his grating voice. " I used

to be comparatively poor like you, but an

old uncle of mine died and left me a fortune,

and now I'm just so.jolly rich I don't know

what to do with it all."

" And I suppose you buy just whatever

you want," Fabian suggested.

FABIAN S EVES OPENED

THK1R WIDEST AS HE GAZKD

AWESTRUCK AT THE TRANS-

FORMED JACK DOLTON."

The boy leered as he said, " I buy two of

everything."

Fabian thought for a moment. Then he

asked, his heart beating rapidly :â��

"Can I be rich? I want to be. I should

like to be able to buy, oh, just what I

wanted, simply everything I wanted."
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Bolton chuckled jerkily, and then, splut-

tering, said : "You are just the boy I have

been looking for. The fact is, I am pretty

sick of being rich. Tired of it."

" Tired of having everything you want ? "

asked Fabian, incredulously.

" Sounds funny, doesn't it ? It's true,

nevertheless. Now, I'll tell you what I will

do. You see this top-hat? My uncle left

me my fortune in this. 1 don't mean the

hat was actually full of money."

" What do you mean, then ?" asked

Fabian, a little impatiently.

" I mean," said Jack Bolton, advancing

the hat in front of him and turning it round

and round in a bewildering fashion, " that

whoever wears this hat is just as rich as he

likes."

Fabian laughed. " Oh, 1 don't believe

that," he said. " I'mâ��only five, but I don't

believe that."

Jack Bolton was not in the least

discomposed.

" I didn't," he admitted, " until I put it

on." And he held the hat easily within

Fabian's grasp.

" And shall I be 'normously rich ? " Fabian

asked again.

Bolton nodded.

With much misgiving Fabian took the hat,

which immediately flew on to his head.

" Fits Ai," said Bolton, with distinct

approbation.

Fabian laughed uneasily and put up his

hands to take it off again. " \Yliyâ��why," he

cried in dismay, " it won't come off! "

" No," said Jack, in hard, bantering tones,

rolling his weak blue eyes and thrusting his

thumbs into the armholes of his expensive

waistcoat. " It won't come off. That is the

mischief, and it gets so shockingly heavy in

this sultry weather."

Fabian tugged at the hat miserably.

" Well," said Jack Bolton, hastily looking

at his watch, " I must be off."

" No, no; please don't go," implored

Fabian, "wi-without your hat It is yours,

reallyâ��I don't "

But Jack Bolton was making off round the

corner of the potting-shed. Fabian raced

after him, but he had disappeared.

For a few moments Fabian stood irreso-

lutely in the shadow of the big oak tree. He

made another desperate attempt to pull off

the hat, but it was of no use; the boy was

right, it would not come off with all the

tugging in the world. And what was strange,

"is golden curls must have somehow got

tucked up inside the hat, for when he put up

his hand to the back of his head his hair was

quite short and bristly, and, stranger still, he

was wearing an Eton suit (rather tight, too)

and actually dainty patent leather shoes with

â��yesâ��silk iaces. In mute astonishment

Fabian passed his fingers lightly over his chest.

They brushed the superfine surface of an

elegant little white waistcoat.

Then everything was true. Fabian touched

himself in various places, and in a helpless,

dejected sort of way thrust his hands into his

trousers pockets. When he drew them out

they were full of sovereigns. Yes, he was

rich now, enormously rich, just as he had

wanted to be.

The sight of the bright yellow sovereigns

as they lay in his small hands made Fabian

wonder whether they were, after all, really

genuine. It might just have been a clever

conjuring trick on the part of Jack Bolton :

he had been promised a box containing a

hundred tricks by his grandmamma. Perhaps

this was the first trick. Anyhow, the person

to put him right was old Price the gardener.

He went forward for a few yards. In the

ordinary way he would have run or skipped

or danced, but with the tight Eton suit on

and the top-hat, which seemed to weigh tons,

Fabian found even walking a most laborious

business. He had discovered that every

pocket in his little suit was full of money,

and he began to suspect that it was this that

was making his clothes so heavy. Just ahead

of him stood his wheelbarrow. Fabian

grasped the handles as if shaking hands with

an old friend. As he did so an idea occurred

to him. Why not empty his pockets into

the wheelbarrow ? This Fabian proceeded

to do. He pulled handful after handful of

sovereigns out of every pocket, until the

wheelbarrow was brimful of gold.

He wheeled his load towards the con-

servatories, where he found old Price syring-

ing some strange-looking flowers in the shape

of bicycle bells. But how different he was !

Instead of wearing his old soiled check

clothes, with the low, pointed collar, the

broad-peaked cap, and brass-buttoned waist-

coat, Price was arrayed in a gorgeous uniform

with gilt stripes down the trousers and masses

of gold cord on his shoulders and across his

chest. His hair was dusted with powder, or,

at any rate, such of it as was not hidden by a

very high hat with a large golden cockade

that winked.

" Why, Price.'' exclaimed Fabian, dropping

the handles of his barrow in the utmost

surprise, " how funny you look ! Why are

you dressed up like that ? "



592

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

"'WHY, PRICE,' EXCLAIMED FABIAN, 'HOW FUNNY YOU LOOK! WHY ARE

YOU DRESSED UP LIKE THAT?'"

" It is unpleasant," returned Price, gravely,

his voice robbed of all its old friendliness,

" but we are obliged to do it. Ever since

you came into your fortune, Master Fabian,

we have been compelled to dress extrava-

gantly. I long for my old dusty suit again,

and to be able to have a friendly little chat

like we used to have. But all that is a tiling

of the past, now you have come into your

fortune."

Fabian felt that what old Price said was

very true, and he was sorry also that his

wealth had made so much difference. But

he was still anxious to know whether the

sovereigns were real. Taking a handful from

his wheelbarrow, he held them towards the

gardener.

" Can you tell me," he asked, politely, " if

these are real sovereigns ? "

" Why, to be sure they are," replied Price,

with great dignity, poking one or two with

the point of his syringe.

The distant, stand-offish behaviour of old

Price hurt Fabian, and he turned and walked

away.

His clothes were getting heavy again, and

he was just on the point

of considering how best

to dispose of the super-

fluous money that was

beginning to bulge his

little pockets when some-

one called his name. On

looking up he saw it was

his friend Jack Bolton

again.

"Halloa! "said Jack,

in a voice that was now

quite musical and plea-

sant. " Enjoying your-

self?"

"No, I am not," Fabian

said, sulkily.

" Well, well," said Bol-

ton, who really had be-

come quite an attracti\e

little boy. " Why don't

you spend your money?"

" What on ? " asked

Fabian.

" Anything you like," said

Jack. " You can buy whatever

you want now, you know. Or,

rather, you need not go to the

trouble of buying it even ; you

just wish for it and there it is."

" Where ? " Fabian asked,

vaguely, looking about him in

a puzzled way.

Bolton pointed to the open windows of the

play-room, which could just be seen from

the lawn where they were standing.

" Do you mean to say," asked Fabian,

" that I shall find everything I wish for in

my play-room ? "

Jack nodded. " Yes : everything."

Fabian paused in deep reflection, presently

saying, with quick, flurried utterances:

" Then I wish for a bicycle, and twoâ��no,

three â�� camel reg'ments, and millions of

stamps, and some tools with five saws,

andâ��and "

"Go on," said Jack, amiably, "don't stint

yourself."

" And choc'lates," continued Fabian,

greatly encouraged by his friend's generous

attitude, "and ices, and heaps of caramels

and jumbles. Oh, and a large box of con-

juring tricks, please," Fabian added, politely.

"Quite right," said Jack Bolton, with a

sweet, approving smile. " Of course, if you

have forgotten anything, you merely have to

wish for it. It makes it nice and simple,

doesn't it ? "

But Fabian was too excited to answer, if
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indeed he heard what Jack said. He rushed

eagerly forward in the highest glee.

It is impossible to describe Fabian's

astonishment and delight at the sight that

dazzled his eyes. There, on every side, were

all the things he had wished for. Fabian ran

feverishly to and fro, not knowing which of

all the wonderful things to examine first. It

was just like being in the most glorious toy-

shop, only that here everything belonged to

him. He ran to the bicycle and was about

to mount it when dozens of boxes of great

leaden camels (much bigger than Jack's)

caught his eye, and he picked up two or three,

but only to drop them in order to peep into

the box of conjuring tricks. Then the stamp-

albums had to be looked at, the tools tested,

and countless other toys examined, all of

which was done in a state of happy bewilder-

ment. But near at hand, on a neat little

counter, stood glass bottles lull of sweets,

bowls of chocolates, and plates of

ices. Sandwiches and jumbles,

apples, sausage-rolls, pear-drops,

and butter-scotch were also within

easy reach of the little stool

on which Fabian was by

this time sitting. Without

a moment's hesitation he

began such a feast as he

had never had before in

all his life. He thought

he would have been able

to go on eating for ever,

but he soon began to feel

so heavy and languid that

the mere effort of reach-

ing out for more delicacies

was quite beyond his

strength. Fabian slipped

down from his stool feel-

ing dizzy and tired, just as

Mrs. Bolton, Jack's mother,

appeared and came to-

wards him. She looked

very severe in her rich,

rustling dress, and Fabian

wondered how he could

have thought her (as he

had done) more lovely and

nicer than his own mother.

She appeared to be aware

of his desire to go to bed,

for she said at once :â��

" You cannot go yet."

" But I'm tired," urged Fabian.

Mrs. Bolton said that was a pity, because

he was just going to a dinner-party. He had

so often maintained he would prefer a big

Vol. xxxii.â�� 75

dinner-party, like Jack's father gave, to his

simple nursery tea, and to stay up ever so

late and eat lots and lots. Now he had every-

thing his own way he was going to do so.

Fabian suffered himself to be led into the

great dining-room, where a number of guests

were already seated round a big table. He

was too confused and wretched at first to see

whom the dinner-party consisted of. When

at last he had the courage to look up he saw

opposite him Jack Bolton and little Christabel.

They both looked exceedingly happy. Jack

was laughing and talking and tucking into

his food with a gusto that sadly depressed

Fabian, who felt positively too sick and dis-

" HE IIRGAN

SUCH A FEASI1 AS HE HAU NEVER HAU

liKI-OKt IN ALL HIS UIH-,"
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appointed to eat anything. And, strangely

enough, when he looked at Jack a second

time, he saw that he was exactly like Fabian

had been before he came into his fortune.

Yes, a happy little fellow with clustering

golden curls and rosy cheeks, which his

mother always declared he had stolen from

her.

In an agony of spirit Fabian clambered

down from his chair and ran to a great

mirror, only to see that he wasâ��as he had

feared â�� exactly like Jack Bolton when he

parted with his wonderful silk hat. Fabian

was so shocked at the terrible change he had

undergone that he ran from the room crying.

He found himself back in the play-room, and

hot tears filled Fabian's eyes as he looked

round on all the things he had wished so

much to have and nowâ��hated. Making his

way into the garden, he determined to find

some way of getting back to his own home,

his real home. On the lawn he found Price

industriously fanning the ground with a feather

broom.

" Price ! Price ! " he called out.

"Why, if it isn't Master Fabian, to be

sure," said the old gardener, looking up. " I

hardly recognised you, you have changed so,

and your voice has grown so rusty like. We

all said you would alter directly you became

rich. Ah, Master Fabian, you thought that

if you could only have everything you wanted

you would be as happy as the day was long

â�� instead of which, why, I do declare, you're

crying."

And Fabian was.

"Do you see that house?" the gardener

asked Fabian, waving his broom in the

direction of what he had always thought

was the potting shed. " That house is full

of rich little boys, and a more miserable lot

I never wish to. see. They are all very

unhealthy through over-eating themselves.

There's not one appetite among the lot of

them. It's cruelty to tempt them with a

wafer. The very sight of toys throws them

into trembling fits ; they have had and

broken all the toys that were ever made.

They have ridden bicycles until their little

legs won't support them, and stuck in foreign

stamps till it has become second nature for

them to lick their fingers when you look at

them. They have guns that go off and

frighten them, and big lead soldiers that keep

dropping on their toes in a most terrible

fashion. It is a great pity, is it not ?'' Price

asked, with a gentle air of reflection

Fabian by this time had grown thoroughly

desperate. He determined he would try and

get rid of the wretched top-hat which was the

cause of his riches and all the misery they

had brought. He gave a violent tug and

then another, and to his utter amazement

found himself lying on the grass-heap behind

the potting - shed, struggling to release his

head from the cover of the lawn-mower, into

which he had wriggled it. The sun was still

shining brightly as he sat up and rubbed his

eyes. Instinctively he put his hand to his

head to make sure that he was not still

wearing the top-hat. Having satisfied himself

on this point, Fabian got up and called to the

dog and the cat (neither of whom were any-

where about). What a glorious relief it was

to find his voice was no longer " rusty-like " !

He ran in and out of the potting-shed and

went in search of his wheelbarrow, which he

found full of little brown beech leaves.

Sitting in the shade of the great, shapely,

sweet-smelling lime tree sat Mrs. Dare,

working, just as he had left her.

Fabian left his barrow and running to her

flung his little brown arms round her neck in

a swift, impetuous hug. Mrs. Dare kissed the

hot, wet cheek that was pressed so tightly

against hers.

"Oh, I've had such an adventure," Fabian

cried, panting with excitement.

"Have you?" said Mrs. Dare, her pretty

eyes sparkling. " I wondered what you were

doing so quietly all this time. Have you

been to sleep ? "

Fabian nodded and hid his face shyly.

" And did you dream about that enormous

fortune ? "

" Yes," said Fabian, quickly; " and I

don't want it. I don't want to be 'normously

rich, like Jack/'

Mrs. Dare smiled, a soft light shining in

her clear grey eyes.

" Why, what has brought about this sudden

change ? " she asked.

" I'll tell you," said Fabian, simply. And

Mrs. Dare felt a little chubby hand slip into

hers as she listened to the story of Fabian's

fortune.
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AN IMPOSSIBLE FEAT.

THE gentleman in Ihe photograph

seems to be performing the im-

possibleâ��if such a phrase be allowable.

As a matter of fact he is lying, not un-

comfortably, upon his back, with his

head against an overturned chair. The

floor beneath him has been covered

with some strips of wall-paper, while

the left, as printed, and looked at longways the length of the then

ladder-like construction is far greater in appearance.â��Mr. C. W.

Maxwell, Harding Dormitory, Wellington College, Berks.

A DIVIDED FAMILY.

VITO AND GIUSEPPE BERTUCCI, father and son,

living at 3,103, South Twelfth Street, Tacoma, Washing-

ton, were equal owners of their house. The son was married. A

short time ago the house caught fire and, as a result, became in

need of repairs. But here a hitch arose. Father and son could

not agree upon just what should be done. They wrangled and

wrangled over the matter, and this only led to further misunder-

standings, neither would the one buy the other out. There was

absolutely no possibility of adjustment of the differences between

them, so they did the only wild thing possibleâ��they agreed to

each pay their share for the hire of a carpenter who should cut

the house in two. The father owns the part on the right of the

picture, while the son has already moved his to one side, and

will make this the nucleus for another home. The transaction is

naturally the laughing affair of Tacoma, and the odd buildings

can easily be seen from one of the street cars.â��Mr. Paul

Gyllstrom, 923, South East Street, Tacoma, Washington.

the picture was added

to enhance the general

effect. The camera

was supported on a

scaffold (a table and

some piled-up boxes)

vertically â�� its lens

looking down upon the

recumbent figure. â��

Mr. Percy Collins, The

Hatherley Rooms,

Reading.

ANOTHER OPTICAL

ILLUSION.

WHEN the photo-

graph is held

the right way upâ��i.e.,

with the right-hand side

towards the spectatorâ��

it represents a Swiss

gorge and path. If the

top is turned towards
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AN INDEPENDENT LANDLORD.

WHILST on a visit to Kingston, Jamaica, I

came across this notice, which was nailed

up in a carpenter's wood-yard. It struck me as

being so original and amusing that I asked the pro-

prietor's permission to photograph it. â�� Mr. G. H.

Eaton, Buerton House, Montgomery Road, Sheffield.

COAL MOUNTAINS.

THIS is a "freak photo." The mountains are

carefully-chosen pieces of coal, the "snow" is

powdered alum, while the sky is the lid of a draper's

boxâ��dark blue in lint. The little figure was cut out

of black paper, and added to enhance the effect of

vastness and loneliness. A little thought will enable

your readers to produce many similar freak pictures,

should they feel disposed to do so. â�� Mr. Percy

Collins, The Ilatherley Rooms, Reading.

ANOTHER FREAK.

AS another example of what can be done in the vtj

of "freak photography " the annexed picture is

interesting. Many people would imagine it to Iw a

photograph of a ship passing icebergs on a moonlight

night. As a matter of fact the " bergs" arc merely

pieces of candle-wax placed upon a sheet of glass,

beneath which a black cloth was spread to give a

reflection. The "ship" was cut out of black paper.

These preparations having been made in a darkened

room, a piece of magnesium wire was burnt for the

exposure.â��Mr. Percy Collins, The Hatherley Rooms,

Heading.

A NIAGARA OF TYPE.

WE often hear or read of the flood of printed

matter that issues from the presses of the

world. Here is a flood of type. A great quantity of

nickel-alloy types manufactured by the Keystone Type

Foundry, of Philadelphia, thrown over a miniature

precipice produces a creditable resemblance to the

great waterfall.â��Mr. Arthur Inkersley, San Francisco.
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A FIGHT WITH A WHOOPING CRANE.

" ~\ T 7"HITE DEVIL" is a native term given tlie

V V huge whooping crane which frequents the

swamps of Texas and Florida during the winter. It

received its appeUation because of its frightful whoop

and habit of flying about after nightfall, swinging

overhead with terrifying outcry, and vanishing into

the darkness like an evil spirit. Met after sun-

down in a lonely meadow this huge bird is indeed

terrifying unless the traveller is familiar with the

species and remembers that unless wounded or

cornered the bird will flee rather than stop and fight.

I started out to capture one of those whooping

cranes. Luckâ��whether ill or bad I will not sayâ��

favoured me. I sighted a pair of them. I aimed at

and wounded on . Running up to where it lay on

the ground I

thought to either

capture the bird

alive or bag it.

Then ensued one

of the fiercest

battles I have

either witnessed

or taken part in,

and I've stalked

big game. That

wounded bird

rose with a scream

the minute I

approached and

stoixl on the

defensive. I

swung my lasso

and missed. This

attack infuriated

the bird still

more, and with

enormous and

powerful bill ex-

tended it charged

full at me. Once

it struck me on the neck, a second time it caught me

on the right arm, making it limp and useless for three

days, and the third nip it gave was on my hand. All

the while I was doing my best and succeeded in hilling

the bird several telling blows. As it fought it uttered

ils terrible war-cry, and when I thought I had suc-

ceeded in tiring ii out, and was counting on creeping

up and giving it a finishing touch with a short blade

which I carried, I heard an answering call and saw-

circling over us another of these huge birds. That

was one too many for me. I took to my heels and

ran for shelter, vowing never to interfere with those

beauliful creatures again.â��The Union Bureau of

News, Philadelphia.

A DOLL WITH A SWELLED HKAD.

THE potato shown in the photograph was dug up

at Ilatfield-Peverel, Essex. It appears that

the doll's head was thrown into the garden long ago,

and lhat a polalo, growing ihrough ihe neck into the

head, completely filled the inside of it, wilh ihis amus-

ing resull.â��Mr. H. Perkins, Perling, near Witham,

Essex.

AN EXTRAORDINARY RAILWAY ACCIDENT.

\\ Tl'~- send you a photograph of a wreck which

V V occurred near this city. A Iruck loaded with

heavy lumber escaped from a goods train and, gaining

tremendous speed down a steep grade, collided with

a passenger train coming in the opposite direction.

Almost the entire

load wasdriven in-

to the head of the

engine, and in this

condition the en-

gine was brought

back to the city.

This same engine

was in another

wreck at exactly

the same place a

year or so before,

but, fortunately,

in the latter wreck

the broken arm of

the engineer was

the only injury

suffered by any-

one. Railroad

men say it was one

of the strangest

wrecks ever wit-

nessed. â��Ivtessrs.

Scabrook Bros.,

Charlottesville,

Virginia.
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AI.I. THAT WAS LEFT OF THE VILLAGE.

_'HE photograph reproduced here shows the upper

part of a church steeple as seen at Tavordo,

between the lakes at Lugano and Como. History

relates that some two hundred years ago an enormous

landslip from the adjoining mountain buried the

whole of the old village of I'orlezza, leaving only this

part of ihe church steeple emerging from ihe mass of

sand as the lonely tombstone of that immense grave.â��

Mr. Kimaldo Scolti, Lago di Como, Pognana, Italy.

A PAPER TRAVELLING-SUIT.

MCRAIiBE, of Paris, will make a trip from

. Alaska to California and from San Francisco

to New York in his "dinkey" touring-car wearing

the suits of paper clothes which he is now carry-

ing in his satchel. M. Crabl>e " invented " these

garments, if such a term may l>e used regarding

clothing, and he is justly proud of the feat. Clothing

made of this strange fabric will protect its wearer

from the icy blasts of Finland or the hot breath of the

Sahara Desert. In fact, it is suitable for any climate.

There are spring suits and winter suits, besides

summer garments, and they can be had in all colours

and cuts. Indeed, a full dress suit of black and a

white shirt of the same material were worn by

M. Crabbe as an experiment, and pronounced a

success. There are yachting suits and driving suits,

cycling suits and business suitsâ��in short, all kinds

of suits except bathing suits. The winter suits are

more closely woven, and afford as good protection

against the cold as do the Esquimaux's furs. Soils

made of this paper fabric can be packed in a very

small space and are very light to carry. Enough

clothing to last a full year in a country where all the

changes of seasons prevail could be packed in the

luggage-carrier on the handle-bar of a bicycle.â��The

Union Bureau of News, Philadelphia.

HOW DID IT GET

THERE?

WHILST an ash

tree was being

sawn up at Yeovil the

remarkable discovery of

a brick completely em-

bedded in the heart of

the trunk was made. The

brick was of a kind made

in the neighbourhood

about fifty years ago,

and in the process of

being absorbed into the

tree had apparently been

subjected to enormous

pressure, as it had under-

gone a distinct change

in shape. Like the fly-

in the amber, one won-

ders how the brick got

in the tree. The tree

within which the brick

was found was grown

on Mr. E. Pillard's pro-

perty, and the photo-

graph was taken by Mr.

W. Denmead, Earle

Street, Yeovil. â�� Mr.

J. H. Warner, ThÂ«

Avenue, Yeovil.
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WHAT KIND OF NEST IS THIS?

I SEND you a photograph of a bird's

nest (which I have in possession and

is for sale) found on Lachine Koad, a few

miles from Montreal. As you will see, the

nest has a cover which, when closed, com-

pletely hides the interior, and has a loop

with which to open it. I have asked

at the Natural History Society here in

Montreal, but they had never heard of

one. It looks like an unfinished nest of

one of the hang-nests (/cteriaif). Have

any of your readers ever come across

such a.n extraordinary nest as this?â��Mr.

R. R. Stroud, 529, St. Catherine Street

East, Montreal.

WHY SO UGLY?

I SEND you the photographs of some remarkable carvings

in Haarlem Cathedral (Holland). They are on the

elders' seals, and there does not appear to be any reason

why they should have been made so ugly. Perhaps your

readers may be able to explain the reason for such hideous

A COPPER CHIMNEY.

THE very curious chimney here shown is made of beaten

copper ; each leaf (and there are thirty-two of them) cost

liofr., or jÂ£4 Ss. The whole, including the putting it up,

therefore, cost 25,ooofr., or .Â£1,000. I have, unfortunately,

failed to catch the smoke, which at limes proceeds from the

palm - leaves in great volumes. The boat bathing-hous- on

which the palm-chimney stands is moored against the banks of

the Seine, near the) Pont Royal Quay. Formerly on this site

there was a well with a house (pump-room) attached, notable

for a figure of Christ with the Samaritan woman, a bell, and a

palm. The present palm-chimney keeps up the old tradition

and advertises the baths. Napoleon I. had ihe old establishment

destroyed on account of the bells, which annoyed him.â��Mr. C.

Force, Hotel dc 1'Union, Si. Servan, Ille-et-Vilaine, France.

carvings in a church.

The right-hand photo-

graph shows one of these

heads on a larger scale.

â��Mr. S. Leonard Bastin,

Ivy House, New Road,

Reading.
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AN IXUENIOUS SNAP-SHOT.

MY photograph is curious in that it was taken

by myself of myself, sitling by the lady,

and both watching the express train passing. By

means of a special apparatus made by me I can

control the action of the shutter with a thread

held in my right hand.â��Mr. Walter J. Alfrey, 66,

Workman Road, Kcntal Rise, W.

A TREE THAT WOULD NOT BE FELLED.

'"I'MIK photographs below depict a curious event

J. that took place recently in this State Near

Quorn, a small town of about one thousand in-

habitants and situated some two hundre.1 and fifty

miles north of Adelaide, a gum tree some eighty feet

in height and sixteen feet in circumference was being

felled ; after it fell it sprang back again into an

upright position close to its old stump, and there

remained for several hours (during which time it was

photographed), until it was eventually blown over by

the wind. In the first picture, with the whole of the

tree, you will see a man, a boy, and a dog standing

on the stump. The second picture shows an enlarged

view of the stump and lower part of ihe trunk of the

tree.â��Mr. Charles Glover, Richmond House, 165,

Gilles Street, Adelaide.

AN INTELLIGENT PLANT.

A CACTUS of a climbing.nature having grown In

such a size that it has spread over the whole 'if

the outer side of one end of a tin shed and partly over

the roof, and not gaining sufficient nourishment from

its roots in the ground, has sent out a second lot of

roots, which, as can be seen from the photograph,

have found their way through a small hole in the

roof. This bunch of roots has taken seven years to

grow, and measures about len feel in length by three

feet in circumference. It has still five feet to grow

before it reaches the ground.â��Mr. Frank A. O.

1'ym, Curator, Museum, King William's Town,

South Africa.
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SEVEN FAMOUS PAINTINGS.

HERE is one canvas at the

Tate Gallery which, however

few the visitors, is certain of

daily homage. It is a striking

example of the skill of the

master who painted it. A

warrior accoutred in Roman armour is

placing a hunch of red roses in the lap of a

lady who has fallen asleep over her work.

In the background a slave girl falls back in

half-transparent draperies, revealing a glimpse

of a sunlit court and a blue sky.

" I borrowed, at the suggestion of a literary

friend," writes Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema

to THE STRAND, " Goethe's beautiful lines

for the title of this picture, ' A Silent

Greeting.' I chose them because they

of me in 1885, and which remained in Amy

Lady Tale's private collection. That picture

has the title of 'A Foregone Conclusion.'

This title," continues Sir Lawrence, " is

the same as Mr. W. I). Howells gave to

one of his charming Venetian novels, and

which he allowed me to make use of for my

picture."

Everyone in the art world knows the care

which Sir Lawrence bestows on his canvases.

He is not only a master of colour and

technique, but he is an archaeologist deeply

versed in the costume, manners, and customs

of the ancient Roman world. It has

been stated, apparently on authority, that

for this picture Lady Alma-Tadema posed

as the heroine : but we have the authority

"HER MOTHKRS VOICE." Cefj'it/tl Itv; by I'nMwrafhijtlu U<,tlt,c*a/l. Bv \V. (,>. ORCH ARDSOX. K. A.

(l!y permission of the Merlin Photographic Co.. 133, New Bond Street, London, \V.)

explained the subject of the picture so

thoroughly. It was painted for my friend.

Sir Henry Tate, in the year 1889, and I

repainted it in 1891. At his request it was

to be the fellow to a picture which he bought

Vol. xxxii.â��76.

of the painter that this is not the case.

14 Lady Alma-Tadema," he writes, " sat for

very lew of my pictures, and certainly not

for the ' Silent Greeting.' "

When " Her Mother's Voice" was first
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sent for exhibition at the Royal Academy in

1888, the painter, Mr. W. Q. Orcliardson,

R.A., accompanied it with these lines :â��

But. O ! for the toiuh of a vanished hand

And llie sound of a voice thai is still.

Afterwards it was pointed out to him that

this beautiful couplet of Tennyson's had been

repeatedly used before, and thereupon he

substituted two other lines, as follows : â��

I'pon his widowed heart it falls,

Krhoin^ a hallowed tune.

Here we see an elderly figure seated in an

arm-chair, while his daughter is singing at the

moonlight," but not till early in 1872 was tht

picture painted.

Of a totally different character to any of

the foregoing is Mrs. Anna Lea Merritt's

charming picture, " Love Locked Out.'1

Love is here shown as a young boy pushing

at a golden door locked against him. It is

interesting to note that the original of the

figure was not a boy but a girl, the daughter

of a professional model. The picture was

first exhibited at the Royal Academy in

1890, and was that year purchased out of the

Chantrey Fund.

"THE SUMMKR MOON." Ilv LORI) LKIUHTON, P.R.A.

(!ly petmmiOD of 1*. .ind I). Colnaghi & Co , owners of the copyright.)

piano. A newspaper lies open upon his

knees, and he listens with a rapt expression

to her singing. Age has not banished the

vivid memories of the past when a voice like

his daughter's thrilled him, and he turned

lovingly the leaves of her music even as the

young girl's lover turns them now.

The idea of painting a picture with the

title of "The Summer Moon" occurred to

Lord Leighton as far back as 1867. " 1

wanted,'' he said, long afterwards, " to paint

two or three young women asleep in the

It is now more than thirty-two years since

Sir John Millais exhibited his famous "The

North-West Passage'' at the Royal Academy.

It has ever remained one of his most

popular pictures. A weather-beaten old

mariner is seated in a parlour with the window

looking out upon the ocean Beside him

sits his daughter, robed in white, reading out

some stirring narration of the search for the

North-West Passage. Close at hand is a large

chart of the Polar regions and the log-books

of former voyages " It might be done," he
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AMY ROKSART."

Bv \V. F. YF.AMF.S, R.A.
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'â�¢A Bl.OCKAKK Kl'VNER." Vlv HRITON KIVIKKK. 1! A.

(Hy |*riiiUMuii yf i'ie Purlin Photogr.iphk Co., 133, New IVi-iii >>trc^t, London. \\'.)

lilockacle Runner." "I do not remcmLeiy' It represents one of those moments o!

writes Mr. Briton Riviere, "whether the tier; and-rat tension of which the London

leaping terrier was painted from one of gardens furnish so many instances, and

my own dogs, hut I rather think it was. which have always greatly amused me."
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CHAPTER XXVI.

HOW NIGEL FOUND HIS THIRD DEED.

OUR archers lay behind a

clump of bushes ten yards in

front of the thick hedge which

shielded their companions.

Amid the long line of bowmen

those behind them were their

own company, and in the main the same

who were with Knolles in Brittany. The

four in front were their leaders: old Wat of

Carlisle, Ned Widdington, the red-headed

Dalesman, the bald bowyer Bartholomew,

and Samkin Aylward, newly rejoined after a

week's absence. All four were munching

bread and apples, for Aylward had brought

in a full haversack and divided them freely

amongst his starving comrades. The old

Borderer and the Yorkshireman were gaunt

and hollow-eyed with privation, while the

bowyer's round face had fallen in so

that the skin hung in loose pouches under

his eyes and beneath his jaws. Behind

them lines of haggard, wolfish men

glared through the underwood, silent and

watchful save that they burst into a fierce

yelp of welcome when Chandos and Nigel

galloped up, sprang from their horses, and

took their station beside them. All along

the green fringe of bowmen might be seen

the steel-clad figures of knights and squires

who had pushed their way into the front

line to share the

fortune of the

archers.

" I call to mind

that I once shot

six ends with a

Kentish woldsman

at Ashford "

began the bald

bowyer.

"Nay, nay, we

have heard that

story," said old

Wat, impatiently.

" Shut thy clap,

Bartholomew, for

it is no time for redeless gossip.

Walk down the line, I pray you,

and see if there be no frayed string, nor

broken nock, nor loosened whipping to be

mended."

The stout bowyer passed down the fringe

Vnl. xxxii _77

of bowmen amidst a running fire of rough

wit. Here and there a bow was thrust out

at him through the hedge for his professional

advice.

" Wax your heads!" he kept crying.

" Pass down the wax-pot and wax your heads!

A waxed arrow will pass where a dry will be

held. Tom Beverley, you jack-fool, where is

your bracer-guard ? Your string will flay

your arm ere you reach your up-shot this day.

And you, Watkin, draw not to your mouth,

as is your wont, but to your shoulder. You

are so used to the wine-pot that the string

must needs follow it. Nay, stand loose, and

give space for your drawing arms, for they

will be on us anon."

He ran back and joined his comrades in

the front, who had now risen to their feet.

Behind them a half-mile of archers stood

hidden by the hedge, each with his great war-

bow strung, half-a-dozen shafts loose beside

him, and eighteen more in the quiver slung

across his front. With arrow on string, their

feet firm-planted, their fierce, eager faces

peering through the branches, they awaited

the coming storm.

The broad flood of steel, after oozing

slowly forward, had stopped about a mile

from the English front. The greater part of

the army had then descended from their

horses, while a crowd of varlets and ostlers

led the steeds to the rear. The French formed

HERE AND THKKK A BOW WAS THRUST OUT AT HIM

FOR HIS PROFESSIONAL ADVICR,"
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themselves now into three great divisions,

which shimmered in the sun like silvery

pools, reed-capped with many a thousand of

banners and pennons. A space of several

hundred yards divided each. At the same

time two bodies of horsemen formed them-

selves in front. The first consisted of three

hundred men in one thick column, the

second of a thousand, riding in a more

extended line.

The Prince had ridden up to the line of

archers. He was in dark armour, his visor

open, and his handsome aquiline face all

glowing with spirit and martial fire. The

bowmen yelled at him, and he waved his

hands to them as a huntsman cheers his

hounds.

"Well, John, what think you now?" he

asked. " What would my noble father not

give to be by our side this day ? Have you

seen that they have left their horses ? "

" Yes, my fair lord, they have learned

their lesson," said Chandos. " Because we

have had good fortune upon our feet at

Crdcy and elsewhere they think that they

have found the trick of it. But it is in

my mind that it is very different to stand

when you are assailed, as we have done,

and to assail others when you must drag your

harness for a mile and come weary to the

fray."

" You speak wisely, John. But these

horsemen who form in front and ride slowly

towards us, what make you of them ? "

" Doubtless they hope to cut the strings

of our bowmen and so clear a way for the

others. But they are indeed a chosen band,

for mark you, fair sir, are not those the

colours of Clermont upon the left, and of

d'Andreghen upon the right, so that both

marshals ride with the vanguard ? "

" By God's soul, John ! " cried, the Prince,

" it is very sure that you can see more with

one eye than any man in this army with two.

But it is even as you say. And this larger

band behind?"

"They should be Germans, fair sir, by the

fashion of their harness."

The two bodies of horsemen had moved

slowly over the plain, with a space of nearly

a quarter of a mile between them. Now,

having come two bowshots from the hostile

line, they halted. All that they could see

of the English was the long hedge, with an

occasional twinkle of steel through its leafy

branches, and behind that the spear-heads of

the men-at-arms rising from amidst the brush-

wood and the vines. A lovely autumn country-

side, with changing, many-tinted, foliage, lay

stretched before them, all bathed in peaceful

sunshine, and nothing, save those flickering,

fitful gleams, to tell of the silent and lurking

enemy who barred their way. But the bold

spirit of the French cavaliers rose the higher

to the danger. The clamour of their war-cries

filled the air, and they tossed their pennoned

spears over their heads in menace and

defiance. From the English line it was a

noble sightâ��the gallant pawing, curveting

horses, the many-coloured twinkling riders,

the swoop and wave and toss of plume and

banner. Then a bugle rang forth. With a

sudden yell every spur struck deep, every

lance was laid in rest, and the whole gallant

squadron flew like a glittering thunderbolt

for the centre of the English line.

A hundred yards they had crossed, and

yet another hundred, but there was no move-

ment in front of them and no sound save

their own hoarse battle-cries and the thunder

of their horses. Ever swifter and swifter

they flew. From behind the hedge it was a

vision of horses, white, bay, and black, their

necks stretched, their nostrils distended, their

bellies to the ground, whilst of the rider one

could but see a shield with a plume-tufted

visor above it and a spear-head twinkling in

front. Then of a sudden the Prince raised

his hand and gave a cry. Chandos echoed

it, it swelled down the line, and with one

mighty chorus of twanging strings and

hissing shafts the long-pent storm broke at

last.

Alas for the noble steeds ! Alas for the

gallant men ! When the lust of battle is

over, who would not grieve to see that noble

squadron break into red ruin before the rain

of arrows beating upon the faces and breasts

of the horses ? The front rank crashed

down, and the others piled themselves upon

the top of them, unable to check their speed

or to swerve aside from the terrible wall of

their shattered comrades which had so sud-

denly sprung up before them. Fifteen feet

high was that blood-spurting mound of

screaming, kicking horses and writhing,

struggling men. Here and there on the

flanks a horseman cleared himself and

dashed for the hedge, only to have his

steed slain under him and to be hurled

from his saddle. Of all the three hundred

gallant riders not one ever reached that

fatal hedge.

But now, in a long, rolling wave of steel,

the German battalion roared swiftly onwards.

They opened in the centre to pass that

terrible mound of death, and then spurred

swiftly in upon the archers. They were
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brave men, well led, and in

their open lines they could

avoid the clubbing together

which had been the ruin

of the vanguard; yet they

perished singly even as the others had

perished together. A few were slain by the

arrows. The greater number had their

horses killed under them, and were so shaken

and shattered by the fall that they could not

raise their limbs, overweighted with iron,

from the spot where they lay. Three men

riding together broke through the bushes

which sheltered the leaders of the archers,

cut down Widdington the Dalesman, spurred

onwards through the hedge, dashed over the

bowmen behind it, and made for the Prince.

One fell with an arrow through his head, a

second was beaten from his saddle by

Chandos, and the third was slain by the

Prince's own hand. A second band broke

through near the river, but were cut

off by Lord Audby and his squires,

so that all were slain. A single horse-

man whose steed was mad with pain,

an arrow in its eye and a second in its

nostril, sprang over the hedge and clattered

through the whole army, disappearing amid

whoops and laughter into the woods behind.

But none others won as far as the hedge.

The whole front of the position was fringed

with a litter of German wounded or dead,

while one great heap in the centre marked

the downfall of the gallant French three

hundred.

Whilst these two waves of the attack had

"WITH ONE MIGHTY CHORUS Of TWANGING

STRINGS AND HISSING SHAFTS THE LONG-PENT

STORM BROKE AT LAST."

broken in front of the

English position, leav-

ing this bloodstained

wreckage behind them,

the main divisions had

halted and made their

last preparations for

their own assault. They

had not yet begun their

advance, and the nearest

was still half a mile dis-

tant, when the few sur-

vivors from the forlorn

hope, their maddened

horses bristling with

arrows, flew past them

on either flank. At the

same moment the Eng-

lish archers and men-at-

arms dashed through

the hedge and dragged

all who were living out

of that tangled heap of

shattered horses and

men.

It was a mad, wild

rush, for in a f e w

minutes the fight must

be renewed, and yet there was a rich harvest

of wealth for the lucky man who could pick

a wealthy prisoner from amid the crowd.

The nobler spirits disdained to think of

ransoms whilst the fight was still unsettled,

but a swarm of needy soldiers, Gascons and

English, dragged the wounded out by the leg

or the arm, and with daggers at their throats

demanded their names, title, and means.

He who had made a good prize hurried him

to the rear, where his own servants could

guard him, while he who was disappointed

too often drove the dagger home and then

rushed once more into the tangle in the hope

of better luck. Clermont, with an arrow

through the sky-blue virgin on his surcoat,

lay dead within ten paces of the hedge.

D'Andreghen was dragged by a penniless

squire from under a horse and became his

prisoner. The Earls of Salzburg and of

Nassau were both found helpless on the

ground and taken to the rear. Aylward

cast his thick arms round Count Otto

von Langenback, and laid him, helpless

from a broken leg, behind his bush.

Black Simon had made prize of Bernard,

Count of Ventadour, and hurried him through

the hedge. Everywhere there were rushing

and shouting, brawling and buffeting, while

amidst it all a swarm of archers were seeking

their shafts, plucking them from the dead,
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and sometimes even from the wounded.

Then there was a sudden cry of warning.

In a moment every man was back in his

place once more, and the line of the hedge

was clear.

It was high time, for already the first

division of the French was close upon them.

If the charge of the horsemen had been

terrible from its rush and its fire, this steady

advance of a huge phalanx of armoured foot-

men was even more fearsome to the spectator.

They moved very slowly, on account of the

weight of their armour, but their progress

was the more regular and inexorable.

With elbows touching, their shields slung

in front, their short five-foot spears carried

in their right hands, and .their maces

or swords ready at their belts, the deep

column of men at-arms moved onwards.

Again the storm of arrows

beat upon them, clinking

and thudding on the

armour. They crouched

double behind their

shields as they met it.

Many fell, but still the

slow tide lapped onwards.

Yelling they surged up to

the hedge, and lined it

for half a mile, struggling

hard to pierce it. For

five minutes the long,

straining ranks faced each

other with fierce stab of

spear on one side and

heavy beat of axe or mace

upon the other. In many

parts the hedge was

pierced or levelled to the

ground, and the French

men at-arms were raging

amongst the archers, hack-

ing and hewing among

the lightly - armed men.

For a moment it seemed

as if the battle was on

the turn.

But John de Vere, Karl

of Oxford, cool, wise, and

crafty in war, saw and

seized his chance. On

the right flank a marshy

meadow skirte:! the river.

So soft was it that a

heavily-armed man would

sink to his knees. At his

order a spray of light bow-

men was thrown out from

the battle-line, and forming

upon the flank of the French poured their

arrows into them. At the same moment

Chandos, with Audley, Nigel, Bartholomew

Berghersh, the Captal de Buch, and a score

of other knights, sprang upon their horses,

and charging down the narrow lane rode

over the French line in front of them. Once

through it they spurred to left and right,

trampling down the dismounted men-at-arms.

A fearsome sight was Pommers that day, his

red eyes rolling, his nostrils gaping, his

tawny mane tossing, and his savage teeth

gnashing in fury, as he tore and smashed

and ground beneath his ramping hoofs all

that came before him. Fearsome too was

the rider, ice-cool, alert, concentrated of

purpose, with heart of fire and muscles of

steel. A very angel of battle he seemed

as he drove his maddened horse through

*A VKRY AN<;EL OF BATTLF. HE SFF.MFD AS HE DROVE HIS MADDKKED HORSE

THKOIT.H TUB THICKEST OF THE f-RRsi"
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the thickest of the press; but, strive as he

would, the tall figure of his master upon his

coal-black steed was ever half a length before

him. Already the moment of danger was

passed. The French line had given back.

Those who had pierced the hedge had fallen

like brave men amid the ranks of their foe-

men. The division of Warwick had hurried

up from the vineyards to fill the gaps of

Salisbury's battle - line. Back rolled the

shining tide, slowly at first, even as it had

advanced, but quicker now as the bolder fell

and the weaker shredded out and shuffled

with ungainly speed for a place of safety.

Again there was a rush from behind the

hedge. Again there was a reaping of that

strange crop of bearded arrows which grew

so thick upon the ground, and again the

wounded prisoners were seized and dragged

in brutal haste to the rear. Then the line

was restored, and the English, weary, pant-

ing, and shaken, awaited the next attack.

But a great good fortune had come to

themâ��so great that as they looked down the

valley they could scarce credit their own

senses. Behind the division of the Dauphin,

which had pressed them so hard, stood a

second division hardly less numerous, led by

the Duke of Orleans. The fugitives from in

front, blood-smeared and bedraggled, blinded

with sweat and with fear, rushed amidst its

ranks in their flight, and in a moment, with-

out a blow being struck, had carried them off

in their wild rout. This vast array, so solid

and so martial, thawed suddenly away like a

snow-wreath in the sun. It was gone, and in

its place thousands of shining dots scattered

over the whole plain as each man made his

own way to the spot where he could find his

horse and bear himself from the field. For

a moment it seemed that the battle was won,

and a thunder-shout of joy pealed up from

the English line. Hut as the curtain of the

Duke's division was drawn away it was only

to disclose, stretching far behind it and span-

ning the valley from side to side, the magni-

ficent array of the French King, solid, un-

shaken, and preparing its ranks for the attack.

Its numbers were as great as those of "the

English army; it was unscathed by all that

was past, and it had a valiant monarch to

lead it to the charge. With the slow delibera-

tion of the man \vho means to do or die, its

leader marshalled its ranks for the supreme

effort of the day.

Meanwhile, during that brief moment of

exultation when the battla appeared to be

won, a crowd of hot-headÂ«d young knights

and squires swarmed and clamoured round

the Prince, beseeching that he would allow

them to ride forth.

" See this insolent fellow who bears three

martlets upon a field gulÂ»s!" cried Sir

Maurice Berkeley. " He stands betwixt the

two armies as though he had no dread

of us."

" I pray you, sir, that I may ride out to

him, since he seems ready to attempt some

small deed," pleaded Nigel.

" Nay, fair sirs, it is an evil thing that we

should break our line, seeing that we still

have much to do," said the Prince. " See,

he rides away, and so the matter is settled."

" Nay, fair Prince," said the young knight

who had spoken first. " My grey horse,

Lebryte, could run him down ere he could

reach shelter. Never since I left Severn

side have I seen steed so fleet as mine.

Shall I not show you?" In an instant he

had spurred the charger and was speeding

across the plain.

The Frenchman, John de Helcnnes, a

squire of Picardy, had \vaited with a burn-

ing heart, his soul sick at the flight of the

division in which he had ridden. In the

hope of doing some redeeming exploit or

of meeting his own death he had loitered

betwixt the armies* but no movement had

come from the English lines. Now he had

turned his horse's head to join the King's

array, when the low drumming of hoofs

sounded behind him, and he turned to find

a horseman hard upon his heels. Each had

drawn his sword, and the two armies paused

to view the fight. In the first bout Sir

Maurice Berkeley's was struck from his

hand, and as he sprang down to recover it

the Frenchman ran him through the thigh,

dismounted from his horse, and received his

surrender. As the unfortunate Englishman

hobbled away at the side of his captor a roar

of laughter burst from both armies at the

spectacle.

" By my ten finger-bones ! " cried Aylward,

chuckling behind the remains of his bush,

" he found more on his distaff that time

than he knew how to spin. Who was the

knight?"

" By his arms," said old Wat, " he should

either be a Berkeley of the West or a Popham

of Kent."

" I call to mind that I shot a match of six

ends once with a Kentish woldsmanâ��

began the fat bowyer.

" Nay, nay, stint thy talk, Bartholomew ! "

cried old Wat. " Here is poor Ned with his

head cloven, and it would be more fitting if

you were saying aves for his soul instead
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" EACH HAD DRAWN HIS SWORD, AND THE TWO AKMIF.S PAUSED TO VIEW THE FIGHT."

of all this bobance and boasting. How

now, Tom of Beverley ? "

" We have suffered sorely in this last bout,

Wat. There are forty of our men upon their

backs, and the Dean Foresters on the right

are in worse case still."

" Talking will not mend it, Tom, and if all

but one were on their b,acks he must still

hold his ground."

Whilst the archers were chatting the

leaders of the army were in solemn conclave

just behind them. Two divisions of the

French had been repulsed, and yet there was

many an anxious face as the older knights

looked across the plain at the unbroken

array of the French King moving slowly

towards them. The line of the archers was

much thinned and shredded. Many knights

and squires had been disabled in the long

and fierce combat at the hedge. Others,

exhausted by want of food, had no strength

left and were stretched panting upon the

ground. Some were engaged in carrying the

wounded to the rear and iaying them under

the shelter of the trees, whilst others were

replacing their broken swords or lances from

the weapons of the slain. The Captal de

Buch, brave and experienced as he was,

frowned darkly and whispered his misgivings

to Chandos. But the Prince's courage flamed

the higher as the shadow fell, while his dark

eyes gleamed with a soldier's pride as he

glanced round him at his weary comrades

and then at the dense masses of the King's

battalions, which now, with a hundred trumpets

blaring and a thousand pennons waving,

rolled slowly over the plain.

" Come what may, John, this has been a

most noble meeting," said he. " They will

not be ashamed of us in England. Take

heart, my friends, for if we conquer we shall

carry the glory ever with us ; but if we be

slain then we die most worshipfully and in

high honour, as we have ever prayed that

we might die, and we leave behind us our

brothers and kinsmen, who will assuredly

avenge us. It is but one more effort and

all will be well. Warwick, Oxford, Salisbury,

Suffolk â�� every man to the front ! My

banner to the front also ! Your horses, fair

sirs ! The archers are spent and our own

good lances must win the field this day.

Advance, Walter, and may God and St.

George be with England ! "

Sir Walter Woodland, riding a high black

horse, took station by the Prince, with the

Royal banner resting in a socket by his

saddle. From all sides the knights and

squires crowded in upon it, until they formed

a great squadron containing the survivors of

the battalions of Warwick and Salisbury as

well as those of the Prince. Four hundred

men-at-arms who had been held in reserve

were brought up and thickened the array ;

but even so Chandos's face was grave as he

scanned it and then turned his eyes upon

the masses of the Frenchmen.

" I like it not, fair sir. The weight is over

great," he whispered to the Prince.

" How would you order it, John ? Speak

what is in your mind."

" We should attempt something upon their

flank whilst we hold them in front. How-

say you, Jean?" He turned to the Captal

de Buch, whose dark, resolute face reflected

the same misgivings.
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" Indeed, John, I think as you do," said

he. " The French King is a very valiant

man, and so are those who are about him,

and I know not how we may drive them

back unless we can do as you advise. If you

will give me only a hundred men I will

attempt it."

" Surely the task is mine, fair sir, since the

thought has come from me ? " said Chandos.

" Nay, John, I would keep you at my side.

But you speak well, Jean, and you shall do

even as you have said. Go ask the Earl of

Oxford for a hundred men-at-arms and as

many hobelers, that you may ride round the

mound yonder and so fall upon them un-

seen. Let all that are left of the archers

gather on each side, shoot away their arrows,

and then fight as best they may. Wait till

they are past yonder thorn bush, and then,

Walter, bear my banner straight against that

of the King of France. Fair sirs, may God

and the thought of your ladies hold high

your hearts!"

The French monarch, seeing that his foot-

men had made no impression upon the

English, and also that the hedge had been

well-nigh levelled to

the ground in the

course of the combat,

so that it no longer

presented an ob-

stacle, had ordered

his followers to re-

mount their horses,

and it was as a solid

mass of cavalry that

the chivalry of

France advanced to

their last supreme

effort. The King

was in the centre of

the front line, Geof-

rey de Chargny with

the golden oriflamme

upon his right, and

Eustace de Ribeau-

mont with the Royal

lilies upon the left.

At his elbow was the

Duke of Athens,

High Constable of

France, and round

him were the nobles

of the Court, fiery

and furious, yelling

their war-cries as they

waved their weapons over their

heads. Six thousand gallant men

of the bravest race in Europe,

men whose very names are like blasts of a

battle-trumpet â�� Beaujeus and Chatillons,

Tancarvilles and Ventadoursâ��pressed hard

behind the silver lilies. Slowly they moved at

first, walking their horses that they might be

the fresher for the shock. Then they broke

into a trot which was quickening into a gallop

when the remains of the hedge in front of

them were beaten in an instant to the ground,

and the broad line of the steel-clad chivalry

of England swept grandly forth to the final

shock. With loose rein and busy spur the

two lines of horsemen galloped at the top of

their speed straight and hard for each other.

An instant later they met with a thunder-

crash which was heard by the burghers on

the walls of Poitiers, seven good miles away.

Under that frightful impact horses fell

dead with broken necks, and many a rider,

held in his saddle by the high pommel,

fractured his thighs with the shock. Here

and there a pair met breast to breast,

the horses rearing straight upwards and

falling back upon their masters. But for

the most part the line had opened in the

gallop, and the cavaliers, flying through the

gaps, buried them-

selves in the enemy's

ranks. Then the

flanks shredded out,

and the thick press

in the centre

loosened until there

was space to swing a

sword and to guide

a steed. For ten

acres there was one

wild, tumultuous

swirl of tossing

heads, of gleaming

weapons which rose

and fell, of upthrown

hands, of waving

plumes, and of lifted

shields, whilst the

din of a thousand

war - cries and the

clash-clash of metal

upon metal rose and

swelled like the roar

and beat of an ocean

surge upon a rock-

bound coast. Back-

ward and forward

swayed the mighty

throng, now down

the valley and now

up, as each side in

turn put forth its

" THERE WAS ONE WILD, TUMULTUOUS

SWIRL OF TOSSING HEADS, OF GLEAMING

WEAPONS WHICH ROSE AND FELL."
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strength for a fresh rally. Locked in one long,

deadly grapple, great England and gallant

France, with iron hearts and souls of fire,

strove and strove for mastery.

Sir Walter Woodland, riding hard upon his

high black horse, had plunged into the swelter

and headed for the blue and silver banner of

King John. Close at his heels in a solid

wedge rode the Prince, Chandos, Nigel, Lord

Reginald Cobham, Auclley with his four

famous squires, and a score of the flower of the

English and Gascon knighthood. Holding

together and bearing down opposition by a

shower of blows and by the weight of their

powerful horses, their progress was still very

slow, for ever fresh waves of French cavaliers

surged up against them-and broke in front,

only to close in again upon their rear.

Sometimes they were swept backwards by

the rush, sometimes they gained a few paces,

sometimes they could but keep their foot-

hold ; and yet from minute to minute that

blue and silver flag which waved above the

press grew ever a little closer. A dozen

furious, hard breathing French knights had

broken into their ranks and clutched at Sir

Walter Woodland's banner, but Chandos and

Nigel guarded it on one side, Audley with

his squires on the other, so that no man laid

his hand upon it and lived.

But now there was a distant crash and a

roar of " St. George for Guienne ! " from

behind. The Captal de Buch had charged

home. " St. George for England ! " yelled

the main attack, and ever the counter cry

came back to them from afar. The ranks

opened in front of them. The French were

giving way. A small knight with golden

scroll-work upon his armour threw himself

upon the Prince and was struck dead by his

mace. It was the Duke of Athens, Constable

of France, but none had time to note it, and

the fight rolled on over his body. Looser

still were the French ranks. Many were

turning their horses, for that ominous roar

from the rear had shaken their resolution.

The little English wedge poured onwards, the

Prince, Chandos, Audley, and Nigel ever in

the van.

A huge warrior in black, bearing a

golden banner, appeared suddenly in a gap

of the shredding ranks. He tossed his

precious burden to a squire, who bore it

away. Like a pack of hounds on the very

haunch of a deer the English rushed yelling

for the orifiamme. But the black warrior

flung himself across their path. " Chargny !

Chargny a la recousse !" he roared, with a

voice of thunder. Sir Reginald Cobham

dropped before his battle-axe, so did the

Gascon, de Clisson. Nigel was beaten down

on to the crupper of his horse by a sweeping

blow, but at the same instant Chandos's

quick blade passed through the Frenchman's

camail and pierced his throat. So died

Geoffrey de Chargnyâ��but the oriflamme was

saved.

Dazed with the shock, Nigel still kept his

saddle, and Pommers, his yellow hide mottled

with blood, bore him onwards with the

others. The French horsemen were now in

full flight, but one stern group of knights

stood firm, like a rock in a rushing torrent,

beating off all, whether friend or foe, who

tried to break their ranks. The oriflamme had

gone, and so had the blue and silver banner,

but here were desperate men .ready to fight

to the death. In their ranks honour was

to be reaped. The Prince and his follow-

ing hurled themselves upon them while

the rest of the English horsemen swept

onwards to secure the fugitives and to

win their ransoms. But the nobler spirits

â��Audley, Chandos, and the othersâ��would

have thought it shame to gain money whilst

there was work to be done or honour to be

won. Furious was the wild attack, desperate

the prolonged defence. Men fell from their

saddles for very exhaustion. Nigel, still at

his place near Chandos's elbow, was hotly

attacked by a short, broad-shouldered warrior

upon a stout white cob, but Pommers reared

with pawing fore-feet and dashed the smaller

horse to the ground. The falling rider

clutched Nigel's arm and tore him from the

saddle, so that the two rolled upon the grass

under the stamping hoofs, the English squire

on the top, and his shortened sword glim-

mered before the visor of the gasping,

breathless Frenchman.

" Je me rends ! je me rends ! " he panted.

For a moment a vision of rich ransoms

passed through Nigel's brain. That noble

palfrey, that gold-flecked armour, meant

fortune to the captor. Let others have it.'

There was work still to be done. How

could he desert the Prince and his noble

master for the sake of a private gain? Could

he lead a prisoner to the rear when honour

beckoned him to the van? He staggered to

his feet, seized Pommers by the mane, and

swung himself into the saddle. An instant

later he was by Chandos's side once more and

they were bursting together through the

last ranks of the gallant group who had

fought so bravely to the end. Behind them

was one long swathe of the dead and the

wounded. In front the whole wide plain
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â�¢as covered with the flying French and

icir pursuers. The Prince reined up his

teed and opened his visor, whilst his

jllowers crowded round him with waving

-eapons and frenzied shouts of victory.

" What now, John ?"

ried the smiling Prince,

-'iping his streaming face

nth his ungauntleted hand.

; How fares it, then ? "

" I am little hurt, fair

ord, save for a crushed

land and a spear-prick in

he shoulder. But you,

;ir? I trust you have no

icathe ? "

" In truth, John, with

fou at one elbow and Lord

\udley at the other, I know

.lot how I could come to

iiarm. But, alas ! I fear

that Sir James is sorely

stricken."'

The gallant Lord Audley

had dropped upon the

ground and the blood

oozed from every crevice

of his battered armour.

His four brave squiresâ��

Button of Dutton, Delves

of Doddington, Fowlhurst

of Crewe, and Hawkstone

of Wainhillâ��wounded and

weary themselves, but with

no thought save for their

master, unlaced his helmet

and bathed his pallid,

blood-stained face. He

looked up at the Prince

with burning eyes.

" I thank you, sir, for

deigning to consider so

poor a knight as myself,"

said he, in a feeble voice.

The Prince dismounted and bent over him.

" I am bound to honour you very much,

James," said he, " for by your valour this day

you have won glory and renown above us all,

and your prowess has proved you to be the

bravest knight."

" My lord," murmured the wounded man,

" you have a right to say what you please,

but I wish it were as you say."

"James," said the Prince, " from this time

onwards I make you a knight of my own

household, and I settle upon you five

hundred marks of yearly income from my

own estates in England."

"Sir," the knight answered, "God make

Vol. xxxii.â��78.

me worthy of the good fortune you bestow

upon me. Your knight I will ever be, and

the money I will divide with your leave

amongst these four squires, who have brought

me whatever glory I have won this day."

THE PRINCE REINED UP HIS STEED AND OPENED HIS VISOR.

So saying, his head fell back, and he lay

white and silent upon the grass.

" Bring water," said the Prince. " Let the

Royal leech see to him, for I had rather

lose many men than the good Sir James.

Ha! Chandos, what have we here?"

A knight lay across the path with his

helmet beaten down upon his shoulders. On

his surcoat and shield were the arms of a red

griffen.

" It is Robert de Duras, the spy," said

Chandos.

" Well for him that he has met his end,"

said the angry Prince. " Put him on his

shield, Hubert, and let four archers bear him
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to the monastery. Lay him at the feet of

the Cardinal, and say that by this sign I greet

him. Place my flag on yonder high bush,

Walter, and let my tent be raised there, that

my friends may know where to seek me."

The flight and pursuit had thundered far

away and the field was deserted save for the

numerous groups of weary horsemen who

were making their way back, driving their

prisoners before them. The archers were

scattered over the whole plain, rifling the

saddle-bags and gathering the armour of

those who had fallen, or searching for their

own scattered arrows. Suddenly, however,

as the Prince was turning towards the bush

which he had chosen for his head-quarters,

there broke out from behind him an extra-

ordinary uproar," and a group of knights

and squires came pouring towards him, all

arguing, swearing, and abusing each other in

French and English at the tops of their

voices. In the midst of them limped a stout

little man in gold-spangled armour, who

appeared to be the object of the contention,

for one would drag him one way, and one

another, as though they would pull him limb

from limb.

" Nay, fair sirs, gently, gently, I pray you !"

he pleaded. "There is enough for all, and

no need to treat me so rudely."

But ever the hubbub broke out again, and

swords gleamed as the angry disputants

glared furiously at each other. The Prince's

eyes fell upon the small prisoner, and he

staggered back with a gasp of astonishment.

" King John ! " he cried.

A shout of joy rose from the warriors

around him.

" The King of France! The King of

France a prisoner !" they cried, in an ecstasy.

" Nay, nay, fair sirs, let him not hear that

we rejoice. Let no word bring pain to his

soul!" Running forward, the Prince clasped

the French King by the two hands.

" Most welcome, sire ! " he cried.

" Indeed, it is good for us that so gallant

a knight should stay with us for some short

time, since the chance of war has so ordered

it. Wine there ! Bring wine for the King ! "

But John was flushed and angry. His

helmet had been roughly torn off, and blood

was smeared upon his cheek. His noisy

captors stood around him in a circle, eyeing

him hungrily, like dogs who have been

beaten from their quarry. There were

Gascons and Englishâ��knights, squires, and

archersâ��all pushing and straining.

" I pray you, fair Prince, to get rid of

these rude fellows," said King John, "for

indeed they have plagued me sorely. By

St. Denis! my arm has been well-nigh

pulled from its socket."

" What wish you, then ? " asked the Prince,

turning angrily upon the noisy swarm of his

followers.

" We took him, fair lord. He is ours ! K

cried a score of voices. They closed in, all

yelping together like a pack of wolves. " It

was I, fair lord '. " " Nay, it was I !" " You

lie, you rasral; it was I !" Again their

fierce eyes glared and their blood-stained

hands sought the hilts of their weapons.

" Nay, this must be settled here and now,"

said the Prince. " I crave your patience,

fair and honoured sir, for a few brief minutes,

since indeed much ill-will may spring from

this if it be not set at rest. Who is this tall

knight who can scarce keep his hands from

the King's shoulder ? "

" It is Dennis de Morbecque, my lord, a

knight of St. Omer, who is in our service,

being an outlaw from France."

" I call him to mind. How then, Sir

Dennis ? What say you in this matter? "

" He gave himself to me, fair lord. He

had fallen in the press, and I came upon him

and seized him. I told him that I was a

knight from Artois, and he gave me his glove.

See here, I bear it in my hand."

" It is true, fair lord ! It is true !" cried a

dozen French voices.

" Nay, sir, judge not too soon ! " shouted

an Itnglish squire, pushing his way to the

front. " It was I who had him at my mercy

and he is my prisoner, for he spoke to this

man only because he could tell by his tongue

that he was his own countryman. I took

him, and here are a score to prove it."

"It is true, fair lord. We saw it and

it was even so," cried a chorus of Englishmen.

At all times there was growling and

snapping betwixt the English and their allies

of France. The Prince saw how easily this

might set a light to such a flame as could not

readily be quenched. It must be stamped

out now, ere it had time to mount.

" Fair and honoured lord," he said to the

King, " again I pray you for a moment of

patience. It is your word, and only yours,

which can tell us what is just and right. To

whom were you graciously pleased to commit

your Royal person ? "

King John looked up from the flagon

which had been brought to him and wiped

his lips, with the dawnings of a smile upon his

ruddy face.

" It was not this Englishman," he said, and

a cheer burst from the Gascons, " Nor was
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it this bastard Frenchman," he added. " To

neither of them did I surrender."

There was a hush of surprise.

" To whom, then, sire ?" asked the Prince.

The King looked slowly round.

" There was a devil of a yellow horse,"

said he. " My poor palfrey went over like a

skittle-pin before a ball. Of the rider I know

nothing save that he bore red roses on a silver

shield. Ah ! by St. Denis, there is the man

himself, and there his thrice-accursed horse ! "

His head swimming, and moving as if in a

dream, Nigel found himself the centre of the

circle of armed and angry men. The 1'rince

laid his hand upon his shoulder.

" Nay, fair lord, I did not receive it."

" Did you hear him give it ? "

" I heard, sir, but I did not know that it

was the King. My master, Lord Chandos,

had gone on, and I followed after."

" And left him lying. Then the surrender

was not complete, and by the laws of war the

ransom goes to Dennis de Morbecque, if his

story be true."

" It is true," said the King. " He was the

second."

"Then the ransom is yours, Dennis. But

for my part I swear by my father's soul that

I had rather have the honour this squire has

gathered than the richest ransoms of France."

"RISE UP, SIR NIGEL!"

" It is the little cock of Tilford Bridge,"

said he. " On my father's soul, I have ever

said that you would win your way. Did you

receive the King's surrender?"

At these words, spoken before that circle

of noble warriors, Nigel's heart gave one

great throb, and he dropped upon his knee

before the Prince.
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" Fair lord, how can I thank you ?" he

murmured. " These words at least are more

than any ransom."

" Rise up ! " said the smiling Prince, and

he smote with his sword upon his shoulder.

" England has lost a brave squire and has

gained a gallant knight. Nay, linger not, I

pray. Rise up, Sir Nigel! "

CHAPTER XXVII.

HOW THE THIRD MESSENGER CAMK TO

COS FORD.

Two months have passed, and the long

slopes of Hindhcad are russet with the faded

fernsâ��the fuzzy brown pelt which wraps the

chilling earth. With whoop and scream the

wild November wind sweeps over the great

rolling downs, tossing the branches of the

Cosford beeches and rattling at the rude

latticed windows. The stout old Knight of

Dupplin, grown even a little stouter, with

whiter beard to fringe an ever redder face,

sits as of yore at the head of his own board.

A well-heaped platter, flanked by a foaming

tankard, stands before him. At his right sits

the Lady Mary, her dark, plain, queenly face

marked deep with those years of weary wait-

ing, but bearing the gentle grace and dignity

which only sorrow and restraint can give.

On his left is Mathew, the old priest. Long

ago the golden-haired beauty had passed

from Cosford to Fernhurst, where the young

and beautiful Lady Edith Brocas is the belle

of all Sussex, a sunbeam of smiles and merri-

ment, save perhaps when her thoughts for an

instant fly back to that dread night when she

was plucked from under the very talons of

the foul hawk of Shalford.

The old knight looked up as a fresh gust

of wind with a dash of rain beat against the

window behind him.

" By St. Hubert, it is a wild night!"

said he. " I had hoped to-morrow to have a

flight at a heron of the pool or a mallard in

the brook. How fares it with little Kather-

ine the peregrine, Mary ? "

" I have joined the wing, father, and I

have imped the feathers, but I fear it will be

Christmas ere she can fly again."

" This is a hard saying," said Sir John,

" for indeed I have seen no bolder, better

bird. Her wing was broken by a heron's

beak last Sabbath sennight, holy father, and

Mary has the mending of it."

" I trust, my son, that you had heard mass

ere you turned to worldly pleasure upon

God's holy day ? " Father Mathew answered.

"Tut, tut!" said the old knight, laughing.

" Shall I make confession at the head of n,y

own table ? I can worship the good God

amongst His own works, the woods and the

fields, better than in yon pile of stone and

wood. But I call to mind a charm for a

wounded hawk which was taught me by the

fowler of Gaston de Foix. How did it run ?

' The Lion of the Tribe of Judah, the root

of David, has conquered.' Yes, those were

the words to be said three times as you walk

round the perch where the bird is mewed."

The old priest shook his head.

" Nay, these charms are tricks of the

devil," said he. " Holy Church lends them

no countenance, for they are neither good

nor fair. But how is it now with your

tapestry, lady Mary ? When last I was

beneath this roof you had half done in five

fair colours the story of Theseus and

Ariadne."

" It is half done still, holy father.'1

" How is this, my daughter ? Have you,

then, so many calls ?"

" Nay, holy father, her thoughts are other-

where," Sir John answered. "She will sit

an hour at a time, the needle in her hand

and her soul a hundred leagues from Cosford

House. Ever since the Prince's battle "

" Good father, I beg you "

" Nay, Mary, none can hear me save your

own confessor, Father Mathew. Ever since

the Prince's battle, I say, when we heard

that young Nigel had won such honour,

she is brain-wode, and sits everâ��well, even

as you see her now."

An intent look had come into Mary's

eyes; her gaze was fixed upon the dark,

rain-splashed window. It was a face carved

from ivory, white-lipped and rigid, on which

the old priest looked.

"What is it, my daughter? What do you

see ? "

" I see nothing, father."

" What is it, then, that disturbs you ? "

" I hear, father."

" What do you hear ? "

" There are horsemen on the road."

The old knight laughed.

'' So it goes on, father. What day is there

that a hundred horsemen do not pass our

gate, and yet every clink of hoofs sets her

poor heart a-trembling. So strong and stead-

fast she has ever been, my Mary, and now

no sound too slight to shake her to the soul!

Nay, daughter, nay, I pray you ! "

She had half risen from her chair, her

hands clenched and her dark, startled eyes

still fixed upon the window.

" I hear them, father ! I hear them amid

the wind and the rain! Yes, yes, they are
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turningâ��they have turned ! My God, they

are at our very door ! "

" By St. Hubert, the girl is right!" cried

old Sir John, beating his fist upon the board.

" Ho, varlets, out with you to the yard ! Set

the mulled wine on the blaze once more.

There are travellers at the gate, and it is no

night to keep a dog waiting at our door.

Hurry, Hannekin, hurry, I say, or I will

haste you with my cudgel! " .

Plainly to the ears of all men could be

heard the stamping of the horses. Mary had

stood up, quivering in every limb. An eager

step at the threshold, the door was flung

wide, and there in the opening stood Nigel,

the rain gleaming upon his smiling face, his

cheeks flushed with the beating of the wind,

his blue eyes shining with tenderness and

love. Something held her by the throat, the

light of the torches danced up and down, but

her strong spirit rose at the thought that

others should see that inner holy of holies of

her soul. There is a heroism of women to

which no valour of man can attain. Her

eyes only carried him her message as she

held out her

hand.

"Welcome,

Nigel!" said she.

He stooped

and kissed it.

"St. Catherine

has brought me

home," said he.

A merry sup-

per it was at Cos-

ford Manor that

night, with Nigel

at the head be-

twixt the jovial

old knight and

the Lady Mary,

whilst at the far-

ther end Samkin

Ay 1 ward, wedged

bet ween two servant-maids,

kept his neighbours in

alternate laughter and

terror as he told his tales

of the French Wars. Nigel

had to turn his doeskin

heels and show his little

golden spurs. As he spoke

of what was past Sir John

clapped him on the shoulder, while Mary took

his strong right hand in hers, and the good

old priest, smiling, blessed them both. Nigel

had drawn a little golden ring from his pocket,

and it twinkled in the torchlight. " Did you

say that you must go on your way to-morrow,

father ? " he asked the priest.

" Indeed, fair son, the matter presses."

" But you may bide the morning?'

" It will suffice if I start at noon."

" Much may be done in a morning." He

looked at Mary, who blushed and smiled.

" By St. Paul, I have waited long enough ! "

" Good ! good ! " chuckled the old knight,

with wheezy laughter. " Even so I wooed

your mother, Mary. Wooers were brisk in

the olden time. To-morrow is Tuesday, and

Tuesday is ever a lucky day. Alas, that the

good Dame Ermyntrude is no longer with us

to see it done ! The old Hound must run

us down, Nigel, and I hear its bay upon my

own heels, but my heart will rejoice that

before the end I may call you son. Give me

your hand, Maryâ��and yours, Nigel. Now

take an old man's blessing, and may God

keep and guard you both, and give you your

desert, for I believe on my soul that in all

this broad land there dwells no nobler man,

nor any woman more fitted to be his mate."

There let us

leave them, their

hearts full of

gentle joy, the

golden future of

hope and promise

stretching out be-

fore their youth-

ful eyes. Alas

for those green

spring dream-

ings ! How often

do they fade and

wither until they

fall and rot, a

dreary sight, by

the wayside of

life! But here,

by God's bless-

ing, it was not

so, for they bur-

geoned and they

grew, ever fairer

and more noble,

until the whole

wide world might

marvel at the

beauty of it. It

has been told else-

where how, as the years passed, Nigel's name

rose higher in honour, but still Mary's would

keep pace with it, each helping and sustaining

the other upon an ever higher path. In many

"MARY HAD STOOD UP, QUIVERING IN EVERY LIMB."
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NOW TAKE AN OLD MAN S HLF.SSING, AND

MAY GOD KEKT AND (ifAKD YOU BOTH."

lands did Nigel carve his fame, and ever as

he returned spent and weary from his work he

drank fresh strength and fire and craving for

honour from her who glorified his home.

At Twynham Castle they dwelled for many

years, beloved and honoured by all. Then

in the fullness of time they came back to the

Tilford manor-house and spent their happy,

healthy age amid those heather downs

where Nigel had passed his first lusty youth,

ere ever he turned his face to the wars.

Thither also came Aylward when he had

left the Pied Merlin, where for many

a year he sold ale to the men of the

forest.

But the years pass ; the old wheel turns

and ever the thread runs out. The wise

and the good, the noble and the brave,

they come from the darkness, and into

the darkness they go, whence, whither, and

why who may say? Here is the slope of

Hindhead. The fern still glows russet in

November, the heather still burns red in

July ; but where now is the manor of Cos-

ford ? Where is the old house of

Tilford ? Where, but for a few

scattered grey stones, is the

mighty pile of Waverley? And

yet even gnawing Time has not

i-aten all things away. Walk with

me towards Guildford, reader,

upon the busy highway.

Here, where the high

green mound rises be-

fore us, mark yonder

roofless shrine which

still stands four-square

to the winds. It is St.

Catherine's, where

Nigel and Mary

plighted their faith.

Below lies the wind-

ing river, and over

yonder you still see the dark Chantry

woods, which mount up to the bare summit

on which, roofed and whole, stands that

Chapel of the Martyr where the comrades

beat off the archers of the crooked Lord

of Shulford. Down yonder on the flanks

of the long chalk hills one traces the road

by which they made their journey to the

wars. And now turn hither to the north,

down this sunken, winding path ! It is all

unchanged since Nigel's day. Here is the

church of Compton. Pass under the aged

and crumbling arch. Before the steps of

that ancient altar, unrecorded and unbrassed,

lies the dust of Nigel and of Mary. Near

them is that of Maude, their daughter, and

of Alleyne Edricson, whose spouse she

was; their children and children's children

are lying by their side. Here, too, near the

old yew in the churchyard, is the little mound

which marks where Samkin Aylward went

back to that good soil from which he sprang.

So lie the dead leaves ; but they and such as

they nourish for ever that great old trunk of

England, which still sheds forth another crop

and another, each as strong and as fair as

the last. The body may lie in mouldering

chancel or in crumbling vault, but the

rumour of noble lives, the record of valour

and truth, can never die, but lives on in the

soul of the people. Our own work lies ready

to our own hands, and yet our strength may be

the greater and our faith the firmer if we spare

an hour from present toils to look back upon

the women who were gentle and strong, or

the men who loved honour more than life, on

this green stage of England where for a few

short years we play our little part.

THF. END,
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SOME FAMOUS ELOPEMENTS.

WITH REPRODUCTIONS FOR THE FIRST TIME OF THE MARRIAGE

REGISTERS OF GRETNA GREEN.

BY ADRIAN MARGAUX.

S the scene of some thousands

of runaway marriages, to

which time is giving all the

halo of romance, the village

of Gretna Green possesses

quite a unique charm to the

tourist and excursionist.

Some of the more reflective visitors make

inquiry as to documentary evidence of the

marriages. From 1754, when the Act was

passed which put an end to irregular

marriages in England, until 1856, the date

of the amending statute, which required

all persons of English domicile to reside

for three weeks in Scotland before they

could be legally married there, some

thousands of these contracts were entered

into at Gretna Green. Upon them are based

the legitimacy of many families and the

inheritance of a large amount of property.

But at the village itself nothing in the nature

of documentary evidenceâ��registers or certifi-

catesâ��can now be seen. In point of fact,

however, all the " priests" officiating there

did keep registers and issue certificates, some

of which at various times have been produced

in law courts and admitted as evidence in

probate and other cases.

It has been a matter of considerable

difficulty to discover the present whereabouts

of these documents. They have got scattered

about with the " priests'" descendants, who

have regarded them as heirlooms. Some of

the earlier registers have entirely disappeared;

one set kept by David Lang, a weaver, who

occupies an important place in the annals of

Gretna Green, was burnt by an imbecile girl.

This contained, there is reason to believe,

the record of the marriage of Lord Dun-

donald, the naval hero, to Miss Katherine

Barnes, of Romford, in 1812, and also of the

marriage of Lord Westmorland and Miss

Sarah Child, the great banker's daughter, by

Joseph Paisley, the first Gretna Green

" priest " of any note.

As the result of diligent inquiry the present

writer has succeeded in locating the more

important registers covering the latter half

of the long period during which Gretna

Green flourished as the goal of eloping

lovers. The toll-house registers have passed

into the hands of a firm of Carlisle solicitors,
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who have more than

once found them use-

ful in their profes-

sional work, but they

apparently contain no

celebrated names. In

Carlisle also is to be

found another set of

registers in the posses-

sion of a poor old

woman, a " priest's "

daughter, whose little

living-room in a small

cottage can scarcely

be regarded as afford-

ing safe storage for documents of some historic

interest, to say nothing of potential legal

importance. A grocer of Felling-on-Tyne

has inherited some of the records kept by

his ancestor, David Lang, whose marriages

included that of Lord Erskine, the eminent

judge. The registers of Gretna Hall (18 2 5-51)

were bequeathed by John Linton to his grand-

daughter, who has placed them for safe keep-

ing in the custody of her banker at Annan.

Of all the Gretna Green "priests" Linton

boasted the best

education and man-

ners. He had been

confidential servant

to Sir James Graham,

of Netherby Hall,

and after leaving his

service invested his

savings in a lease of

Gretna Hall, which

he converted into an

inn for the purpose of

providing more com-

fortable accommoda-

tion for the runaway

couples than they had

hitherto been able to

obtain. At first Lin-

ton seems to have

confined himself to

his duties as host, and

to have delegated the

performance of the

marriage ceremonies

(o one or other of the

" priests " already in

the business, but after

a time any scruples he

may have had in this

respect were over-

come. As already in-

dicated, Linton suc-

ceeded in making

THE MARKIAGF.-HOUSE AT GRETNA GREEN.
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MARRIA.;F. OF PRINCE CHARLES FERDINANU BOURBON AND

MISS PENELOPE SMYTH.

Gretna Hall the

fashionable marriage-

house, and it is from

his registers that all

our facsimiles are re-

produced, with the

exception of that relat-

ing to Lord Erskine.

To each of them is

attached a story of

more or less romantic

and dramatic interest

The marriage certi-

ficate bearing the

signature of " Pene-

lope Smyth " illustrates a narrative proving

once again how much stranger truth can

be than fiction. Miss Penelope Smyth

on this date (May yth, 1836) was young

and beautiful, but more than this little

or nothing can be positively affirmed of

her. According to one version she was of

American birth ; according to another, Ireland

was her native country. A third chronicler

will have it that Miss Smyth's beauty was

Devonian, and that she was brought up in

Exeter, the second

daughter of a middle-

class family. What-

ever her origin, she

succeeded in winning

a Prince as her hus-

bandâ��Charles Ferdi-

nand Bourbon, Prince

of the Two Sicilies

and Capua, younger

brother of Ferdinand

II., reigning monarch

of the kingdom of

Naples, who subse-

quently became no-

torious under the

nickname of " Bom-

ba," as the result of

his cruel bombard-

ment of Messina.

How Miss Smyth

came to be in Naples,

j and under what cir-

cumstances she fasci-

nated the Prince, a

young man of twenty-

two, can only be ima-

gined. According to

the gossip of the day,

the King tolerated his

1 brother's affection for

the beautiful foreign

nobody until he
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learned that it was to have its proper sequel

in marriage. The Royal wrath then exploded,

the marriage was prohibited, and the two

lovers fled from Naples.

But not to proceed at once to Gretna

Green. They went and got married at

Rome, under assumed names probably.

From Rome they journeyed to Madrid,

where the Prince's sister was Queen-Regent.

But Her Majesty refused to receive the bride,

and a second wedding ceremony by a Spanish

priest did nothing to appease her anger. In

despair the Prince and Princess then went to

Paris, intending to stay there awhile and con-

sider their position. But on arrival in Paris

some English friend of the Princess would

appear to have persuaded them that if they

wished to give their union a legality which

would not be questioned anywhere they must

go through the rites of Gretna Greenâ��such

was the fame of the little village. Thereupon

they set out once

more on their long

journey to Gretna

Green, as is partly

confirmed bya para-

graph in the Paris

newspaper, Gahg-

tiani's Messenger, / "/f /

of April 3rd, 1836, ''/ -

announcing their y //

departure for Scot-

land, fiii. //t.- t/-fri>f;

As the certificate

informs us, the mar-

riage was duly per-

formed at Gretna

Green on May 7th,

1836, John Lin-

ton, the "priest,"

doubtless little suspecting that this was the

third time in less than six months that the

parties had gone through the nuptial cere-

mony with each other. After passing the

night at Gretna Hall the Prince and Princess

returned to London, where they decided to

stay for the season. But friends looked

askance at this decision. The foreign

marriages were probably not legal in Eng-

land ; that at Gretna Green was certainly

legal, but it wasâ��well, hardly respectable.

To ensure their reception in London society

the Prince'and Princess must be properly

married at St. George's, Hanover Square,

and at this head-centre of fashionable matri-

mony the romantic couple proved their

devotion to each other by going through the

ordeal for the fourth time, notwithstanding

the protests of the Neapolitan Ambassador.

Vol. xxxii.â��79.

Of the subsequent life of the Prince and

Princess little is known. The national move-

ment in Italy swept away the Neapolitan

throne, and the question of Prince Charles's

succession never arose.

The name of Edward Gibbon Wakefield,

which appears on the second facsimile, is

almost forgotten, I suppose, in the United

Kingdom, but in Australasia, and particularly

in New Zealand, it is honoured as that of a

statesman who rendered splendid service to

the early development of the Colonies. It is

a far cry from the Parliament House at

Wellington to Gretna Green, and the New

Zealand admirers of Wakefield were glad to

forget the little they ever knew concerning

the exploit of whichâ��as this piece of paper

testifies â�� he was the hero. And yetâ��

ignoble, criminal as it wasâ��it was indirectly

the means of leading him to the career which

proved so serviceable to British colonization.

<fÂ«nrfiÂ«J3r

' '

, , f'SSt *,:/â�¢,_ t/< //( C^f-S&Jt)( ,

yÂ£-*/n /'/it Sestet//!

)

THE REGISTER OF THE MARRIAGE OF EDWAKD GIBBON WAKEFIEI.D WITH THE ABDUCTED

HEIRESS, ELLEN1 TUKNF.R.

At the time of his visit to Gretna Green

Wakefield was a widower of thirty, a man of

excellent intellectual qualities and the most

engaging manners. Educated at Westminster

School and following for a time his father's

profession as a land surveyor, he had eloped

at the age of twenty with the orphan daughter

of an Indian Civil servant. Her family for-

gave him, and by their influence procured

for him an appointment in the British Lega-

tion at Turin. This post he resigned on the

death of his wife four years later, and for

some time he lived a Bohemian kind of life

in Paris, making a precarious income as best

he could. In Paris he met with an English

lady on a visit to France, who happened to

speak to him about the daughter of a neigh-

bour of hers in Cheshire, a girl of great beauty

and heiress to a large property. Her glowing



626

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

KINGDOM OF SCOTLAND

account of both attractions inspired Wake

field with the determination to win for himself

so desirable a prize by fair means or foul.

Wakelield did not try fair means, but at

once resorted to foul. He came to England

and took up his residence in the neighbour-

hood of Shrigley Hall, the home of the

heiress's family, concerning whose circum-

stances and habits he contrived soon to

acquaint himself fully. Miss Ellen Turner,

who was only sixteen years old, was at a

boarding-school at Liverpool, where he pre-

sented himself one day with a letter which

he had forged in Mr. Turner's handwriting.

This purported to explain that Ellen's father

was very ill (he had actually been ailing for

some time), and she was to come home at

once in charge

of the bearer, a

business friend

who happened to

be on a visit to

Shrigley Hall.

This letter,

coupled with the

stranger's bearing

and address, over-

came any scruple

theschoolmistress

might have had,

and Wakefieldwas

allowed to take

her pupil away

with him in his

post-chaise.

Once alone

with Miss Turner

the clever and un-

scrupulous adven-

turer made the

most of his oppor-

tunity. In the

course of an hour

or two's driving

he had persuaded

her that her

father's business

was ruined, that

he was fleeing to

Scotland from the

sheriffs' officers,

and they were to

join him at Car-

lisle. By the

tune Carlisle was

reached Wake-

field's glib tongue

and plausible

manner had so

worked upon the young girl's ignorance.

credulity, and fear as to convince her that

if she would only consent to an immediate

marriage with him his fortune would save

her father from jail and her family from

beggary. Mr. Turner's absence from the

Carlisle inn was easily explained, and she

was induced to go on with him to Scotland,

When the post-boy drew rein at Gretna Hall

Miss Turner's resistance to so sudden and

strange a wooing had been vanquished, and

she willingly went through the marriage

service, as performed by David Lang, a

" priest " whose original occupation was that

of a weaver.

As recorded in the Gretna Hall register

(the original certificate has been lost), the

marriage took

place on March

8th, 1826. The

next day Wake-

field hurried back

to London with

his unfortunate

PARISH OF CRETN A.
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where he fancied

that he was in a

position of secu-

rity Irom which to

negotiate with the

outraged family of

his bride. In this

belief, however,

he was happily

mistaken. Mr.

Turner, with his

solicitor, went

over to Calais and

promptly sought

the aid of the

French police. It

was given with

unexpected readi-

ness, and in a few

hours Mr. Turner

brought his

daughter back to

her home.

In the course of

the following

summer, Wake-

field, together

with his brother,

who had given

him assistance in

his cruel enter

prise, was tried

at the Lancaster
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Assizes on the charge of abduction. Both I-ang

and Linton were called as witnesses, and

explained all that had happened at Gretna

Hall, including the champagne supper with

which Wakelield had celebrated the accom-

plishment of the marriage. They both declared

that as far as they could tell Miss Turner had

shown affectionate feeling for the bridegroom ;

but when the poor girl herself gave evidence

it became clear that throughout she had acted

in helpless submission to Wakefield's strong

will. In the result both brothers were con-

victed and sentenced to three years' imprison-

ment. But this trial did not affect the legality

of the marriage

brought about by

such heartless

means, and a special

Act of Parliament

had to be obtained

for its annulment.

Whether Miss

Turner, thus freed,

made a happier and

more lasting union

cannot be said. In

prison Wakefield

formed the inten-

tion of emigrating

to Australia on his

release ; and this

intention, although

not fulfilled for

some years, was

followed by plans

for the development

of the Colonies,

which in their even-

tual realization com-

pletely redeemed

his life and made it

one of great useful-

ness to his country.

By far the most

celebrated of all the

Gretna Green mar-

riages was that of

Lord Westmorland to Miss Sarah Child, the

daughter of the wealthy founder of Child's

Bank. Everyone has read the story of the

banker's exciting pursuit of the young couple,

a pursuit which would have been successful

but for the Earl's daring and resource at the

critical moment in shooting one of the horses

in the angry fathers coach. Two generations

later a granddaughter of Lord and Lady

Westmorland emulated the example of her

ancestress. This was Lady Adela Corisande

Maud Villiers, daughter of the Earl of Jersey.
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THE REGISTER OF THE MARRIAGE BETWEEN LORD DRUMLANKIG

AND MISS CAROLINE CLAYTON.

At the early age of seventeen she was wooed,

with the approval of her parents, by a rich

but elderly suitor. She had already given

her heart, however, to a handsome young

officer in the iith Hussars, whose acquaint-

ance she had first made in the nursery of her

father's house, Middleton Park, Bicester.

It is not to be supposed that any actual

coercion was exerted against her in favour of

the elderly suitor and that she resorted to an

elopement as the only alternative to a loveless

marriage. It is the more likely that the girl's

imagination was fired by the romance of her

grandmother's runaway match, which, on the

whole, had not had

unhappy conse-

quences. Captain

Ibbetson, on the

other hand, could

hardly be expected

in thecircumstances

to stirink from the

bold example set

him by Lord West-

m or land, con-

fronted as he was

by a dangerous rival

who had everything

but youth in his

favour.

At all events, on

a dark night in

November, 1845,

they set out together

from the young

lady's ancestral

home on the long

journey to Gretna

Green. Their drive

had none of the

excitement of Lord

Wes t morla n d's

elopement; they

had presumably

such a long start as

to outdistance any

possible pursuers.

Gretna Hall was reached in good time with-

out untoward incident of any kind, and here

on November 6thâ��as the certificate records

â��they were united in wedlock by Mr. Linton.

Lady Adela, however, .died at the early age of

thirty-two, her husband surviving her as a

widower for many years, dying as recently as

1898, I believe, with the rank of colonel on

the retired list.

It can scarcely have been parental objec-

tion to disparity in social position which led

to the runaway match of Claytonâ��Urumlanrig.

\Â»,',6
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KINGDOM OF SCOTLAND

Miss Caroline Clayton was the daughter of

General Sir W. R. Clayton, of Marden Park,

Surrey, whilst Lord Drumlanrig was son and

heir of the sixth Marquess of Queensberry.

It was rather the extreme youth of his

daughter which led General Clayton to refuse

his consent to a match so advantageous from

the worldly point

of view. Lord

Drumlanrig came

of proud stock;

the Douglases

who had fought

at Otterburn were

not accustomed

to have their wills

thwarted; and in

his impetuosity,

brooking no delay

in making Caro-

line Clayton his

bride, he be-

thought himself

of the elastic mar-

riage law of his

native Scotland,

and resolved to

carry her off to

Gretna Green.

The post - chaise

had been the tra-

ditional means of

conveyance, but

Lord Drumlanrig

resolved upon a

new departure.

He had often

admired Miss

Clayton's prowess

in the saddle, he

himself being an

excellent horse-

man, and it was

accordingly

agreed between

them that they

should make the

journey on horse-

back.

It was an

agreeable season

of the year for

this method of travelling, and on May

25th, 1840, they reached Gretna Hall with-

out mishap, having scarcely left their saddles,

except for necessary refreshment and

change of horses, it may be supposed. Lord

Drumlanrig was twenty-two at the date of

this marriage. A few years later he sue-
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ceeded to the peerage, and for some time

held office in the Government as Comptroller

of the Household. He died in August, 1858,

as the result of a shooting accident, leaving

several children, including a daughter who

became well known as Lady Florence Dixie.

Lady Queensberry survived him until 1904.

Six years later

than the Clayton-

Drumlanrig mar-

riage Mr. Lin tun

had the honour

of performing the

nuptials of a

Duke's daughter.

This was Rose

Caroline Mary

Somerset, a

daughter of the

seventh Duke of

Beaufort, who

eloped to Gretna

Green with Cap-

tain Francis

Lovell, the son of

a Hampshire

squire. In this

case the reason

fortheclandestine

marriage may be

inferred from the

fact that the young

lady's sisters were

provided with

husbands in the

peerage, one hc-

com i ng the

Countess of

Londesbor o ug h.

a second the

Countess of Kin-

noun, and a third

Lady Ormath-

waite. The Lovells

of Hinchelsea,

Brockenhurst,

have an honour-

able lineage ex-

tending over

several centuries,

but nocommoner,

it may be sup-

posed, would satisfy the ducal pride.

Lady Rose Somerset, it is said, first met

the fascinating young officer at a county

dance near the garrison town in which his

regiment was stationed, and the acquaintance

quickly ripened into a love which defied

social conventions. It is not known from
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which of the Beaufort houses the elopement

took place ; either Badminton, in Gloucester-

shire, or Llangattock, in Wales, would be a

long journey from Gretna Green. But by

1846 several railways had been constructed

which facilitated travelling to Scotland, and,

THE REGISTER OK THE MARRIAGE OF LORD Kl: .MM TO HIS Me .â�¢ â�¢ M. >â�¢ I , I |.. SARAH BUCK.

as Captain Lovell's bride was over age, they

could have had little fear of pursuit. Lady

Rose, let us hope, lived " happily ever after-

wards " with the husband for whom, in taking

this daring step, she surrendered her high

rank. At any rate, she was blessed with

several children before she died in 1885.

There is, perhaps, little romance in the

interest which attaches to the last facsimileâ��

the reproduction of the entry in David

Lang's register recording the marriage of the

Right Hon. Baron Erskine to Sarah Buck.

Sarah Buck had been housekeeper to the

ex-Lord Chancellor, and he married her

some years after the death of his first wife,

an Irish lady of excellent parts, when both

mind and body were failing. He took the

long journey to Gretna Green in order to

avoid any possible interference on the part

of his family, who would doubtless have

done all they could to prevent such marriage.

It is a tradition of Gretna Green that the

great advocate arrived there in the disguise

of a woman. The

ceremony was per-

formed by Lang in

the parlour of the

Queen's Head Inn,

twenty pounds

being paid to the

" priest " for his

services. Twelve

months later, yield-

ing to the persuea,-

sion of his sons,

he made some at-

tempt to get the

marriage annulled,

but found that the

Scotch law on the

subject left no loop-

hole for a successful suit, and after a brief

separation Lord Erskine lived with this

second wife until his death in 1823.

Since that time I believe that no attempt

has been made to question the legality of any

of these Gretna Green marriages, and for all

practical purposes, therefore, these registers

have the same importance as the documents

stored in Somerset House. This being so,

it is not a little surprising that the State

ere this has not taken steps to secure their

safe keeping and preservation.

[Some of our readers may like to know-

that the Gretna Green registers (1825-51)

and relative certificates are for sale privately.

Application should be made to Mr. A.

Macdougall, Bank Agent, Annan, Scotland.]

THE LADY ADKLA IBBETSON. COUNTESS OF WESTMORLAND (SARAH ANN CHII-O).

TWO GRETNA GREEN BRIDES.



THE MASTER OF THE " SXYX."

A STORY OF A SUBMARINE.

BY MAX PEMBKRTON.

[A brief outline of this story and of the daring attempt by the Swedish officer, Gustavos, to reach

the shores of America in a submarine were referred to very recently in the columns of a prominent French

newspaper. It has since l>een my privilege to interview Mr. John Adamson, the Knglish co-partner in the

venture, and to relate in his own words a full account of one of the most amazing exploits in the history

of submarine navigation.â��M. 1'.]

I.

ES, it is perfectly true. I set

sail from the port of Le Havre

on the third day of May, and

was fifteen days at sea in the

Swedish submarine, to which

the inventor has given the

name Strx. Call me any name you please

for going, say that I was as mad as a March

hare, and madder, and you shall find me

silent. The thing was Folly crowned, imbe-

cility made glorious. I have never attempted

to deny it, and shall not do so now.

Then, how came it that I went at all ?

Why did I desert my comfortable chambers

in Clement Danes, forget I was to be married

to the dearest girl in London in six weeks,

sacrifice my business prospects, my happi-

ness, my futureâ��why did I do this while

reason remained to me and some glimmer-

ing of common sense was still among my

possessions ? Sirs, I will tell you in a word.

That word shall be " Gustavos."

You do not know Gustavos, perhaps,

though certainly you will have heard of his

boat. I was in your happy position twelve

months ago ; would to Heaven I had

remained there! A free man in a free

country, contented, prosperous, hopeful, I

will not attempt to divine those whims of

destiny which brought Gustavos (and a letter

of introduction) to my office. Let it suffice

to say that he came. Let it be enough that

he fixed his eyes upon me, and that eight

months of skilful manoeuvring on the part

of office-boys and clerks did not suffice to

remove the tentacles of his optimism from

me. Gustavos came and saw and conquered.

I was up to my shoulders in his schemes

before a year had passed. The very fortunes

of the Rothschilds threatened to pale before

the riches which were to become ours.

Imagine a man of medium height, ridicu-

lously thin, with shining black eyes and an

umbrella as glossy to match them 'perfectly.

Say that he wore a light brown dust-coat

whatever the state of the weather. Give him

very big boots, a pointed beard, a mass of

Copyright, 19o61

curly black hair, and a voice like the whisper

of a dove. Say that he had a pocket-bookâ��

" big as that "â��packed to bursting-[X)int with

the schemes which were to make our fortunes.

Do this and you have Gustavos in your mind's

eye. His other name need not concern you.

I myself did not know for many months

that he had another name at all. He was

just Gustavos, and that was enough for me.

There were many schemes, I remember,

which, as Gustavos said, were to "make the

Rothschilds feel the draught"; but the par-

ticular scheme that chained my interest was

that of the " cabin " submarine, so small that

it could be carried aboard the least important

Government warship, so wonderful in its

capacities for endurance that Gustavos in-

variably maintained his ability to cross the

Atlantic in it whenever such a feat should be

required of him.

" My vessel is by petrol driven," he would

declare, " but more I shall not say to you. I

have engine of hundred horse-power, and

yet I shall carry of the essence sufficient to

cross the Atlantic Ocean when to that the

mind is given. The Governments, attracted

by the minuteness of my ship, shall contract

freely for his supply. I am to be inspected

by all the world. Nothing do I fear neither

of the expert nor of the ' know-littles.' I,

Gustavos, say that the boat is good. I fear

no contradiction."

I>et me admit graciously that this was not

all bunkum, as the casual reader might infer.

I went down to Plymouth, at Gustavos's invi-

tation, and there witnessed a demonstration

which convinced me of the justness of many

of his claims. His boat, the Styx, though

Heaven knows why he gave the name of an

unpleasant river to a very bright-looking little

shipâ��the boat, I say, was handy to a degree,

exceedingly ingenious in her mechanical

design, and full of the promise of commercial

success. Three of us had lunch in her

cabin and descended afterwards to the

bottom of the dock. She rose to thu surface

like a cork, was capable of the neatest

handling, and certainly seemed to satisfy all

Ijy Max Pcmbenon,
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" I, GUSTAVOS, SAY THAT THE BOAT IS GOOD."

Government requirements. In the end I

got up a little syndicate of five thousand

poundsâ��and, woe is me, I made Gustavos a

friend for life.

Now, was there ever such a man to write

letters, to call, to send telegrams ? I used

to be kept busy all day merely reading the

magnificent effusions which Gustavos poured

out. Had his boat been a sick child, he

could not have displayed a more tender

interest in her welfare. Day by day, almost

hour by hour, came some report of her

bodily condition, the state of her behaviour,

and a new promise of her success. Our

efforts in Throgmorton Street were all too

slow for Gustavos. We could do nothing to

satisfy him.

" The Governments of the world shall buy

this ship,'' he would write, " but first the

British Government. I beg you, my dear

comrade, that this matter be raised in

Parliament as soon as with convenience it

may be done. Let the Prime Minister be

spoken to, and the First Lord also if it shall

be wise. We have merits, but why do we

hide ourselves under the bushel ? Be up

and doing, en avantâ��we are in sight of the

fortress and the golden city has called us to

enter therein."

To this amazing rigmarole I wrote an

answer that the Admiralty was considering

the matter, but that there were so many

submarines in the market that a striking

demonstration of

the capabilities of

ours would be

necessary if we

were to compel

the authorities

to hear us. The

answer to this was

a triumph even

for Gustavos. I

think it filled five

sheets of note-

paper in a hand-

writing almost

indecipherable.

A demonstration

was needed!

Then the world

should have a

demonstration !

The universe

should ring with it. He

thanked me for my candour.

''The die is thrown to

Fortune," he wrote. " I go

to America in my boat.

Be at Le Havre on Tuesday next without

fail. Wednesday morning shall find me on

the Atlantic."

II.

I MUST tell you that 1 was very busy at the

moment, and naturally so, in view of the fact

that I was to be married in six weeks' time.

The routine work at the office had been un-

usually exacting that month, and, one way or

the other, I came to the conclusion that it was

absolutely impossible to go to Le Havre. So

I wrote to Gustavos and told him as much.

Unhappy day that sent the letter! His

retort was altogether worthy of him. It

consisted, I think, of eight telegrams in the

space of four-and-twenty hours. There were

two letters by most posts and more by others.

The telephone went all day. Do you wonder

that I succumbed ? Are you surprised that

I ransacked my mental dictionary for all

those terms which might fittingly describe

Gustavos and his ship ? The Styx! He

would have gone there speedily if my wish

could have made the deed. In the end I

went to Le Havre like a lambâ��by the night

boat from Southampton. Twenty-four hours

later Gustavos was to sail.

I must be candid enough to admit that

directly the annoyance this persistency

caused me had passed away 1 found myself

enormously interested in so daring a venture.

The idea of reaching the shores of America

in a submarine has da/./led the engineers of



632

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

many countries. They have talked of it,

pooh pooh ed it, invited it, alike vainly. I

alone had found an inventor plucky enough

to put his claims to the test and to risk his

own life in their achievement.

It must be granted that the boat to be

used was somewhat larger than the one we

were trying to sell to the British Government.

She had a cabin worthy of such a man

and his schemes. He." engines, six-cylinder

petrol â�� of one hundred and twenty-five

horse-power, to be accurate â�� looked neat

and workmanlike enough for anything. A

great admirer of the late Jules Verne, I

could not but praise this twentieth-century

conception of his Nautilus and the realistic

achievement of the amazing Gustavos. For

the man was above all things an artist. The

cigar-like shape of his vessel was a triumph

of sweet curves and graceful outline. There

was even a small deck, on which, as he told me,

" there shail be a cigar smoked after dinner."

As to the petrol necessary to carry him

across the Atlantic, the storage of that

remained his secret. I am sure that he

employed every square inch of room for the

purpose. Seats and tables, bunks ar.d cup-

boards, there was a petrol tank hidden away

in every one of them. And, as he added,

triumphantly, " I do not propose that there

shall be undue rapidityâ��it is my purpose to

cross the Atlantic. What shall forbid me to

hoist a sail when the wind blow therein?"

I said that nothing forbade, and pledged

him in a bottle of villainously sweet cham-

pagne. We had dined together at the Hotel

de France, and I had promised him to sleep

on the Styx afterwards and to leave for

London by the midnight train. How it came

to be I do not know, but my company

seemed to be almost indispensable to this

man of undoubted genius. We had not two

ideas in commonâ��I the man of markets, he

the dreamerâ��and yet he clung to me as

though I had been the very fount of all his

inspiration.

" You shall come to the ship and afterwards

to London, Mr. Adamson," he said. " I have

great resolution while you remain. Sir, I

make your fortune and that of your friends,

but it is more to me to have your personal

esteem. If we failâ��1 admit the possibilityâ��

if we fail, it will be enough that they say of

me, 'He did his best for Mr.John Adamson.' "

He was not a little affected, and I said what

I could to put him at his ease. It would have

been about eight o'clock at night when we

quitted the hotel, and a quarter of an hour

later when we arrived at the quay off which

the Styx was moored. Comparatively late as

the hour was, a small gathering of spectators

testified to the interest this seafaring com-

munity felt in our venture, and perhaps a

general wonder at its madness. I have always

thought that, in spite of the French newspaper

the Echo de France, no one took us very

seriously. There have been many sensational

accounts of intended voyages in submarines ;

the conquest of the Atlantic is the earliest

thought of many an inventor who has yet to

put his boat into the sea. Who can blame

the good people of Le Havre, then, if they

exclaimed, " Ah, this brave Gustavos ! He

is like the othersâ��but we will believe when

he has done it " ?

For myself I hardly knew what to think.

There was this cigar-shaped vessel lying in

the estuaryâ��here was my friend Gustavos,

as solemn a man as ever I have seen in all

my life. Everything, he told me, was ready

to the last bolt and the smallest nut. His

crew was not less determined, certainly no

less voluble than he. A giant nigger,

christened Caleb; a mite of a Frenchman,

by name Revel, served him with stanch

devotion. These two good fellows squatted

upon the steel deck as I went aboard.

They were ready, they told me, to sail

when and where Gustavos wished. I asked

them no questions, nor did their presence

convince me that this daring voyage would

ever be embarked upon seriously.

I shall never forget that scene in the port

of Le Havre, or the remarkable hours that

followed upon it. The night was one of

summer twilight, which lingered upon the

spreading waters ; but with it there mingled

the red and green lights of ships, and the

twinkling stars which denoted anchorage.

Behind us the great seaport of Le Havre lay

half in shadow, a splendid outline, suggesting

untold mysteries of a city's life and the

beginning of those nocturnal gaieties which

are so much more amusing in conception

than realization. Gustavos himself was at

the very zenith of hope and enthusiasm. A

hundred times he narrated to me the exact

sequence of his plans, the daily routine he

would follow, and the course he would pursue

upon his arrival in America. I listened

patiently and with wonder that grew from

hour to hour. How if this mighty attempt

were crowned with success, I asked myself!

What, indeed, if this splendid man did really

make the shores of America as he had pro-

mised to do ! Would not the whole world

ring with the story of his achievement ?

Would not every official tongue hasten to
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cry, "Great is Gustavos and his boat"? Truly

it appeared so, and, the financial aspect

of such an achievement presenting itself

suddenly to the eye of my greed, I dreamed

for an instant of a fortune so great that the

Rothschilds should be as children before me.

I say that I dreamed, and the statement is

not wholly a figurative one. Few men could

have long resisted the soporific influences of

the worthy Gustavos's tongue ; he had not

been talking (without a break)

for more than one hour and

a half when I fell fast asleep

upon the bunk he had

allotted to me, and knew no

more until a fierce ray of

sunlight fell blindly upon

my eyes, and I awoke with

a start to discover that a

new day had dawned. This

by itself was no disquieting

fact, but turning upon my

bed and raising myself sud-

denly upon my elbow I was

conscious that the lamp in

the cabin no longer preserved

a sober perpendicularity and

that the yacht rolled horribly

to the music of swishing

seas. But half awake and

wholly failing to understand

the situation, I climbed from

my bunk to the floor, and

thence through the manhole

to the small steel deck which

had been Gustavos's greatest

boast And there I learned

the truthâ��that the S/vvrhad

sailed, and that the port of

Le Havre lay already far

behind us.

III.

I SHALL not here dilate

upon the scene which passed

between Gustavos and my-

self when I discovered in

what manner he had tricked

me. I am a strong man

and he is a weak one. If

there be any argument which

can unnerve me, it is that of

tears. And these the worthy

fellow shed abundantly.

" Mr. Adamson, sir," he protested, " how

shall you be angry with me ? Are you not

my mascot ? Will we come to America for

the fortune of the Vanderfellers if you are

not go with me ? Sir, you are a brave man

and will forgive me. Yonder is the great

I'ol. xxxii.-8O.

Atlantic Ocean. We shall cross him together

â��we shall dare all, as Columbus have dared

him. And then the peoples shall cry, ' Here

is Mr. Adamson, who have crossed the ocean

to come to us.' Ah, sir, you will not be

angry with me ? "

It is impossible to be long angry with a

man whose every word brings a smile to your

lips. The whole adventure had been so

cunningly planned, the prospects were so

'

THKRE 1 LEAKNEU THE TRUTHâ��THAT THE ' STVX ' HAD SAILED."

dazzling, my own situation so odd, that I did

what ninety-nine of every hundred Britishers

would have done under the circumstances,

and boldly took my chances with Gustavos.

Sink or swim, it should be America now, I

said. For good or ill, I would throw in my

lot with him. If I needed a spur, vanity
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supplied it. Let this voyage succeed, and the

whole world would ring with the story. So

much it was impossible to deny. Even my

love at home must delight in such a triumph

The monetary rewards would atone a thousand

times for all my seeming neglect of her.

In this mood I could but shrug my

shoulders and remain silent when Gustavos

pleaded with me. Here we were, far out

in the Channel. The wide sea about us

showed neither the shores of Kngland nor

of France. A glorious day of sunshine, a

delicious breeze from the open ocean, stimu-

lated a man's courage and brought the good

colour to his cheeks. Americaâ��why not?

Had Gustavos named the Poles I would' as

cheerfully have set out with him.

Now, all this was a good enough beginning,

and the days that immediately succeeded did

not belie the promise of the outset. The

puny Frenchman, Revel, was our navigating

officer, I discovered, and made himself

responsible for the course and all pertaining

to it. The nigger Caleb served for cook and

steward and deck-hand in turnâ��a merry,

grinning rogue, whose "Yaas, sar," was a

delight to hear. We had good food in a

way and a plentiful supply of excellent

Scotch whisky. It had not been Gustavos's

claim to sail all the way to America beneath

the water, nor did he attempt anything so

foolish. From time to time, indeed, we

dropped below the surfaceâ��and just to show

me how easily it could be done he ran right

under the keel of the German liner Bremer-

haven, with which we fell in when off the

Scilly light.

The weather, I should tell you, held fair

enough for five days after we left the Scilly

light; and when, upon the sixth day, a heavy

sea rolled up from westward we made no

bones at all about it, but sank at once to a

depth of thirty or forty feet, and were imme-

diately in a region of the profoundest calms.

At this time more than any other the miracle

of the submarine boat made its sure appeal

even to the unimaginative mind of a London

stockbroker. I had grown accustomed at

last to the unpleasant sensation of being

boxed up in this shell of steel ; and although

there were moments of absolute cowardice â��

moments when I felt that I must escape my

imprisonment or go madâ��these nervous

ebullitions gradually passed and, my confi-

dence in the boat returning, I could stand in

the conning-tower with Gustavos and watch

those depths of the Atlantic as no other but

he and I had ever watched them since the

Story of the world began.

How sublimely green the water was!

How strange to see great fish butting at the

glass, or to remember that up there above us

the mighty Atlantic rollers were washing the

decks of brave shipsâ��it might even be were

battering them to fragments ! This I tried

to realize, and yet I do not think that the

mind could understand it wholly. The very

stillness of the scene inspired an awe which

no words can truly depict. We four would

squat in that cabin, knowing that the most

trifling accident might hold us prisoners to

the end of time. The very peril of our

situation forbade us to speak of it. Gustavos

alone had courage entirely at his command.

The ship was as his own child. She would

not betray him.

So the hours of storm went until forty-

eight were numbered ; and then the wind

veered southward. There was still a heavy

swell running ; but all aboard had a terrible

craving for the good fresh air, and we came

to the surface and breathed at the open hatch

in turn as men who are drinking in a very

draught of life itself. The long imprison-

ment had not been without its effect upon

the nigger and the Frenchman ; and the latter,

I thought, developed a fit of sullen silence

very foreign to his accustomed manner.

" There shall be trouble with the men,"'

Gustavos said to me, when we returned to the

cabin together; "it is the airs that we cannot

give them, my friend. That make the violence

and the gloomsâ��even the best shall suffer

so. Let us pray for the beaux temps that

shall bring the smile to the cheek. We all

go mad if we keep down here long enough."

I asked him if he were serious, and he

assured me that he was.

"Too much of the compression spoil the

head," he said, quite simply. " I do not

joke with you, Mr. Adamson. The storm is

our enemy. I^t that pass, and I will bring

you to America. If it remainâ��then in

frankness I shall say 1 do not like him."

Let it be confessed that we would have

been ashamed of such reflections ashore. But

we were not ashore, and for the most part

the time was spent in the close atmosphere

of that heated cabin. Had the weather been

kinder there would have been little oppor-

tunity for pessimism, but the swell still rolled

heavily above us, our hatches were constantly

closed, and we lay as long as three days

together, afraid to call heavily upon our store

of petrol, yet unable to employ the sail of

which Gustavos had spoken so proudly.

Such a state of things could not but be

provocative of temper and unrest. The
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nigger now began to surpass the Frenchman

in sullen incivility; both were plainly on the

brink of open mutiny and only waiting their

opportunity. If Gustavos remained uncon-

scious of the fact, his zeal alone blinded

him. For my part, I hardly dared to

sleep at all when ten days had passed. The

eyes of the nigger were upon me perpetually.

I seemed to hear his " Yaas, sar," wherever

1 turned, but it was a "Yaas, sar," uttered

by a man who had an iron grip upon my

throat.

This crisis came to a head on the third day

after I had first become aware of its exist-

ence. We had

tried to face the

open sea in the

early hours of

the afternoon,

but had speedily

abandoned the

attempt in face

of the great seas

that were run-

ning. Very tired

with long and

self- imposed

vigils during the

watches of the

night, I took a

blanket after

0 u r m i d d ay

meal, and, the

boat being sunk

again to the

depth of some

thirty feet below

the surface, I

rolled myself up

in a corner and

quickly fell into

a heavy sleep.

Somehow or

other men are

less timorous by

day, however

unjustifiable

their morning

confidence may

be. I could

hardly shut my

eyes after ten

o'clock at night,

and yet now, at two o'clock of the afternoon,

1 slept like a moujik. If dreams came to me,

they were dreams to which my fears had grown

accustomed. I saw the Frenchman with

his dancing eyes and his odd, distressing

planners ; I heard the nigger's " Yaas, sar,"

CLEARLY THE N1GUKR HAD BEEN OVERTAKEN BY A FIT OF FRENZY.

and did not start because I heard it. So

sound, indeed, was my sleep that a man set a

heavy foot almost upon my chest before I

actually awokeâ��and that man was Gustavos,

my little friend, fighting for his very life.

It needed no second glance of mine to

take in the situation or to understand how it

had come about. Clearly the nigger had

been overtaken by a sudden fit of frenzy,

resulting from his long confinement in that

vicious atmosphere ; and, being unable to

persuade Gustavos to send the boat to the

surface, he had attacked him then and there

with a heavy spanner he had just been using

upon the en-

gine. Not to

be behindhand,

what must the

little French-

man do but

whip up a ham-

mer and join in

the fray as one

who had been

long determined

upon it. No

doubt these

poor wretches

were but half

responsible for

their deeds.

Confinement

and rankairhad

robbed them of

their reason â��

an excuse, but

no consolation

to those who

must either

master them or

forfeit their own

lives in the en-

deavour.

On my side,

when I started

up from sleep

and beheld my

puny friend

Gustavos reel-

ing backward

from the burly

nigger's threat-

ened attack, I

did not believe he had the half of a

minute to live. The heavy spanner poised

in mid-air, the ruffian's grinning, distorted

face, the horrible sounds he uttered, were as

a nightmare which might well have paralyzed

mv faculties. If it did not do so. let me
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claim nothing of the circum-

stance. I acted upon an im-

pulse coming to me neither

by reason nor reflectionâ��

just the flash of an instant,

a wild and desperate re-

source which pulled Gus-

tavos's legs from under him

and let the great spanner

fall crash upon the steel wall

of the cabin with a blow

that might very well have

sent the whole of us to our

doom. An instant later I had

dived between the nigger's

legs and thrown him head-

long over my shoulders. His

head struck the corner of

the wooden box in which our

accumulators were stored,

and he lay senseless on the

floor, a black, huddled shape

in an atmosphere of night.

It had all happened while

a man might have counted

five â�� the nigger's terrific

blow at space, his violent

fall, the succeeding silence,

and the tense moment of

the truce. There were three

of us left to continue it, and

of these one had plainly lost

his reason. I had hardly

got upon my feet when the

little Frenchman, Revel,

sprang upon me with the

ferocity of a beast upon his

prey.

Biting, scratching, kicking, he had the

strength of a baboon and the tenacity of an

octopus, and when he got his arms about my

body it seemed to me that the very life must

be choked out of me where I stood. I have

been through the ju-jitsu school, and used

fondly to imagine that I could take good

care of myself in any such encounter as this ;

but all the doctrine of non-resistance, the

trick of "holds," and the science of the

" counter-grip " were gone in an instant before

this rabid attack, which would give way to no

pain that I could inflict, and persisted even

when I had the man's throat in my fingers

and threatened to choke him. As for

Gustavos, I know not to this day what effort

he made to free me or what were his acts

before the great coup came. I heard gurgling

sounds coming from his throat; I saw him

">r an instant dancing about us as a Red

'ian about a funeral pyreâ��but of help

I HAD THE MAN S THROAT IN MV FINGERS AND THREATENED TO CHOKE HIM.

from him there was none. I must face this

human tiger aloneâ��and, God knows, I never

believed that I might escape from him alive.

It is a curious fact that we are unconscious

of fear in such moments as these. Fully

aware as I was that, if no hand snatched

those mad arms from me, I should be a dead

man before many minutes had passed, I

could yet survey my adversary quite calmly,

remark the fearful pallor of his face, the mad-

ness in his eyes, and the unutterable anger

which possessed him. My strength ebbing

every instant, 1 had no desire now to contend

with him, but only to have done with it

quickly and fall inanimate from those terrible

arms. All the dread of the scene, of the

dark, rank cabin, all memory of our situation

and of the still waters which surrounded us,

passed from my mind. I seemed to be sink-

ing down to the very depths, to be falling

into an insensibility which was that of a
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soothing sleep. Sight and sound and hear-

ingâ��these plainly were passing from me.

And then, in an instant, and as inexplicably,

the whole equipment of my faculties returned

to me. I lay free of Revel's gripâ��the hatch

above us was open ; fresh air streamed into

the cabin ; a bright ray of sunshine flashed

upon our faces; the submarine rolled to the

open swell of the ocean, and Revel, the man

who would have killed me, stood sobbing

like a child because he had not succeeded.

Such was the truth of it. Gustavosâ��my

poor Gustavosâ��driven to his wits' end by

terror of the scene, had cast off the great

safety weight from the bottom of the Styx

and sent us to the surface as a balloon to the

skies. We should sink below the waves no

moreâ��but what mattered it ? There lay the

land, clear to.our view. We had crossed the

ocean and the American shore was ours.

IV.

I HAD got many a bruise

in the rough-and-tumble,

and for many minutes I lay

upon the steel deck, scarce

able to utter a single word

â��even a questionâ��to the

man who had saved me.

That he had let go the

great mass of iron at-

tached, against perilous

emergency, to the bottom

of his boat, I already un-

derstood. Nor did it need

a brilliant intelligence to

see that the shock of our

sudden rising had thrown

my ad versary off his balance

and unloosed his mad grip

from me. The sudden

coming of the light, the

inrush of the sweet fresh

air, above all the master's

frantic cry, " America !

America ! " were sufficient,

Heaven knows, to account

for the reaction which fol-

lowed. I hardly blame

the men ; I would bring

no public charge against

them. Black hours of

darkness had robbed them

of their reasonâ��the sight

of a friendly shore restored

it to them.

And so we had suc-

ceeded ! And so to-day

the world would know

that a little submarine

had crossed the Atlantic safely and made

the vast continent of America. Be sure

that we said all this many times, turning

our eyes fondly to the distant land and

imagining already the great reception

that awaited us. No one aboard except

the nigger had visited America previously,

and he still lacked the clear brain to do

anything but nurse his head and implore

Gustavos to forgive him. Our navigating

officerâ��as hitherto we had called himâ��the

little madman, Revel, had no more idea than

the man in the moon as to what part of the

American coast we had thus tragically

discovered, and he could but surmise that it

lay in the vicinity of New Jersey.

Ignorant of America as I am, nevertheless

I doubted this assumption. My geography

had taught me that the New Jersey shore

is exceedingly flat, while here was a coast-

THFRE I.AV THE LAND, CLEAR TO OUR VIEW.'
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line of surpassing beautyâ��vast cliffs of stern

rock rising to great height and sandy bays

bewitching in their charm and solitude. The

sea itself was fresh and tumbling and almost

destitute of ships ; but we espied a fishing-

boat, distant some two miles from us, and

made for her at once, that she might pilot us

to the haven so ardently desired. After all,

what did it matter where we stood or by

what port we should first make the great

news known ? Did not success go with us

now wherever we turned â�� had not our

wildest dreams been realized ? No one on

earth could rob us of that splendid victoryâ��

none deprive us of its fruits. And I do

believe that we moved as men on tiptoe, our

hearts dancing for very gladness, the joy of

victory lifting our ambitions to the very skies.

I say that we steered for the fishing-boat,

but her reception of us was not a little

peculiar. Gustavos had appointed me to be

spokesman, for he knew that I was the only

man aboard whose English the American

people were likely to understand. This I

doubted, but I took the task upon me very

face and then uttering some remark to hi

mate, which amused that impudent fellcre

and others aboard considerably. I heard 2

great shout of laughter, and the captak.

coming to the taffrail, had the impertinence

to suggest that I was not in full possessioc

of my faculties.

" You'm be from Silly Land, hain't you?"

" That," I said to Gustavosâ��" that is his

American humour. Of course, he canno:

understand that a submarine has crossed the

Atlantic, and he thinks we are chaffing him."

Gustavos was rather indignant than angry.

" But he shall understand now presently,'

he exclaimed, defiantly; " his ear shall be

filled with the shout and the cheer. Try him

once yet again, Mr. Adamson. Say that ve

from Le Havre have been come, and would

into the haven anchor. Of course he have

surprise ; who would not ? "

I tried the burly skipper once more, taking

my hat off to him and uttering honeyed

words. We had come from Europe, I said,

and evidently had lost our bearings. If he

had read the papers lately he would under-

I TKJED THE BURI.Y SKIl'I'F.K ONCE MORE, I AKIN*. MY HAT OFF TO HIM.

willingly ; and, the Styx drawing alongside

the smack, I boldly asked her captain if that

were the New Jersey coast, and what course

we should steer to make New York. To

s he responded by staring at me full in the

stand that the Styx left the port of Le Havre

some fortnight ago, and that all the world

knew of our intended voyage. In conclusion,

I begged him to give me what friendly help

he could and to pilot us to the nearest
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harbour, for which service, I assured him,

he should be generously rewarded. Judge

then of my disgustâ��nay, of my angerâ��when,

turning about as a man thoroughly alarmed,

he gave some order to his crew and the

smack stood right away from us as though

we had the plague aboard.

" Well," said I to Gustavos," fhe Americans

may be a democratic people, but these are the

oddest notions of hospitality I ever heard

of. What in Heaven's name are we to do

now ? "

This question Gustavos could not answer.

No less surprised than I, he continued to stare

after the smack as though her departure had

been a jest and she would presently return.

The only one among us who discovered his

wit was the nigger, greatly revived by the sea

air, and as anxious to show his repentance as

erstwhile his temper.

"Sar," he suddenly exclaimed, "Caleb

very sorry, but, sar, he see the shore and the

land, and there is a lilly port over there, sar,

by where the smoke am rising."

I looked away to the shore and discovered

that he spoke the truth. Clearly this rugged

coast-line was cut by an inlet, and some

fishing village lay at the head of it. Our

impatience to get ashore compelled us imme-

diately to dare the risks of this harbourage,

whatever they might be. We started our

petrol engines and raced to the land, for-

getful of our very triumphs, and desirous

only of setting our feet upon the continent

of America. Let the felicitations, the whirl-

ing messages, the banquets, the plaudits,

come afterwards. We had had enough of the

Styx to last us many a long day, and would

quit her with a thankfulness no words could

express. So we made for that inlet, regard-

less of shoals and shallows, of tides and

currents. It was a feast for the eyes to see a

pretty little town taking shape bÂ»fore us; a

joy as of dreams to discern the figures of

men and women upon the quay, and to

know that they had seen and had signalled

us from the headland. Americans though

they might be, some of them surely would

understand our language. Nor had I any

doubt at all of the reception which must

await us in that land of superabundant

hospitality.

"You see," I said to Gustavos, "they

build their villages in the English fashion,

and many of them have the look of our own

fishing people. Yonder, too, is a church ;

and as for their housesâ��why, the man who

says that the Americans do not cultivate

flowers is just a born liar. Admit that we

could give them no points in the picturesque.

Admit that they are own cousins and that

their coast-line is as beautiful as our own."

I would willingly have continued this dis-

cussion upon the manners and the habits of

the two people, but, to my complete amaze-

ment, a horrible look had come across

Gustavos's face while I spoke, a pallor in-

describable, the haunting expression of a

man who has lost all that he possesses in the

world and never may recover it. Astonished

beyond measure, I put out a hand to steady

my poor old friend, and asked him earnestly

if he were ill.

" Mr. Adamson," he said, with pathetic

solemnity, " I shall not deceive youâ��I read

him on the little ships. That is the town of

Fowey, in Cornwall, and our voyage to fail

have been entirely."

V.

OF course, it was all the fault of that little

rascal, our navigating officer, the crack-

brained Frenchman, Revel. And just like

my poor Gustavos to take the fellow on trust

and never to test his seamanship at all ! I

doubt not that we had lost our bearings from

the very start of it, and for fifteen days had

cruised round and about within a day's sail

of the Lizard all the time.

Upon the aftermath of this disastrous

undertaking I intend to say but little. My

fellow-countrymen have laughed ; France has

not forgotten to be merry ; it would be hard

to say that our American cousins have

remained entirely serious. And yet, who

may blame that worthy Gustavosâ��who will

point the finger at him? Has he not already

prepared his ship for a second attempt? Do

not his telegrams still litter my desk? All

honour to genius â�� all honour to that

masterly imagination which would compass

the worlds and make naught of them.

I lost two thousand by the Styx, and a

quiet wedding must be the consequence. I

shall welcome it with gratitude. Let gentle

arms shield me from the unjust mockery of a

ribald city. Let me find rest where the

telephone does not ring and the voice of

Gustavos is not heard in the land.



The 'Best Trick for Amateur Conjurers.

A SYMPOSIUM OF EMINENT PERFORMERS.

the best tricks for

however, upon the

HAT '.he man who is able to

entertain is invariably in re-

quest is a statement the truth

of which will be admitted

upon all hands. Especially

at Christmas-time, when child-

ren's paities and merry social gatherings

are the order of the day, the amateur conjurer

is, therefore, in such particular request that

there is not enough of him to go round; and

since a conjuring entertainment is appreci-

ated beyond all else upon such festive occa-

sions as have been referred to, no apology is

needed for having collected from a number

of the most eminent conjurers of the day

their opinions as to

amateurs to attempt.

Before embarking,

descriptions of the various

tricks that may be performed,

it will be as well, perhaps, to

call the attention of the

would-be wizard to a few

simple points, the importance

of which is insisted upon by

all those who contribute to

this symposium.

The most important of

these points seems to be that

the amateur conjurer should,

as far as possible, endeavour

to juggle only with the ordi-

nary commonplace articles

that are invariably at hand.

Cards are to be found in

almost every house â�¢ hats,

handkerchiefs, glasses, coins,

and paper are always handy ;

and the man who conjures with these with no

apparent preparation will both please and

mystify his audience much more than he who

brings along a bagful of prepared tricks and

spends half an hour behind a screen.

The second point which the amateur must

remember is that one of the chief secrets of

the successful conjurer rests in the ability to

lead the onlookers off the track. Above all

he should carefully avoid telling his audience

beforehand what he is going to do, for " fore-

warned is forearmed," and they may detect

the secret if they know what to look out for.

Nor should he ever do the same trick a

second time. If pressed to do so he can

MR. DFVANTS THOU

politely consent and proceed to do a some-

what similar trick. Not knowing how it is

done is more than half the attraction of a

conjuring entertainment, and the wizard's

popularity will soon begin to wane if he

allows his audience to see how easily they

are deceived.

MR. DAVID DEVANT.

Thought-reading tricks always go down so

well with a drawing-room audience, and are

in many cases so exceedingly easy to perform,

that I have no hesitation in choosing the

following trick as being one of the most effec-

tive for amateurs to attempt. The performer

asks someone to write down three questions

on three pieces of paper, which he has torn off

from his note-book for this purpose, and he

requests that each piece may-

be folded into four when the

question has been written

upon it. When this has been

done, the member of the

audience who has written the

questions is asked to hold

one paper in one hand and

one in the other, while the

conjurer places the third in

front of him so as to form a

kind of triangle with invisible

sides. After creating a good

deal of mystery by talking

about this invisible triangle,

the conjurer announces that

he will first of all read the

CHT.R,Â»U,Â»Gâ�¢C,:. question which the person

. who is holding the two

papers has in his right hand.

He takes this paper and holds it to his fore-

head for a moment or two, after which he

announces the question which has been

written on it, and opens the paper to show

that he is correct. The same process is gone

through with the second and third papers.

To perform this trick properly the amateur

should remember not to hurry over it. The

conjurer puts the first two papers into the

hands of whoever is selected to hold them,

and then asks quite carelessly where he shall

put the third paper. He is about to put ic

down in front of him, but suddenly turns to

the man who is holding the papers and

corrects him for holding them wrongly.
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Having explained exactly how he wishes them

held, he places the third paper down on the

table in front of him. But while he called

attention to the fact that the papers were

being held wrongly his hand went for a

moment behind the note-book he had been

holding ever since he tore the papers from it.

During the instant that his fingers are under

the cover of the book he exchanges the paper

on which is the third question for a blank

piece of paper folded in the same way which

was prepared beforehand, and which has

been gripped under cover of the book by his

thumb. The performer must on no account

look down at his hands while making this

change, or the secret will be given away. It

is the blank paper that is then placed on the

table in front of him, and while talking to the

audience of what he is about to do he

unfolds the paper under cover of the book

and snatches some opportunity of seeing

what is written upon it. He then announces

that that is the question written upon the

paper which is held in the right hand of the

man in front of him, and when that paper is

handed to him he unfolds it and, announcing

that he is quite correct, hands round for

examination not that paper, but the piece

with the question written on it which he

already had behind the note-book. The

same operation is gone through with the

other papers.

MR. HORACE GOLDIN.

Probably most readers of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE know that my method of con-

juring differs from

that of many other

wizards in that I do all

my tricks in silence,

and do not attempt

MR. HORACE GOLDIN S JUGGLING TRICK.

by patter to put my audience off the scent.

To the ordinary amateur, however, a rapid

succession of tricks such as I perform is

out of the question, so I will describe a very

simple little feat which, though more in the

nature of juggling than conjuring, makes

Vol. xxxii.â��B1.

a very good feature for a private entertain-

ment.

Take four tumblers or large wine-glasses

and place them one at each corner of an

imaginary square whose sides are about six

inches long. On top of the glasses place a

flat tray, and on the tray place four corks,

each cork exactly over the centre of a

tumbler. The top end of each cork should

be slightly hollowed out, so that an egg or a

small orange may be rested there. When

the corks, each with an egg upon it, are in

position the performer strikes the edge of the

tray a sharp blow with the flat of his right

hand, which has the effect of knocking away

both the tray and the corks, so that the eggs

fall into the tumblers, the latter being three

parts full of water.

The feat is by no means an easy one, and

requires a considerable amount of practice,

and I should recommend every amateur,

before attempting it, to practise it little by

little. Thus he may begin by trying experi-

ments first with one glass, one cork, and one

egg, then with two glasses, and finally with

all four. He will do well, however, to prac-

tise with oranges or small, hard india-rubber

balls, since if an accident were to happen

when eggs were being used the result might

be awkward. Indeed, he would be well

advised always to use india-rubber balls for

this reason.

MR. CHARLES BERTRAM.

If you announce to a circle of friends that

you will burn a card and make it reappear

again they are pretty

sure to make you prove

your words, which

you can easily do as

follows :â��-

Take a pack of cards,

and holding them in

the left hand so that

they lie face

downward s

upon the

palm and are

'gripped by

the thumb

on one side

and fingers

on the other,

cover them

with the MR* CHARLES BERTRAM'S CARD TRICK.

right hand

in such a position that the cards can

be drawn back one by one by the

first finger. Proceed to draw them back,
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telling the audience to bid you to stop

whenever you come to a card they would

like to choose. As soon as you are stopped

pull back the chosen card so that it is the

bottom card of those already pulled back,

and hold these up to the audience so that

they can see what that card is. You then

hand the pack to be shuffled, and on getting

it back again you straightaway place it upon

the carpet, face upwards, and announce that

you will stand upon it and press the chosen

card to the top of the pack. As you have

previously shown that the top card was not

the chosen one, the audience will be very

surprised to find, when you pick up the pack

and show the face of the top card, that it is

the correct one. Keeping the face of the

card towards them so that they can see

you do not change it, you advance to the

fire and place the card in it, with the face

still to the audience so that they can watch it

burn. You next announce that you will

conjure the burnt card back into the pack

again, and, picking up the pack with the face

towards yourself, you proceed to shuffle the

cards and to count out little packs of ten or

a dozen, which you place face downwards

upon the table. You then ask the audience

to say which pack they think the chosen card

is in, and when they have named one, you

take away three of the other packs with the

remark, " Well, it cannot be among these,

then." You next divide the packs remaining

upon the table into smaller packs, and pro-

ceed, taking some of them away until only

two or three cards remain. Opinions will

probably now be divided as to which is the

chosen card, and at least one person present

proves to be correct.

To do this trick you must first of all pro-

vide yourself with a card from a second pack.

Let us say this is the ace of clubs. You

place this in a convenient pocket, and then

shuffle the pack you are going to conjure

with until the ace of clubs belonging to that

pack is at the bottom, but be careful that

nobody else sees it is there. When you place

the pack in your left hand and cover it with

your right, preparatory to a card being

chosen, you draw the ace of clubs out from

the pack behind about an inch, and when

your right hand covers the pack the thumb

and little finger will grip the edges of this

card. When the audience tell you to stop, and

you draw away the cards that have been pulled

back, you also draw away the ace of clubs

so that it becomes the bottom card of that

part of the pack held up to the audience, and

they think they have voluntarily chosen the

ace of clubs. Before they hand the pack

back let them make certain that the ace of

clubs is not on top, and while they are doing

this drop your right hand into the pocket

where the duplicate ace is and get this into

your hand face upwards. By keeping all

your fingers close together and by gripping

the card between the first joints of the fingers

and the ball of the thumb, the card may be

palmed quite invisibly and the hand bent in

the most natural wayâ��in fact, the more it is

bent the better. Upon receiving the pack

into your left hand you place your right over

it, leaving the duplicate ace there, but hide

the fact that it belongs to another pack by

keeping the face of the card towards the

audience as you place them upon the carpet

You must also be careful not to let them see

the back of the card when you draw it from

the pack and when you burn it Upon re-

shuffling the pack get the ace of clubs to the

bottom and keep your eye upon the position

it occupies, so that it is one of the three cards

left. Someone is sure to choose it, and even

if they don't you can pretend to back your

opinion against theirs and turn it up.

MR. NATE LEIPSIC.

Here is a trick that any amateur and an

intelligent assistant can perform very readily

with a little practice,

but it should not be

attempted without a

few careful rehearsals

beforehand. The con-

jurer and his assistant

â��who should prefer-

ably be a lady, since,

for some

reason, audi-

ences do not

seem to as-

sociate decep-

tion so much

with the fair

sex (!)â��an-

nounce that

they can read

each other's thoughts from practically any dis-

tance, and in order to prove this statement

the assistant is conducted from the room and

elaborately locked up or kept under observa-

tion in some other room, while the conjurer

asks his audience to name any number up to

ninety-nine. Having written the selected

number upon a sheet of paper, which he

folds in two, he presses this to his forehead

and announces that he will convey the

knowledge of that number to his assistant

o

3

4-

5

/

o

6

7

8

9

o

NATE LEI PMC S THOUGHT-READING

TRICK.
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.After a few seconds he announces that he

has been successful, and he puts down the

paper and pencil and retires to any part of

the room indicated by the audience, per-

haps behind a screen, where he cannot make

signs to his confederate when she is escorted

back into the room. To the intense surprise

of everybody, however, the assistant, after a

few moments' thought, announces the correct

number; indeed, it is found impossible to

puzzle her, whatever number is chosen.

The audience, when they made the

conjurer take up a position from which he

could not signal to his assistant, were shutting

the stable door after the horse was stolen,

for when he placed his paper and pencil

upon the table he clearly indicated the

number chosen. By an arrangement between

conjurer and assistant the table was theoreti-

cally divided into ten squares. Thus No. i

square would be at the top left-hand corner,

No. 2 square would be next to No. i on the

right, No. 5 square would be the top right-

hand corner, No. 6 square would be the

bottom left-hand comer, and at the bottom

right-hand corner would be the square

representing nought. The piece of folded

paper would then be carelessly dropped into

the square representing the tens of the

number named, and the pencil in the square

representing the units. To give an example:

if fifty-two were chosen, the paper would be

placed in the top right-hand corner and the

pencil in the second square from the left

along the bottom row. Where the need for

rehearsals comes in is to practise with various-

shaped tables. The performers must be

able to do the trick with any table, or, in

fact, on any flat surface, like the top of a

piano, since, if they make it apparent that

they wish to use any particular table, the

audience will naturally jump to the conclusion

that it is the table that does

the trick. Nor is it necessary

to move anything upon the

table, as this again would excite

suspicion. In fact, the princi-

pal beauty of the trick lies in

the entire lack of preparation.

MR. CARL HERTZ.

The trick that I shall

describe for the benefit of

THE STRAND MAGAZINE

readers is called " Ting - a -

ling." The effect of it is as

follows. A small red silk

handkerchief is shown to the

audience, also a large tumbler

MR. CASL HF.RTZ S TRICK

and a large silk handkerchief and an egg.

The egg is placed in the tumbler and covered

with the large handkerchief and given to one

of the audience to hold, the performer con-

tinually saying " Ting-a-ling," which means

that the person holding the tumbler should

shake it to prove that the egg is still in it.

The performer now takes the small red silk

handkerchief in his hands and rolls it

together, when it is seen 'to change to the

egg, and the large handkerchief is now taken

off the tumbler and the red silk handkerchief

is found in the tumbler in place of the egg.

The explanation is as follows :â��

1. There are two small red silk hand-

kerchiefs alike.

2. There is an egg that has been blown

out so that only the shell remains, and which

has a small hole at the side about the size of

a shilling.

3. There is another blown egg to which a

piece of black thread three inches long is

fastened with wax and then tied to the large

handkerchief in the centre.

One of the red silk handkerchiefs is folded

up and concealed in the folds of the large

handkerchief just behind the egg, while the

other egg with the large hole in is concealed

under the waistcoat or in the pocket. The

performer now shows the tumbler empty,

picks up the large handkerchief with the egg

attached to it, and in putting the egg in

the glass drops the small silk handkerchief in

at the same time, and, covering all with

the large handkerchief, gives the tumbler to

someone to hold, asking him to shake it to

prove the egg is still there.

The performer now gets the other small

red silk handkerchief and shows it to the

audience (at the same time secretly getting

into his hand the egg with the large hole

in it), and, in waving the small hand-

kerchief about, gradually

pushes it into the egg, which

is now shown to the audience.

The performer then takes

hold of one end of the large

handkerchief and removes it

from the tumbler, and, of

course, the egg being attached

to it, it comes out of the

tumbler and leaves the small

handkerchief remaining. Thus

the two articles have appa-

rently changed places, to the

great astonishment of the

spectators, who, simple as the

trick seems when explained,

are invariably mystified.
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MK. H. G. CLARENCES HAT TRICK.

MR. H. G. CLARENCE.

A very simple, easy trick that almost any-

one with little or no practice can perform,

and which I have been

astonished to find

puzzle many people, is

this. Supposing there

are six, ten, or twelve

persons in a room -

more or less makes very

little difference â�� first

borrow a hat, and,

placing it on a

chair, request

each one pre-

sent to drop a

penny into it.

Take up the

hat, shake it.

well so as to

mix the money,

and say it is

your desire

that one of the

company should pick out a coin and care-

fully note any marks and so on upon it

which will enable it to be recognised again.

When the penny has been selected insist

upon its being passed round so that every-

one may see it, in order that there shall

be no dispute as to the chosen coin, and

when all have made the examination ask the

last one who has it to place it back in the

hat and mix it well up with the rest of the

coins. Meanwhile the performer keeps his

back turned to the audience, or even goes

outside the room, with the object of making

it perfectly clear that he has no opportunity

whatever of seeing the coin.

When the coin has been mixed with the

rest again he picks up the hat and pretends

to count the money until he comes to one

coin which is quite warm through having

been handled. This he extracts without

allowing anyone to see that he does so, and

emptying the hat on to a plate he stands the

empty hat on the chair again, crown down-

wards. While so doing he places the coin

that he has removed on the chair under the

hat. He next takes up the plate containing

the money and announces that he will once

more empty it into the hat and will cause the

chosen coin to pass through the hat on to

the chair. No sooner has he emptied the

money into the hat and made a few mystic

parses over it than it is discovered that he

has accomplished the feat, for when a

member of the audience lifts the hat tht

penny is found upon the chair.

MR. P. T. SELBIT ( HETEB ").

Since handcuff tricks of every description

are invariably exceedingly interesting and

attractive. I cannot, I think, do better than

recommend amateur conjurers to bewilder

their friends in the following manner. Obtain

a piece of stout chainâ��the links should be

about half an inch wideâ��and attach through

the last link at one end an ordinary key ring

of about an inch in diameter. Attach

another key ring of the same size through a

link of the chain so that it is about six inches

from the top ring. Finally, provide yourself

with a small padlock and key.

Your accessories are now complete, and.

having passed the chain and the padlock

around for inspection, you announce that

you will allow yourself to be firmly hand-

cuffed by any member of the audience, and

that you will then undertake to free your

hands without unlocking the padlock.

Thread the end of the chain through the top

ring so that a slip-knot is formed and place

your right wrist through the noose, pulling it

tight so that the loose end of the chain hangs

downwards on the left-hand side. You now

place your left wrist against your right, with

the chain hanging down between them, and

a member of the audience takes the loose

end of the chain

and wraps it round

your left wrist, bring-

ing it up on the out-

side of that wrist

and across both

wrists so that it hangs

" METER'S " HANDCUFF TKICK.
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down on the right. The chain is then

pulled tight and the end brought back again

over the right wrist, so that the last link of

the chain will reach, roughly, to about on

top of the left wrist. The padlock is then

threaded through the last link and a link of

that part of the chain which wraps the wrist,

your hands being thus so tightly chained

together that marks are left upon them by

the chain, which, by the way, you should

insist upon having pulled tight, so that the

audience may be quite satisfied that your

hands are firmly held.

To everyone's astonishment you are now

able to get your hands out of the chain by

merely shaking them ! The whole secret of

the trick lies in the fact that, when the slip-

knot has been pulled tight over your right

wrist, your left wrist is placed against it with

the chain hanging do'vn betiveen them. When

the slip-knot is pulled tight on the right wrist

the ring at the end of the chain should

occupy a position exactly on the wrist-bone :

thus, when the left wrist is placed against it,

and the chain taken round, there is about two

inches of chain that is in reality slack. By

pressing the left wrist very tightly against the

chain that is round the right, all the time the

binding is being done, this piece of slack is

kept in position ; but there is danger of it

being lost when the end of the chain is

brought through the second ring and pulled

tight ; and it is at this point that the per-

former must keep his wrists pressed particu-

larly tightly together. When the padlock

has been fixed it is only necessary to move

the left wrist upwards, and it will be found

quite easy to remove first this hand and then

the right hand from the chain.

MR. MAURICE VICTOR.

An ordinary pack of cards is handed to a

member of the audience, who is requested to

pick out any sixteen

cards from different

parts of the pack. When

this has been clone the

sixteen cards are placed

on the back of the per-

former's left hand, and

one card is selected

from the heap

by a lady, and ,,,-â��'

is casually

shown to the

audience and

returned to

the heap,

WhlCh IS im- MR. MAURICE VICTOR'S CARD TRICK.

mediately shuffled by one of the spectators.

The performer then receives the sixteen

cards back and lays them in four rows of

four cards each face downwards on the

table. After a few remarks concerning

the wonders of the divining-rod, the con-

jurer takes, say, a cigar or lead-pencil, and,

holding it horizontally, passes it over each

card in succession, until when over one of

the cards the point of the cigar dips down

and touches the card which, on being turned

over, proves to be the selected one.

The secret is very simple. When the

performer is showing the selected card to the

audience, the back of the card of course

being towards him, he draws the nail of the

right-hand forefinger down the edge of the

card, this producing a " wire edge" which

can easily be felt when the cards are being

arranged in the rows. The rest is obvious ;

the performer notes the position of the card,

and works the " divining-rod " accordingly.

MR. OSWALD WILLIAMS.

Here is a trick that with a little practice

may be performed with most astonishing

results. Procure a

piece of brass tube

the size of a

cigarette and in

one end of it bore

a small hole. Cover

the tube with a

cigarette-paper and

MR. OSWALD WILLIAMS S CIGARETTE TRICK.

plug the opposite end to that with the

hole in with a piece of blacked cotton-

wool. Take a piece of white cord elastic

and fasten one end of it into the hole

and the other to the back of your waistcoat

in such a manner that the elastic with the

cigarette at the end hangs down inside the

sleeve of your coat. The elastic should be

just long enough to let the cigarette hang

about three or four inches up the sleeve,

where it can be easily reached with the

fingers. To perform the trick, pull the

dummy cigarette down and hold it in
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the fingers in the orthodox manner,

seizing some opportunity to fill the mouth

with smoke from a real cigarette, which,

perhaps, you have been smoking just recently

and have put down behind a book on the

table. You now place the dummy cigarette

in your mouth and let a little smoke escape

through it as though it were alight, and you

continue to take it out of your mouth and

puff smoke as long as the supply lasts. You

then make a motion as though throwing the

cigarette into the air, and at the same time

release the fingers so that it vanishes up the

sleeve, and has apparently disappeared in

space.

A better, but somewhat more difficult, way

of performing this feat is as follows: Have

the dummy cigarette in the right hand as

before, and a real one alight in the mouth.

The right hand should be behind the back,

or, if sitting, under the table. After puffing

the real cigarette, take it from the mouth

with the first and second fingers of the left

hand, leaving the mouth full of smoke, and

apparently place it in the right hand, but

in reality close the left hand, so that the

unlighted end of the cigarette comes between

the root of the first finger and the ball of

the thumb, where it can be gripped. If the

audience only see the back of

your left hand it will then look

empty. At the same moment

when you conceal the cigarette

there bring the right hand towards

the left and disclose the dummy I "

cigarette. You will then seem

to have transferred the real

cigarette from the left

hand to the right. With

your mouth full of smoke

you can then proceed

with the trick as before,

and when the cigarette

has been vanished it can

be made to reappear

again in the left hand.

MR. OWEN CLARK.

The following, if neatly

performed, will cause

great astonishment. The

best effect is obtained by

gas or other artificial light.

Two ends of a piece of thin black silk two

yards long are tied together, and the loop

thus made hung round the shoulders, hanging

in front of the body. This preparation is, of

course, made unknown to the company, and

the thread will be quite invisible at a short

distance, especially against dark clothes.

Hook your left thumb through the loop and

borrow a tall hat, which receive in the right

hand crown upwards and place in left hand.

This will bring the hat into the loop, and if

the right hand is now pressed against the

crown of the hat it can be waved about at

arm's length apparently sticking to the hand,

the left hand not being near it. Two fingers

of the right hand can be placed on the top

of the hat, and it can be moved about appar-

ently hanging to the fingers. In fact, it will

be found by a few experiments that the hat

will cling to the fingers in most impossible

positions. The hat is returned for examin-

ation. Now borrow a walking-stick, get it

into the loop in the same way, first the ferrule

end, and place the right thumb against the

ferrule, when the stick will hang from the

thumb apparently in a most unnatural way.

Allow the cotton to slide down the stick

and repeat the pressing. Allow the stick

to hang in front of you horizontally, the

loop being in the centre of the

^^ stick, and place two fingers of

each hand on both ends, when

it will apparently be hanging from

the fingers. Numerous other

positions can be found by experi-

ment, but be careful to keep the

stick on the move all the time,

and don't perform the

trick against a white back-

ground, or the thread may

show. The best effect is

obtained when the con-

jurer wears a dark frock-

coat and stands in front

of a dark screen. The

effect of the trick is very

weird, and will puzzle

the most astute, but it

will be as well for the

amateur to practise in

front of a looking - glass

before including it in his

performance.

MR. OWEN CLARK S HAT TRICK.
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BY C. C. ANDREWS.
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reins

ened

NOW was certainly coming

â�� the leaden clouds were

curiously low; it was abso-

lutely windless and most

bitterly cold. Mrs. Fanshawe,

drawing the heavy buflalo-

closely round her, gave the

jerk that quick-

smart trot of the fine brown

more

an involuntary

the

horse which drew the buggy. Besides the

ring of his hoofs upon the frost-hardened

road, the only sound that broke the iron-grey

silence came from the forest which it skirted

â��now and then an ice-bound tree cracked

with a report like a rifle - shot. Mrs.

Fanshawe, turning her hooded head to

listen, hoped that the snow would at least

hold up until she reached home. For her

way presently lay through the forest, and

the road was not very good. Letty, she

reflected, would be uneasy if it should begin.

She had remonstrated in her pretty, half-

pettish, wholly-petted fashion against her

riding over to Mrs. Lawson's at all. But the

report of her neighbour's illnessâ��in spite of

the eight miles lying between their home-

steads she was still a neighbour, according to

the reckoning of that sparsely - peopled

settlementâ��had left her, she considered, no

alternative; no duty was ever knowingly

shirked by Charlotte Fanshawe. She had

found the helpless young father and mother

of helpless young babies in a piteous state of

fright and bewilderment, had put them and

things straight with the readiness and capa-

city that belonged to her, and had promptly

decided to leave behind her special factotum,

the stout-armed, flaxen-headed German

Minna, who, from long drilling, was almost

as capable as herself.

But as she turned into the forest road and

drove into the shadow of the ranks of sombre

pines she reflected that it was nevertheless

awkward, since it meant hindrance over the

preparation of Letty's wedding-clothes. And

there was not much time to spare, as the wed-

ding was to be on New Year's Day. The wed-

ding-gown itself was not her concern; Miss

Eloise Merritt,the squire's sister, had graciously

begged permission to present that, magnani-

mously overcoming her conviction that her

nephew should have made a far better

match than with Letty Fanshawe. But there

would be a heap of sewing to get through,

and Letty's fingers, though willing, were not

specially skilful and were apt to tire. Alto-

gether Her thoughts scattered and flew

like a flock of scared birds; her involuntary

drag at the reins brought the horse to a stand.

At that point a footpath forked from the road,

leading through a clearing; from that direc-

tion thecryhadcomeâ��a shrill, panting scream

of terror and horror. It came again, with a

patter of wildly-running feet ; a figure dashed

out from between the pine-trunks. At the

sight of it, with a cry almost as loud, she

sprang out of the buggy.

" Letty ! " she cried. " Why, Letty ! "

Her daughter was in her arms and holding

to her, shaking, shuddering, breathless. Her

coquettish little hood, with its puckered

lining of pale blue silk, had dropped back ;

her pretty, rosy face was blank and wild

with fear ; the latent likeness to her
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mother, rarely perceptible, was visible in it

for once. People, looking from the sallow

skin and harsh features of the woman to the

pink tints and soft roundness which made up

the dainty beauty of the girl, were wont to

decide that Letty must be like her English

father, though whether this was or was not

so Charlotte Fanshawe had never been known

to say. She was no taller than her daughter,

but she seemed to tower above as she clasped

her. The attitude was oddly significant of

their mutual relationshipâ��from her babyhood

a very passion of maternal love, almost fierce

in its protective tenderness, had environed

the girl.

"Iâ��Iâ��was coming " she gasped.

"Oh, motherâ��oh, mother ! Itâ��it's there ! "

"There?" Mrs. Fanshawe followed the

excited gesture of the little handâ��it bore

young Willard Merrill's engagemenl-ringâ��

towards the trees. " Why, what's scared you

this way, honey? " she questioned, soothingly.

" What's in there ? " '

" Theâ��the man !" gasped Letty. ,

"The man? Whatman?"

" I don't knowâ��I didn't dare go near to

look." She pulled herself away, trying to

steady her voice, though still clutching her

mother's hand. " I got tired of my sewing,

so I put on my cloak and hood and guessed

I'd come a piece to meet you, by the fool-

palh through the clearing. I was just on

the olher side of ilâ��in among ihe Ireesâ��

when I heard a shot It sort of scared me,

because it was real quiet in there, but not

much, because I guessed it was only just

somebody out with his gun. But I ran, and

I just saw himâ��oh, mother, I'll never get it

out of my head !â��I just saw him fall."

"Him?"cried Mrs. Fanshawe.

" The man," shuddered the girl. " There

was another man with a revolver, and he fired

again â��I saw him. And I screamed and ran

out."

" And he saw you, child ? "

" I don't know. But I guess he heard me,

anyway, because he threw down the revolver

and rushed across and in among the trees.

Maybe he didn't see meâ��I didn't see him

look. I didn't dare go near the other, but

there was blood on the ground and he was

quite still â�� I know he's dead. I just

screamed and ran."

She began to sob.

Mrs. Fanshawe, hitching the horse to a

tree-trunk with sleady, deft hands, turned to

her in a moment.

" Do you reckon you'd rather stay in Ihe

buggy, honey, or will you come with me ? "

"With you? There? But he's dead,"

cried the girl, shrinking.

" Maybe he isn't dead, and, anyhow, I've

got to see whether he is or not. Perhaps

you had best come with me. You sha'n't

need to come too near."

Letty nodded dumbly; a sweet, docile

obedience was natural to her. She only spoke

once as she followed her mother's erect,

confidently-treading figure. " Mother, heâ��

the man that did itâ��may be there !"

" Not much fear of that, dearyâ��he's most

likely a way off by this time. He heard you,

if he didn't see you." She paused. "You'd

know him, wouldn't you, Letty, if you saw

him again ? "

" His face ? I guess I would. I'd know the

way he was dressed. He looked pretty poor."

Mrs. Fanshawe nodded. A few minutes

brought them to the clearingâ��an irregular

circle of perhaps an acre, flanked by the

gaunt black pines. One huge felled trunk

lay across it like a fallen mast, and close by

il a dark figure no less still. I^etty lagged

back, shivering and growing whiter; her

mother advanced and looked down at it It

had been her lot to see death in more forms

lhan one, and that this man was in. truth

dead her first glance assured her. Blood had

flowed copiously from a bullet-wound in the

throat and reddened the carpet of pine-

needles with a ghastly patch : the upturned

face, grey-bearded, middle-aged, and quite

undisfigured, was totally strange to her. She

stooped mechanically and felt the heart,

growing only a shade paler. Under no cir-

cumstances could Charlotte Fanshawe have

been a weak woman, given to excitement,

hysteria, outcry; the whole conditions and

experiences of her life, her years of solitary

self-reliance, had tempered her nerves.

" You were right; he's dead, sure enough,

honey," she said, soberly.

" It was murder! " ejaculated the girl, in a

tone of horror. " Oh, mother, don't you

think it was ? "

" I guess so, deary. Couldn't be anything

else, seems to me. Maybe they quarrelled

first; though he's a real pleasant - looking

man, poor fellow. Did you say heâ��the

other oneâ��threw his shooter down ? Where?"

The girl pointed, not looking at the dead

manâ��indeed, she had not once done so.

For a few moments Mrs. Fanshawe searchedâ��

as she expected, fruitlessly.

" I didn't much reckon I'd find it," she

said, quietly. " It isn't likely he'd leave it

around to be picked up, you see, honey. I

guess he waited lill you'd run, and then came
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back for it." She glanced at the still figure.

" And for more than that, most likely," she

added. " I miss my guess if we'd find much

in his pockets. It was robber)', I expect;

you say he looked poor. Well, we'll go now,

dearâ��we mustn't touch himâ��and we've got

10 get the sheriff here. I'll send Abner Frost

into town right away."

Letty did not answer. She almost ran out

of the clearing, keeping well ahead of her

mother now, and sprang into the buggy,

cowering down under the buffalo-robe. Great

rigorous tremors were shaking her slender

body from head to foot. When the house

was reached she hurried straight into the

sitting-room and crouched down beside the

stove. Old Abner Frost, called from his

work in an adjacent barn, received his in-

structions with phlegmatic nods and tramped

off to the stable, stolidly obedient, leading

the horse and buggy. Mrs. Fanshawe

turned into the sitting-room.

" If it was you or me that was shot I guess

it wouldn't upset Abner any," she said, dryly.

" Now I'll get you a cup of tea, deary, and

you'd best take off your cloak and lie down.

If you can get a nap it won't do you any hurt;

you look all done up."

Letty obeyed with her usual sweetness.

That her mother should wait upon her was a

thing she was so used to that she accepted

the loving service without

any thought of selfishness.

She was half asleep on the

lounge, her yellow hair

streaming over the gaudy

velvet cushion, by the time

the tea was brought. Mrs.

Fanshawe watched her

while she drank itâ��

watched her until her

regular breathing told that

she slept. Then she tucked

the blanket round her and

stole out, shutting the door.

Crossing the hall-way and

entering the kitchen, she

paused by a window, look-

ing out. The light of the

short winter afternoon was

beginning to fade, the grey

sky looked more leaden

and more low, the snow-

was nearer. Glancing to-

wards the forestâ��this soli-

tary farmhouse lay almost

inits shadowâ��she shivered

a little, recalling the figure

which lay in the clearing, its

Vol. xxxii.â��82.

ghastly face of death upturned. Involuntarily

she wondered who the man might be.

Strangers were rare in the neighbourhood.

She made ready her own meal and sat

down to it, eating and drinking with her

usual practical appetite, and that done went

out to feed her poultryâ��generally Minna's

task.

Returning, she heard a stir of move-

ment in the kitchen, and entering quickly,

stopped short. A darker shadow turned to

her from among the shadows ; 'she found her-

self face to face with a man.

To most women the sight would have been

startling, even terrifying ; to her it was simply

unexpected and no more. She had given

shelter and food to too many footsore

pedlars and hungry tramps to feel alarm

at the appearance of either. " She guessed

they wouldn't hurt her any," she said,

with some contempt for the suggestion that

thus to harbour strangers might be danger-

ous. Now she did not even recollect that

but for sleeping Letty she was absolutely

alone in the house. The man's rough cloth-

ing, his aspect of weariness and dishevelment,

his slow movements, even the very attitude in

which he had been greedily crouching over

the fire, were all alike familiar to herâ��as

familiar as the apologetic, hoarse mutter with

which he began to speak. She checked it
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crisply. She disliked to be either entreated

or thanked.

" I guess that's all right," she said, tersely.

" You're welcome to your supper and to stay

the night over if you want to. There's a plenty

of good straw in the barn, and I'll give you

a couple of rugsâ��you'll make out comfort-

ably enough. You won't be the first that's

slept there by a good many. Draw up to

the fire and get warm â��it's real cold outside

â��we'll have snow directly, I guess. Say,

you've got hurt, haven't you ? "

The man had dropped into a chair, pulling

off his hat. The movement showed that a

handkerchief was bound round his head, and

that there were spots of blood upon it. He

nodded.

" Yes. I was running and got a fall. Not

much, I think, but it cut my head and pretty

well stunned me for a minute. I'll take it

off, if you don't mind, ma'am."

" And welcome," said Mrs. Fanshawe.

She turned towards the great open fire-

place, stirring and arranging its generous

supply of pine-logs ; the red flames, leaping

up, illuminated her face and figure with a

crimson glow. With an ejaculation the man

started to his feet. She swung round,

and the tongs she held fell clattering on the

hearth between them. For perhaps a minute

they remained so, staring at each other before

her dry lips fell apart in a gasp. " You ! "

" Yes ; it's me, right enough ! " He gave a

hoarse sound like a laugh. " I didn't know

you, though, any more than you did me. Twenty

years, or whatever it is, have altered us both

more than a little, I take it." He stopped.

" It's deuced queer, our meeting again like

this." He stopped again. " I suppose I

might have been dead forty times over for all

you knew, Charlotte, eh ? I'm sure you

might have been for all I could tell." He

stopped a third time. " Hang it allâ��can't

you speak ? You're not dumb, I suppose ?

You're altered in more ways than one if that's

the case!"

At each of his pauses she had fallen back

a step; an automaton might have moved as

stiffly ; a statue might have shown as fixedly

blank a face. Her lips parted twice before

she spoke, slowly, as though the words were

unfamiliar, her voice a husky whisper, thin

and dry.

" Whereâ��have youâ��been ? "

"Where?" He repeated the sound of

laughter. " In a goodish few places in twenty

years. But I'm flourishing, you may be sure

â��you can tell that by looking at me, I should

think ! " He glanced round him. " It's a

pleasure to a man to find his wife as comfort-

able as you seem to be, my dear ! " He waited :

she said nothing. He shrugged his shoul-

ders, letting the blood stained handkerchief

fall. "Since I'm half starved, and you don't

seem disposed to ask me, I'll take something

to eat, by your leave."

She made a gesture with her handâ��all

she could do. He swung round to the

table and seated himself, beginning to eat

voraciously, and she stood staring at him.

This man, unkempt, road-worn, weather-soiled,

ravenously devouring his food in wolfish gulps,

was the husband from whom, with bruised

body and torn soul, she had escaped twenty

years ago ; to look at him was like feeling the

snap of fetters on her wrists, the gall of a

chain about her throat. He was her hus-

band, she was his wife, and across the entry,

behind the shut door, was Lettyâ��Letty !

With a sort of fascination of repulsion she

kept her eyes upon him. No one but her-

self knew what a rage of misery the sight

of him recalled. The story of her marriage

had been commonplace enoughâ��the story

of an obstinate, passionate girl's head-

strong infatuation for a handsome face.

The tragedy of her life had been com-

pressed into a few weeks of agony. Then

he had beaten her. To remember it was

to burn again with the tempest of fury and

bewildered humiliation with which she had

cowered under the blows. That had been

the end. She had never known clearly what

she had said or done, but she knew she had

frightened him. If, presently, when he made

an end of his meal, he should strike her

againâ��there was something locked in the

drawer there, if he should threaten that!

With her eyes warily upon him she crossed

over to the drawer stealthily and took it out,

slipping it into her bosom. Then she moved

to the door and shut itâ��it seemed an added

barrier to keep Letty away. She was stand-

ing with her back to it when he looked up

presently. Something in her face stopped

him as he rose to his feet; he stood and

stared at her. She took one step forward.

" You've got to go," she said.

" Have I ? " He laughed. " Do you think

I'm fool enough to turn out of a place like

this and leave my wife snug in it on this sort

of night ? "

"This place is mine â�� my father left it

me. I was born in it, I've lived and worked

in it, and I guess I'll die in it. It's got

naught to do with you, George Fanshawe,

and it won't have. I'm no wife of yours.

and I won't be. You've got to go ! "



AN ESCAPE.

65'

Her every repetition of the words came

â�¢with an added weight of resolution ; she did

not raise her voice, but they had the force of

blows. As, scowling, he made a step towards

her, she slipped her hand into her breast

â��it was with such a look and gesture that he

had struck her. But in making it he stopped.

" What's that ? There's someone in the

house. Who is it?"

She caught him by the arm, hearing, as he

had done, the click of the parlour latch. In

a moment Letty would comeâ��would'see!

The door of a great cupboard stood openâ��

she thrust him towards it ; she was not a

powerful woman, but, even had he resisted,

her strength just then would have borne

him back. As she closed it

upon him, the girl appeared

on the threshold. The fire-

light showed her fair hair

hanging in curly disorder on

her shoulders, her little face

all rosy with sleep. She

stretched her slender arms

childishly, yawning, and ad-

vanced.

" 1 believe I've been

asleep quite a while," she

said. " I feel as if I had.

Have you had your tea, too,

mother? Oh, yes, I see you

have. I guess we won't

wash the dishes, though ;

we'll wait till after supperâ��

I'll help you then. Why

don't you have a light ?â��

it's 'most dark. I'm going

to light the parlour lamp and

fill up the stoveâ��it's a real

cold night. Come and sit

there with me, won't you ?

I want to get on with my

sewing."

" Presently, deary.

There's something I must do first. Youâ��

you'd best go and put your hair up, hadn't

you ? Somebody may come."

" Oh, I forgot!" There was only one

somebody in Letty's little world. She laughed

with soft consciousness, putting up a hand to

her head. " Ves, I'd best go and prink a

little, I guess. Don't be long, mother. I â��

I don't want to be by myself."

Mrs. Fanshawe's voice had been perfectly

steady. As the girl went out she crossed to

the door and shut it after her with a firm

hand. Then she faced about, and met her

husband's eyes as he emerged from his con-

cealment. The moment's silence was broken

by the sound of Letty's feet as she ran lightly

up the stairs.

"So," Fanshawe said, slowly, "I have a

daughter, it seems ? "

" Yes."

Her teeth opened for the word and closed

again ; her whole body was braced and tense,

her face grey. He half laughed.

"And you didn't intend giving me the

pleasure of knowing it, eh ? "

" No." She started forward suddenly.

" No," she burst out, vehemently. " I didn't

mean you to know ! And she sha'n't know

â��she sha'n't. Iâ��I haven't told her the

truth about youâ��I've always made things

soft to her as well as I could. She thinks you

I BELIEVE I'VE BEEN ASLEET QUITE A WHILE,' SHE SAID."

died before she was born. I've told her you

were a real good man and a gentleman. She

was wonderful pleased to think that about

her fatherâ��wonderful pleased always, but

more than ever since she's going to be

married. And the squire, he thinks so,

too."

" The squire ? "

" Squire Merritt. It's his son Willard she's

going to marryâ��the wedding's New Year's

Day. He wasn't pleased about itâ��I guess

he thought Willard ought to do better than

Letty. I don't say it isn't so in a wayâ��

they're real gentlefolks, as well as rich. She

fretted considerableâ��she hasn't ever been
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strong. It wasn't easy, but I went to him

about it. I told him I guessed they wouldn't

be troubled by me much after they were

marriedâ��I said I knew I wasn't the kind

that Willard's mother wasâ��I didn't set up

to be, but that, anyway, Letty's father was a

gentleman. I'd have told a worse lie than

that for her. He's real pleasant about it

nowâ��he's fond of Lettyâ��but he's proud,

and Willard's proud. Maybe, ifâ��oh, I don't

ask where you've been or what you've been

doing this twenty yearsâ��it isn't anything to

me. But I can't have Letty hurtâ��she's

loving and she's delicate. If things went

wrong with her and Willardâ��she's wonderful

fond of him ! Don't you see why you've got

to go ? "

For all her vehemence her harshly-level

voice had never risen ; it broke with a note of

piteous pathos nowâ��she caught her breath

in a dry sob. To save her very life she would

not have made for herself the pleading

gesture with which she turned to him. The

passion of her maternal love and fear had

swept this reticent woman out of herself for

a moment. The man drew a little away.

" Most things can be bought, Charlotte,"

he said, deliberately.

"Bought?" Her hands droppedâ��she

stared at him.

" Exactly. You want me to hold my

tongueâ��take myself offâ��disappearâ��never

to let the girl or her husband know that I'm

in the land of the living. Well, I'm agree-

able, so far. She's nothing to meâ��couldn't

very well be, recollecting that I didn't even

know of her existence ten minutes ago. But

that sort of thing has its price, my dear ! "

" Price ? " Her eyes did not release him.

"Youâ��you mean you'd take money from

me toâ��to "

"Why not? You seem very comfortable

here. I should judge you have plenty to

spare, or, if not, you can probably get it.

Make it worth my while, and, as I said, I'm

agreeable. It would be pretty awkward if I

turned up on the wedding-dayâ��I advise you

to think it over. Take your timeâ��I'm in no

hurry ! "

With an insolent assumption of indifference

he threw himself into a chair. His very

attitude, the swaggering spread of his limbs,

was abhorrent to her ; she seemed to sicken

with an absolute physical nausea as she

looked at him. And again her hand stole up

to her bosom. A wild thought darted into

her head, staggering her. If she used what

lay thereâ��if, with a spasm of desperate

courage Why should not one kill a

noxious thing ? Once, in Letty's babyhood,

she had battered to death a snake which srie

had found coiled near the child's cradle. What

would be said or thought but that she had

been threatenedâ��attacked, perhaps, by a

wandering tramp, and that in self-defence

She flung out her hands as though to thrust

a tangible something away, and as she did

so he started to his feet.

" What's that ?" he cried, in a hoarse

whisper. " Listen ! There's somebody

coming ! "

As he swung round he had caught up a

knife from the table ; the firelight showed it

clutched in his hand. A sound had broken

the silence of the gathering twilightâ��the ring

of rapid hoofs upon the frost-bound road.

She ran to the window, peering out.

" It's Willard," she said, in a suppressed

whisper. " He'll come inâ��Letty will come

â��you've got to stay till he's gone. Go in

hereâ��quick-â��quick ! "

She flung open a doorâ��it led down a

passage into Minna's bedroomâ��and eagerly

motioned him through. She had feared

resistance, perhaps a mocking refusal, but he

dropped the knife, caught up his hat, and

obeyed. She turned to a shelf and lifted a

lamp that stood there. As she set it down

upon the table Letty ran in from the entry.

" It's Willard, mother. I didn't really

expect I'd see him to nightâ��he guessed he'd

be busy. Won't you light the lamp ? He'll

think it's awful funny if we're in the dark."

Charlotte said nothing ; she knew that she

could not have commanded her voice to

steadiness ; her trembling hands clattered the

glass as she lighted the lamp. The girl did

not notice in her eager little, excited flutterâ��

the coming of her lover absorbed her. She

ran over to the kitchen door and threw it

open as the wheels stopped outside. But at

sight of him she fell back with a cry.

" Oh ! " she exclaimed. " Willard, what

is it ? What's the matter ? Youâ��you look

dreadful."

She had reason for her outcry. The young

man's handsome, boyish face was white under

its wholesome tan ; he looked shocked, hor-

rified ; he was quite young and showed signs

of emotion easily. Charlotte stared at him

wide-eyed. Could it be that heâ��knew?

Willard slipped his arm round Letty's waist :

although the years between them were not

many he had followed her mother's example

of petting her almost like a child.

" I'm sorry, sweetheart: I didn't mean to

scare you, though I guessed you'd seeâ��

and, of course, you must know, any way. I
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thought I'd best come and tell you myself,

before " He broke off. "It happened

I was with the sheriff when Abner came, Mrs.

Fanshawe, and to save his time I drove him

to the clearing. It's as well I did, on my

father's account; but how I shall break it to

him !â��it's given me an awful shock. The

man who's been shotâ��murderedâ��is my

uncle !"

Letty gave a

scream ; her little

face was a picture

of white horror.

"Willard! No,

no ! " she gasped.

"Yesâ��it's so,

dear; it's so, Mrs.

Fanshawe; you

have never seen

him, of course. He

was coming over to

us from New Hamp-

ton, I take it, though

why he should be

walking, and how

he came to be

set upon, Heaven

knows. The

sheriff and his

men are search-

ing the forest.

They have got

Indian Jake, the

tracker, with them ;

he was in town,

" I hadn't forgotten that, and, of course,

you'll have to say what you saw, though I'd

rather you didn't, Letty, dear. Never mind

that now. Mrs. Fanshawe, I drove on first

to tell you. They're bringing itâ��himâ��here.

I thought you wouldn't mind, it being the

nearest place, and it would give the squire

and my aunt too much of a shock if he were

luckily. A blood-

hound isn't keener on the scent, once he

finds it, so they say. I pray they'll hunt the

villain down ! Iâ��I could hang him myself!

My uncle always thought as much of me as

if I had been his son ; you've heard me say

so. And now "

His voice broke into an irrepressible half-

sob. Letty pulled herself free ; her eyes and

cheeks kindled brightly; she looked taller;

all her natural tremors and timidity were lost

at the sight of his emotion : in all her life her

likeness to her mother had never been so strong.

" They'll find him, Willard," she cried, her

voice shrilly clear and loud. " You don't

need to be afraid they won't find him. And

when they do there won't he any doubt,

because, you know, I saw him shoot. I saw

his face, and I'd know him anywhere. I

thought it was awful then. I said to mother

that I'd never forget it, but I'm glad I did

now. Yes, I amâ��I'm real glad ! "

She stamped her foot by way of emphasis.

Willard nodded, recovering himself.

fir*

"THE MAN WHO'S BERN SHOTâ��MURDKRKD

-is MY UNCLE !'

taken home before they hear. I'm going

on now to break it to them, though how I'm

going to do it is more than I know."

Mrs. Fanshawe muttered something; her

mind, reeling under the shock already sus-

tained, was too stunned as yet to grasp

clearly anything beyond it. At another time

her fixed face, her rigid attitude, must have

attracted their attention ; now they passed

unnoticed. As the young man turned towards

the door Letty caught his arm, her sudden

spirit collapsing.

"Willard, I'm coming with you," she

sobbed. " Iâ��I must. I'm frightened."

" Frightened ? "

"Yes, if they bring it here. If they do

and I see it again I think I shall die. Oh, I

just daren'tâ��I daren't! I'll come with you

and stay with Miss Eloise. I must go.

Mother, mustn't I go?"

" Yesâ��go," said Mrs. Fanshawe.

If the appeal had roused her from her

torpor she caught at the suggestion as she
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might have clutched a. rope in a raging sea.

To get the girl awayâ��ignorant, safe, un-

knowing ! She ran for her cloak and hood

and hurried them on, fetched a huge fur muff

and wadded gloves; in a minute or two the

wagon rolled out at the gates, Letty's slim

figure a mere heap of wraps at her lover's

side. â�¢ She shut the door and for a moment

staggered weakly against the table, the

retreating beat of hoofs upon the iron-hard

road seeming to swell into a roar in her ears.

A minute or two went by before she steadied

herself sufficiently to cross to the second

door and open it.

Her cautious call was gruffly answered,

and Fanshawe came out.

" Has he gone ? " he demanded.

M Yes, he has gone."

" And for goodâ��he won't come back ? "

" No, he won't come back."

" So much the better." His eyes went

round the kitchen with a sharp, furtive

scrutiny. " Where's the girl ? "

" She has gone with him."

" So much the better again. If we are to

come to an agreement she's better out of the

way while we do it. I suppose you sent

her ? "

" No ; she wasâ��frightened."

" Frightened ? "

" A while ago. There's been a man shot

â��murderedâ��in the forest a piece from this.

She was coming to meet me and saw it done

and the man that did it. She's dreadful timid

always, and- â�¢"

of denial. He raised his heavy hand with an

involuntary gesture of menace, and let it fall

again. " It was the old fool's own fault," he

muttered, sullenly.

She made no movement and no answer ;

there was no play of expression in her frozen

face ; she was like a dead woman upon her

feet. At some fancied sound beyond the

window he swung round, listening fearfully,

and swung back again.

" It was the old fool's own fault," he

repeated, in a louder key. " I fell in

with him just this side of New Hampton

and begged of himâ��I was about beaten

out, and I hadn't a cent. He gave me a

pretty name or two, and swore he'd jail me

if he saw me anywhere in town. He didn't

know I followed him when he struck into

the forestâ��it was easy to keep out of sight

among the trees. I only meant to give him a

scare when I pulled out the revolver in the

clearingâ��I thought he'd unload quick enough

thenâ��but he struck me on the head. Then

I firedâ��twice, to make sure. But the first

shot killed him, I think." He stopped.

" Then the girl screamed. I didn't see her

properlyâ��she rushed off in the other direc-

tion, as far as I could make out. I waited a

bit, and went back and got the pistol. Then

I came on here. What's to be done now? "

He stopped again. As he made a move-

ment of advance she caught blindly at a

chair-back, retreating so that it stood between

them.

'She saw it?

What !â��it was she

whoâ��-â��"

He caught back

the words ; he even

clapped a frantic

hand upon his

mouth, but they

were spoken. With

dilated eyes and

ghastly face his wife

fell back from him.

"You!" she

gasped. " My God

â��you! "

Her dry whisper

seemed to ring like

a shriek. Livid, he

stood staring at her.

His self - betrayal

had been so unpre-

meditated, was so

complete, that he

realized the futility

I ONM.Y MEANT TO GIVE HIM A SCARE WHEN 1 PULLED OUT THE REVOIAKR."
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" I suppose I'm as safe here as anywhere

â��until morning, at any rate. I didn't see

a creatureâ��afterwards, and you're alone, as

luck will have it. Or it may be safer to stay

till the search is overâ��I suppose there will

be one, curse it! As to who he was "

" He is Willard's uncle."

"What?"

" The man you have murdered is Willard

Merrill's uncle. He came here to tell meâ��

and Letty. The sheriff and his men are

searching the forest now."

" They are ? " With a wild look of terror

lhat distorted his face he gripped her shoulder

and shook her. " You must hide me ! " he

said, hoarsely. " Hide me ! Do you hear ? "

" Hide you ? "

" Yes. There must be places enough in

the house, and no one but you knows I am

here. And who would suspect you ? I shall

be safer than if I were fifty miles away.

Quick ! Where shall I go ? Show the way ! "

He made a movement to snatch the

lamp from the table. As though all her

faculties were suddenly reawakened she

thrust him back.

" No ; I can't hide youâ��it isn't any use.

Indian Jake is with them."

" Indian Jake ? "

" He's a tracker. He was in town and the

sheriff took him alongâ��Willard said so. If

he gets on a trail he's surer than dogs. He'll

find yours, and come here."

" You can say I'm not here. You can

swear it."

" It won't be any use. .The sheriff won't

believe me. They'll search and find you."

"Curse it, I must go, then! What's

that ? "

There was nothing. He turned from his

frightened stare at the window and clutched

her shoulder again.

"Listen!" he whispered, fiercely. "Pull

yourself togetherâ��you must help me. If

I'm caught it sha'n't be like a rat in a hole :

by the Lord I'll have a run for it! They'll

come here, I suppose, but if I double on my

tracks I may dodge them. It's my best

chanceâ��anyway, I'll risk it. I shall try to

get back to New Hampton : I can take the

cars from there. But I must have money."

" Money ? " she echoed, mechanically.

" Yes. Heâ��the old manâ��had only a few

dollars in cash : I wasn't fool enough to risk

taking bills. Have you money here ? "

She made a gesture of assent, unlocked a

drawer, took out a little bag, and gave it to

him, shuddering as their hands approached.

He nodded, slipping it into his pocket, took

up his hat and stick, and glanced at the

window.

" Look out," he whispered, hoarsely.

" See that all's clear. I thought I heard

something twice. Open the door; you can

see better, and you can listen too."

She obeyed and threw it open. Doing so

she uttered a cry, and darting back caught

him by the arm.

" It's too late !" she gasped. " You can't

go!"

" Can't go ? " With an oath he flung her

off. " What do you mean ? " he demanded,

savagely. " Is anyone there ? "

"No."

" No ? You're mad, woman ! What is it ? "

She pointed to the door. He swung round

towards it, and uttered a sound that was like

a half-stifled shriek of despair. The air was

a whirl of softly - falling flakes; the path

to the gates spread an unbroken, glittering

sheet of whiteâ��the snow had come, and the

snow had trapped him ! He stood with a

face fixed in a ghastly stare of comprehension

and horror. Charlotte moved forward a step.

Her hand was at her bosom.

" Where is your pistol ?'' she asked.

He stared at her She pointed to the

open door.

" You can't go now. There's no use in

doubling back on your tracksâ��there's the

snow to tell whichever way you turn. They'll

be here directlyâ��the sheriff and his men. I

can't hide you ; Indian Jake will know you're

here. 'Where is your pistol?'"

" I threw it away â�� afterwards â�� in the

forest. Good God !â��Charlotte ! "

He sprang back from her. There was a

very panic of terror in his livid face, for he

saw what her withdrawn hand grasped. She

held it out to him.

"Take it!" she said, eagerly. "Quick!

It's loaded, and it's the only way! Oh,

man, because you were husband to me once

â��and Heaven knows I'd have died for you

before you broke my heart!â��because of that

I'd have helped you while there was a

chance, but there's no chance now. You

can't escape any other way, and you mustn't

be taken, for Letty's sake. They'll find out

who you are and how it isâ��everything. It's

Willard's uncle you've killed ; could he ever

marry her if he knew ? And she'll never

live when she's been forced to help hang her

own father. Do it, and they'll never know

anythingâ��she'll never know ! I'll say you

happened in here and did it when you

heard them coming â�� they 11 believe me.

Quick !"
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" Youâ��want me to shoot myself! " he

gasped.

" You must. It's the only way to save her

â��to save Letty. Take itâ��-they'll be here !

What's that ? They are coming ! "

A sudden distant swell of sound had

broken the frozen silence. She sprang to

the door and listened. The voices of men

shouted and called to each otherâ��the sheriff

and his searclvparty had reached the edge of

the forest. Fanshawe heard too : his grey

face was a 11

sweat-bedabbled;

he fell back

shuddering from

her again - ex-

tended hand.

" Iâ��I can't! "

he m u t tered,

hoarsely. "I'd

sooner be taken

â�� I'd sooner

hang. And it

mayn't come to

thatâ��I may get

off; the girl must

swear she doesn't

recognise me ;

you must tell her

who I amâ��she'll

hold her tongue

fast enough then.

Iâ��1 won't do it

â��I daren't; Iâ��

ah, you mur-

deress ! Give it to

meâ��I'll have it.

Give it to me ! "

He saw the

tightening of her

hand upon the re-

volver, read the

desperate resolu-

tion in her eyes,

and with a scream

of rage and fear

flung himself upon her. One hand gripped

her wrist; the other, fast upon her throat,

bore her backwards; there was a moment's

frantic struggle, a flash and a report as the

revolver dropped between them, and she

reeled gasping against the table, while he,

shot through the head, fell heavily to the

floor at her feet. Her breath came back,

and with a cry she sank on her knees at his

side. For one frenzied moment it seemed to

her that the dead could hear.

" I didn't do it ! " she panted, wildlyâ��" I

didn't do it I Oh, I would have done it â�� I

guess I would â�� for Letty's sake, but I didn't

shoot ! It was you â�� you, man â�� you did it :

you've killed yourself ! Oh, it's the way I

wanted it â�� it's best for you, and she's safe â��

no one but me will ever see that she's got a

look of this face of yours â�� but I didn't do it !

You've killed yourself, and I pray there's

mercy for you

where you're

gone ! "

She rose to

her feet. She

was on a sudden

absolutely calm.

Even as she

m ec h a nically

straightened her

dress her

thoughts were

busy with the

story she must

tell â�� the story

which, she felt,

would be re-

ONF. HAND GRIPPED HER \VR
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ceived without

cavil or com-

ment. The man

had threatened

and set upon her;

the revolver,

drawn in self-

defence, had

been fired as he

struggled with

her for its pos-

session. She

heard her steady

voice giving the

details, and knew

they were cohe-

rent and convinc-

ing. She glanced

about the room. Its air of peace, neatness,

order, was incongruous â�� she disarranged a

rug upon the floor, wrenched aside the table-

cover, overturned a chair. Then she stood

quiet, her eyes upon the open door â�� the snow-

flakes were drifting in as softly as feathers.

She had not moved when presently the gates

were flung open and the sheriff and his men

came tramping up the path.

1ST ; THE OTHER, FAST UPON

HER BACKWARDS."



MY OPERATIC HEROINES.

BY

ADELINA PATTI

(THE BARONESS ROLF CEDERSTROM).

[The following extremely interesting reminiscences by the world's most celebrated cantatnce were

suggested by a series of photographs taken of Mile. Adelina Haiti (as she was then) by M. Silvy in

London during her first triumphant season at Covent Garden in the summer of 1861.]

Y operatic heroines! I am

afraid there never was any

proper and formal introduc-

tion between Amina, Zerlina,

Violetta, Rosina, and myself.

To begin with, it was not with

me as with other singers who, showing talent

in girlhood, are sent abroad to study under

a singing-master, and afterwards laboriously

become mistress of a role in opera. No ; I

was born and brought up in an atmosphere

of music. My father and mother were both

singers, and in the course of our travels we

frequently met the greatest operatic artistes of

the day. I never went to school, but was taught

at home, nor can I say that I truly studied

a part, so I have no tale to tell the readers

of THE STRAND MAGAZINE of hard work

and difficulties painfully surmounted. At six

years of age I was a prima donna of the

nursery. When I had been put to bed, on

my return home with my father and mother

from the opera, I used to make sure that

they and the rest of the family were asleep,

and then I would hop out from beneath the

counterpane and fancy myself a great canta-

trice, bowing before the plaudits of a huge

audience. I admit my audience was a little

apathetic ; but, after all, that is not to be

wondered at, for they were only a row

of dolls which I had ranged on chairs

before me. I think my earliest recollection

is of " Norma," which was then my

favourite. Once, in her absence, 1 decked

myself out in one of my mother's stage

dresses, and sang and danced with all my

heart. When I had, as I thought, executed

a most beautiful aria, trill-and all, I cried,

"Brava, Adelina!" and threw magnificent

bouquets and wreaths at myself until my

little bare feet were hidden. When I had

bowed and kissed my hands until I was

weary the door suddenly opened, and my
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mother and the famous singers Sontag and

Alboni entered. You may judge if they

laughed at my magnificent bouquets, which

were only made of old newspapers, after all.

Alboni, having heard me sing, clapped her

hands, and told my mother I would one day

become a great singer, and then and there

offered to undertake the training of my voice.

But my parents would not agree to a parting.

I was only seven years old when I made

my first appearance in public. The necessity

of providing for a numerous family obliged

my father thus early to turn my talents to

account. Artistes, you see, were not then paid

so well as now, and when the crisis came

I remember begging my father to let me

appear as Amina in "La Sonnambula." At

first he put me aside, saying, " No, little

one. \Vhat you ask is impossible." But

I gave them all no peace until they

had granted my request. And. so it came

about that little Adelina, the daughter of

Signor Patti, was duly announced to sing

" Una Voce," and in " La Sonnambula," at

Niblo's Garden Theatre, New York. How

everybody must have laughed at the idea of

a prima donna of seven summers ! I can

still see myself dressed for the part on the

fateful evening, gazing into the mirror and

waiting for the curtain to go up. The house

was crowded. When the curtain went down

I can still see a great number of men and

women clapping and waving their hands and

crying, " Brava, brava!" and afterwards my

father catching me up in his arms and kissing

me, and my mother and all the members of

the company petting me as if I had .done

something wonderful indeed. I wasn't at all

nervous or overwhelmed. Child as I was, I

felt sure that Heaven was with me and was

blessing me.

And so it came about that I regarded the

role of Amina as my lucky role, and that is
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As AMINA IN " LA SONNAMUULA."

As VlULE'lTA IN "TliAVIATA."

As

why years later I chose it for my first appear-

ance when 1 had to face audiences in the

great capitals of Europe. From my seventh

to my twelfth year 1 travelled as an Infant

Prodigy with my father throughout North

America, to Mexico, Cuba, and Porto Rico.

The well-known pianist, Gottschalk, took pan

for several years in our concerts.

In those days I would never consent to

go on the stage without a doll, which was

occasionally embarrassing to the managers,

especially if I happened to notice any children

of my own age in front! Even at that early

age I sang the leading operatic airs, conquering

the most difficult passages, including the pro-

longed "shakes"and staccati, with perfect ease,

and learning to identify myself with Leonora,

Ninetta, Adina, /erlina, Rosina, and Violetta,

as I had already done in public with Amina.

Contrary to the endless and seemingly

authoritative assertions made about me at

this time and later, I may say that I never

studied with anybody except Signer Ettore

liarili, my half-brother, who knew the right

method, and who did everything necessary in

the way of training my voice and ensuring

the best style of production. After a time

my mother wanted to send me to Italy, that

I might take an engagement there, but my

voice already began to tremble, and to avoid

ruining it 1 passed two years without uttering

a note. \Vhile I was suffering this enforced
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but necessary silence I used to go often to

the theatre and meet my operatic heroines

there in other forms.

Once Martha was being sung by the

celebrated Grisi to the Lionel of Mario.

I was profoundly impressed by their singing.

After the opera was over I hurried behind

the scenes, and, approaching Grisi, in my

childish admiration offered her a few simple

flowers. But to my infinite mortification the

cantatrice, with the deafening applause of

the audience in her ears, brushed me aside,

'['he tears welled up in my eyes, and I

turned and proffered the poor little blossoms

listlessly to Mario. He at once took them

graciously and fastened them to his coat.

Then, lifting me in his arms, he kissed my

cheek and said : " I shall keep these always,

little one, in memory of you."

Years later, on the I3th of July, 1861, I

myself came to play Martha at Covent

Garden Theatre, London. Mario was again

the Lionel, and I shyly asked him if he

remembered the incident of the flowers.

" Remember it ! " he cried. " I shall never

forget it. I have the flowers yet." It was a

few days after this that the photograph of

myself as Martha was taken. I still love

Mario's memory because of that incident in

my childhood long ago.

My next heroine before the footlights was

Lucia di Lammermoor, in which opera I
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made my appearance at the Academy of

Music, New York, on the 24th of November.

1859, being then nearly sixteen years of age,

and which I think should be regarded as

the real beginning of my career in opera.

When I read Walter Scott's novel I loved

Lucia more than ever, and being, as I need

hardly tell you, a romantic little girl, I often

gazed at myself in the mirror and admired

my bridal array. I have sung Lucia hundreds

of times. In my first season in London

Signor (iiuglini was the Edgardo. By some

mischance his spur pierced my dress and

wounded me, and I suffered great pain;

but I resolved the audience should not know,

and sang on as if nothing had happened

When the curtain fell, however, my white

satin shoe was dripping with poor LuryV

blood.

As to Violettaâ��ah, dear Violetta ! -you

may be interested to know that she is my

favourite, and "Traviata" my favourite opera.

When Verdi heard, me in the ]wrt he sent me

a little token bearing the words : " To the

only Violetta," which, as you can imagine,

made me very proud. It was as Violettaâ��

who is, of course, the Marguerite of Duma^

famous drama â�� that His Majesty King

lid ward (then Prince of Wales) first heard

me sing. The Prince was then visiting

America as Ix>rd Renfrew, and visited

Philadelphia, where a gala performance was
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arranged. Soon afterwards the great Civil

"War broke out in America and we went to

Havana, where I sang. I may perhaps

mention that my brother Carlo was wounded

in that war, and never recovered from the

effects of the wound. It was from the Cuban

capital that weâ��my father, my brother-in-

law, and myself-â��sailed for England, where

we arrived in April, 1861.

The next monthâ��the 141)1 of May, to be

exactâ��I appeared at Covent Garden Theatre,

then under Mr. Gye's management. The opera

decided upon was again " La Sonnambula,"

so I should again be Amina. I need not tell

you of my success that first night before an

English audience. With me appeared Signer

Tiberini as Elvino, who, they said, was old

enough to be my father, or I young enough

to be his daughter. You have heard how a

friend, Georgio Ronconi, cried out from a

box, "Adesso abbiamo trovato la nostra prima

donna ! " (" Now, indeed, we have found our

prima donna I")

So far, however, from feeling any sense of

triumph or elation, I returned to our little

hotel in Norfolk Street in the Strand and

burst into tears.

Twice more did I appear as Amina

before it was decided that I should appear

as Donna Lucia in Donizetti's opera. I

remember in the mad scene I put forth all

my power, and the house appreciated it.

As NINETTA IN "LA GAZZA LAURA."
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One thing I always tried to do in an Italian

opera, and that was to be Italianâ��Italian in

accent, in delivery, in execution. In this

piece Tiberini was the Edgardo.

As to Zerlina, in " Don Giovanni," I

think my proudest memory of Zerlina was

when I first sang it in Paris, just forty-four

years ago. At the conclusion of the second

act the Emperor and Empress summoned

me to their box. The Empress greeted me

in Spanish, calling me her countrywoman, and

then, taking out a splendid bracelet

of diamonds and emeralds, fastened

it on my wrist. You may imagine

if /erlina was happy ' Yet, although

born in Madrid, I am not Spanish,

but Italianâ��Italian to the core. My

paternal family takes its name from

the ancient Italian commune of Patti.

A season or two later at Madrid it

was as Amina that Queen Isabella of

Spain sent for me and greeted me

as her compatriot. And Amina had

to confess that she was Spanish only

in regard to the place

of her birth.

I forgot to mention

that it was as Martha

that I first introduced

"The Last Rose of

Summer "; while it

was as Rosina in the

lesson scene of " The

Barber of Seville " that

I sang the " Home,

Sweet Home " which

English-speaking audi-

ences love so dearly.

It was Rosina who, in

1863, sang at Frank-

fort, where an Imperial

Diet was in progress,

literally before an audience of crowned heads,

all the German princes, with one exception,

being present. Another memory connected

with Rosina is the riots in Madrid in

1863, when poor Queen Isabella appeared in

the box and the house hissed her, and many

thought the opera would not be allowed to

proceed. The finishing touches to my

Marguerite were administered in Paris, when

I studied the part with M. Gounod himself.

Some day, perhaps, I shall write my

autobiography, and then I can re-

late all the incidents of that wonder-

ful first summer in London, of the

people I met, and the kindness that

was shown meâ��a kindness that has

continued down to the present day,

when I am taking leave of English

audiences, and which has, indeed,

been shown to me all the world

over. I think I may also refer with

pardonable pride to the splendid

fees which have been paid to me

in England and America, the

highest of which

being a guaranteed

amount of twelve

hundred pounds for

each concert, with a

half share of the

receipts after they

reached two thousand

four hundred pounds ;

and, as this was fre-

quently the case during

the tour in question,

my fee at the end of

it was a very pleasant

one.

But until that day

arrives I can only say

â��" Wail " !



UNCLE JAP'S LILY.

BY HORACE ANNESLEY VACHKLL.

I.

ASPAR PANEL owned a

section of rough, hilly land to

the north-east of our cattle

ranch in California. Every-

body called him Uncle Jap.

He was very tall, very thin,

with a face burnt a brick-red by exposure to

sun and wind. Born in Massachusetts, he

had marched as a youth with Sherman to the

sea. After the war he married, crossed the

plains in a " prairie schooner," and, eventu-

ally, took up six hundred and forty acres of

Government land in San Lorenzo County.

With incredible labour, inspired and sustained

by his natural acuteness, he wrought a miracle

upon a singularly arid and sterile soil. I have

been told that he was the first of the foothill

settlers to irrigate abundantly, the first to

plant out an orchard and vineyard ; the first,

certainly, to create a tiny Paradise out of a

sage-brush desert. Teamsters hauling wheat

from the Carisa plains used to stop to shake

the white alkaline dust from their overalls

under Uncle Jap's fig trees. They and the

cowboys were always made welcome. To

such guests Uncle Jap would offer figs, water-

melons, peaches, a square meal at noon, and

exact nothing in return except appreciation.

If a man failed to praise Uncle Jap's fruit,

or his wife's sweet pickles, he was not pressed

to "call again." The old fellow was in-

ordinately proud of his colts, his Poland-

China pigs, his "graded" bull, his fountain

in the garden.

"Nice place you have, Mr. Panel," a

stranger might say.

" Yas ; we call it Sunny Bushes. Uster be

nothin' but sun an' bushes onst. It's nice,

yas ; and it's paid for."

" What a good-looking mare !"

"Yas; she's paid for, too."

Everything on the ranchâ��animal, vege-

table, and mineral â�� was " paid for." To

understand this story you must grasp the

fact that Uncle Jap lived with credit and

not on it.

His wife, also of New England parentage,

had a righteous horror of debt bred in her,

bone. Uncle Jap adored her. If he set an

extravagant value u[K>n his other possessions,

what price above rubies did he place upon

the meek, silent, angular woman who had

been his partner, companion, and friend for
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more than a quarter of a century ? Sun and

wind had burnt her face also to the exact

tint of her husband's. Her name was Lily.

" And, doggone it ! she looks like a lily,"

Uncle Jap would say, in moments of expan-

sion. "Tall an' slim, yas ; an' with a droop

of her head. I'd ought ter be grateful to

God fer givin' me sech a flower out er heaven

â��an' I am, I am. Look at her now ! What

a mover !"

Uncle Jap's Lily, chasing a hen, certainly

exhibited an activity surprising in one of her

years. By a hair's breadth she missed per-

fection. Uncle Jap had been known to hint,

nothing more, that he would have liked a

dozen or so of babies. The hint took con-

crete form in : "I think a heap o' young

things, colts, kittens, puppies an' the like."

Then he would sigh.

We came to California in the eighties, and

in about '93, if my memory serve me, Uncle

Jap discovered bituminous rock in a corner

of his ranch. He became very excited over

this find, and used to carry samples of the

ore in his pocket, which he showed to his

neighbours.

" There's petroleum whar that ore isâ��sure.

An' ef I could strike it, boys, why, why I'd

jest hang my Lily with di'monds from her

head to her feet, I would."

This, mind you, was before the discovery

of the now famous oil-fields. Even in those

early days experts were of opinion that

petroleum might be found below the

croppings of bituminous rock by any pioneer

enterprising enough to bore for it.

About this time we began to notice that

Uncle Jap was losing interest in his ranch.

Cattle strayed through the fence because he

neglected to mend it, calves escaping were

caught and branded by unscrupulous neigh-

bours, a colt was found dead, cast in a deep

gulch.

Shortly afterwards we heard that Uncle

Jap was frequenting saloons, hanging about

the hotels in the county town ; hunting, of

course, for a capitalist who would bore for

oil on shares, seeking the "angel" with the

dollars who would transport him and his

Lily into the empyrean of millionaires.

When he confided as much to us, my

brother Ajax remarked :â��

" Hang it all, Uncle Jap, you've got all

you want."

in the United Stntw. of America.
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" That's so. I hev. But Lily â�� I

dessay you, bein' a bachelor, think that my

Lily kind o' wallers in washin' my ole duds,

an' cookin' the beans and bacon when the

thermometer's up to a hundred in the shade,

and doin' chores around the hog pens an'

chicken yards. Wai, she don't. She pre-

tends, for my sake ; but bein' a lady born an'

bred her mind's naterally set on silks an'

satins, gems, a plannerâ��an' statooary."

With that he rode away on his old pinto

horse, smiling softly and nodding his grizzled

head.

Later he travelled to San Francisco, where

he interviewed presidents of banks and other

magnates. All and sundry were civil to

Uncle Jap, but they refused to look for a

needle in a haystack. Uncle Jap confessed

later that he was beginning to get "cold

feet," as he expressed it, when he happened

to meet an out-of-elbows individual who

claimed positively that he could discover

water, gold, or oil with no tools or instru-

ments other than a hazel twig. Uncle Jap,

who forgot to ask why this silver-tongued

vagabond had failed to discover gold for

himself, returned in triumph to his ranch,

bringing with him the wizard, pledged to

consecrate his gifts to the " locating " of the

lake of oil. In return for his services Uncle

Jap agreed to pay him fifty dollars

a week, board and lodging included.

When he told us of the bargain he

had made his face shone with satis-

faction and confidence. He

chuckled as he added, slyly :â��

" I peeked in to some o' them

high-toned joolery stores on Mont-

gomery and Kearney Streets. Yas,

I did. An' I priced what they call

a ti â�� airy, sort o' di'mond crown.

They run up into the thousands o'

dollar;. Think o' Mis' Panel in a

//'â��airy, boys! but shush-h-h-h !

Not a word to herâ��eh ? "

We pledged ourselves to secrecy,

but when Uncle Jap's back was

turned Ajax cursed the wizard, as

the Cardinal Lord Archbishop of

Rheims cursed the jackdaw. When

we saw Mrs. Panel she seemed to

be thinner and more angular, but

her lips were firmly compressed, as

if she feared that something better left unsaid

might leak from them. An old sun-bonnet

flapped about her red, wrinkled face ; her

hands, red and wrinkled also, trembled when

we inquired alter the wizard and his works.

'' He's located the lake," she replied. Sup-

pressed wrath boiled over as she added,

fiercely: " I wish 'twas a lake o' fire an'

brimstone an' him a-bilin' in the middle of

it." Then, reading the sympathy in our eyes,

she continued, quickly : " I ain't denyin' that

Jaspar has a right to do what he pleases with

what lies out o' doors. Hi- never interfered

with me in my kitchen, never! Would you

gen'lemen fancy a cup custard an' a glass o'

lemonade ? No ? Waiâ��I'm glad you called

in, fer I hev been feelin' kind o' lonesome

lately."

What Uncle Jap's Lily suffered when he

mortgaged all his cattle to sink a well

nobody knows but herself, and she never

told. The wizard indicated a certain spot

below the croppings of bituminous rock : a

big derrick was built; iron casing was hauled

over the Coast Range; the well was bored.

Then, after boring some two thousand feet,

operations had to be suspended because

Uncle Jap's dollars were exhausted, and his

patience. The wizard swore stoutly that the

lake was there â�� millions and millions of

barrels of oil â��but he deemed it expedient to

leave the country in a hurry, because Uncle

Jap intimated to him in the most convincing

manner that there was not room in it for

so colossal a fraud. The wizard might have

argued the question, but the sight of Uncle

THE SH;HT OK UMCI.K JAI-'S ui i> NAVY six-

SKKMKIl TO I'AKALVZK IMS TONGUK."
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Jap's old Navy six-shooter seemed to paralyse

his tongue.

After this incident Uncle Jap ranched with

feverish energy, and Mrs. Fullalove said that

the old man had gotten over a real bad dose

of swelled head.

II.

FIVE years later came the oil boom.

Everybody knows now that it flowed in

prodigious quantities into the vats of one

man, whom we shall speak of, with the

respect which the billionaire inspires, as the

Autocrat of Petroleum. Let us hasten to

add that we shall approach Him in the person

of His agent, who, so far as Uncle Jap was

concerned, doubtless acted in defiance of

the will of the greatest church-builder and

philanthropist in the world.

In Kern County oil was struck in pints,

quarts, gallons, buckets, and finally in

thousands and tens of thousands of barrels.

It flowed copiously in our cow-county ; it

greased, so to speak, the wheelsâ��and how

ramshackle some of them were !â��of a score

of enterprises; it saturated all things and

persons.

Now, conceive, if you can, the triumphant,

I-told-you-so-boys expression of Uncle Jap.

He swelled again visibly: head first, then

body and soul. The county kotowed to

him. Speculators tried to buy his ranch,

entreated him to name a price.

" I'll take half a million dollars, in cold

cash," said Uncle Jap.

The speculators offered him instead cham-

pagne and fat cigars. Uncle Jap refused

both. He was not going to be "flim-

flammed," no, sir ! Not twice in his life, no,

Siree Bolt! He, by the Jumping Frog of

Caluveras, proposed to paddle his own canoe

into and over the lake of oil. If the boys

wished him to forego the delight of that

voyage, let 'em pungle up half a millionâ��or

get.

They got.

Presently, after due consultation with a

famous mining engineer, Uncle Jap mort-

gaged his cattle for the second time, and

sank another well. He discovered oil sand,

not a lake. Then he mortgaged his land,

every stick and stone on it, and sunk three

more wells. It was a case of Bernard Palissy.

Was Bernard a married man ? I forget. If

so, did he consult his wife before he burnt

the one and only bed ? Did she protest ? It

is a fact that Uncle Jap's Lily did not

protest. She looked on, the picture of

misery, and her mouth was a thin line
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of silence across her wrinkled, impassive

countenance.

When every available cent had been raised

and sunk, the oil spouted out. \\ ho looked

at the fountain in the patch of lawn by the

old fig trees ? Possibly Mrs. Panel. Not

Uncle Jap. He, the most temperate of men,

became furiously drunk on petroleum. He

exuded it from every pore. Of course, he

was acclaimed by the county and the State

(the Sunday editions published his portrait)

as the star-spangled epitome of Yankee grit

and get-there.

At this point we must present, with apolo-

gies, the Agent of the Autocrat, the Agent,

the High-muck-a-muck of the Pacific Slope,

with a salary of a hundred thousand a year

and perks ' In his youth Nat Croucher

smelt of onions, and he changed his lodgings

more often than he changed his linen. Now

you meet him as Nathaniel Croucher, Esquire,

who travelled in his private car; who assumed

the God when the God was elsewhere; who

owned a palace on Nob Hill, and some of

the worst, and therefore the most paying,

rookeries in Chinatown ; who never refused

to give a cheque for charitable purposes when

it was demanded in a becomingly public

manner; who, like the Autocrat, had endowed

Christian churches, and had successfully

eliminated out of his life everything which

smacked of the Bowery, except his prejudice

against soap and water.

Nathaniel Croucher visited our county,

opened an office, and began to lay his pulpy

white hands upon everything which directly

or indirectly might produce petroleum. In

due season he invited Uncle Jap to dine

with him at the Paloma Hotel, in San

Lorenzo. The old man, with the hay-seed

in his hair and the stains of bitumen upon

his gnarled hands, ate and drank of the best,

seeing a glorified vision of his Lily crowned

with diamonds at last. The vision faded

somewhat when Nathaniel began to talk

dollars and cents. Even to Uncle Jap, un-

versed in such high matters as finance, it

seemed plain that the Amalgamated Oil

Company was to have the dollars, and that

to him, the star-spangled epitome of Yankee

grit and get-there, were to be apportioned

the cents.

" Lemme see," he said, with the slow,

puzzled intonation of tlÂ»e man who does not

understand. " I own this yere oil

" Subject to a mortgage, Mr. Panel, I

believe ? "

" That don't amount to shucks," said

Uncle Jap.
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" Quite so. Forgive me for interrupting

you."

" I own this yere oil-fieldâ��lake, I call it â��

and, bar the mortgage, it's bin paid for with

the sweat of myâ��soul."

He brought out the word with such start-

ling emphasis that Nathaniel nearly upset

the glass of fine old Cognac which he was

raising to his lips.

" Yas, my soul," continued Uncle Jap,

meditatively. " I risked everything I'd got.

Man "â��he leant across the gaily-decorated

table, with its crystal, its pink shades, its

pretty flowers, and compelled his host to

meet his flaming eyes â��" man, I risked my

wife's love an' respect. And," he drew a

deep breath," " by Heaven, I was justified. I

got there. If I hadn't "â��the fire died down

in his mild blue eyes, and the thin body

seemed to wither and shrinkâ��" if I hadn't

struck it, it would hev killed her, the finest

lady in the land, an' me too. It was nip an"

tuck with both of us. And now "â��his voice

warmed into life again â��" and now you offer

me fifty thousand dollars."

" I am anxious to treat you right, Mr.

Panel. Another glass of brandy ? No.

Between ourselves, the market is getting

weaker every day. Fifty thousand profit,

perhaps, may seem a small

sum to you, but I cannot

offer more. You are at per-

fect liberty to refuse my

cheque ; others, perhaps,

mayâ��

Uncle Jap rose up grim

and gaunt.

" I've ate dinner with

you," he murmured,- " so I'll

say nothing more than

' Thank you ' and ' Good-

bye.' "

"Good-bye, Mr. Panel.

At any time, if you have

reason to change your mind,

I shall be glad-to talk busi-

ness with you."

Uncle Jap returned to his

own hotel to pass a restless

night. Next day he sought

a certain rich man who had

a huge ranch in our county.

The rich manâ��let us call him Divesâ��had

eaten Uncle Jap's figs, and taken his advice,

more than once, about cattle.

" Who's a-buyin' oil lakes ? " demanded

Uncle Jap.

" Nathaniel (Voucher."

"Who else?"

Dives eyed Uncle Jap keenly. Rich men

don't tell all they know, otherwise they would

not be rich. Still, those figs and that water-

melon on that broiling July afternoon had

tasted uncommonly good !

" Look here, Mr. Panel, I think I can guess

what has happened. Somebody has tried to

squeeze youâ��eh ? "

" That's so."

" Um ! You're not the first."

" I wa'n't squeezed."

" Not yet; butâ��Mr. Panel, I should like

to do you a service, and I know you to be an

intelligent man. Do you see this sheet of

blotting-paper?"

The blotting-paper lay immaculate upon

the desk. Dives took a clean quill, dipped

it into ink, and held it poised over the white

pad. Uncle Jap watched him with interest.

"This," continued Dives, thoughtfully,

" represents you and your ranch, Sunny

Bushes." He made a small dot upon the

blotting-paper. " This "â��he made a much

larger dot â��" represents me and all I

have. Now Croucher representsâ��this."

With a violent motion, quite contrary to

his usual gentle, courteous manner, Dives

plunged the quill to the bottom of the ink

pot, withdrew it quickly, and jerked its con

"NOW CRUNCHER KKI'KKSKNTSâ��THIS."

tents upon the blotting-paper. A huge purple

blot spread and spread till the other small

blots were incorporated.

" Drat him ! " sputtered Uncle Jap.

Dives shrugged his shoulders, and smiled.

" My advice is â�� take what Croucher

offers,"
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" Fifty thousand in the hand for millions

in them brush hills of mine?"

" Can you touch them, if Omnipotence

forbids ? "

Dives stared moodily at the big purple

â�¢blot; then picking up the sheet of blotting-

paper he tore it to pieces with his nervous,

finely-formed fingers, and dropped it into the

waste-paper basket. When he looked up, he

saw that Uncle Jap's mild blue eyes were

curiously congested.

" You might see So-and-So." Dives named

a banker. " I'll write a note of introduction."

Then he added, with a faint inflection of

derision, " I fear it will be of no service to

you, because few business men care to buy

trouble even at a bargain."

All this and more Ajax and I heard from

Uncle Jap, after he returned from San

Lorenzo without selling Sunny Bushes to

So-and-So. None the less, he brought back

a pair of small diamond ear-rings.

" Lily's ears ain't pierced," he explained ;

" but she'll hev a reel splendid time lookin'

at 'em, jest as I uster hev with my nightie."

" Yourâ��nightie ? "

Uncle Jap chuckled and rubbed together

his bony hands, cracking the joints.

"Yas, my nightie. Never tole you boys

about that, did I? Wai, about a month

before Lily an' me was fixin' up to git

merried, she made me a nightie. It was

a'mos' too dressy fer a lady to wear, let alone

a critter like me who'd slep' in his pants an'

day shirt. 'Twas of fine linen, pleated, and

fixed with ribbonsâ��yaller ribbons. I chose

the colour. Lily was kinder struck on pale

blue, but I liked yaller best. Lily knew

what I'd do with that nightie, an' I done it.

I put it away in the tissoo paper 'twas

wrapped in, an' I hev it still. I've got more

solid satisfaction out ef lookin' at it than I

ever hev out o' my bank-book. An'," he

concluded, warmly, " Lily's goin' ter feel jest

that-a-way about these yere sollytaires."

What followed immediately afterwards is

county history. Uncle Jap decided to borrow

money to develop his bonanza. The Auto-

crat, with tentacles stretching to the utter-

most ends of the earth, mayâ��I dare not

affirm that He didâ��have issued instructions

that such money as [aspar Panel asked for

was to be paid. Jaspar Panel asked for a

good deal, and got it. Me sunk more wells

and capped them ; he built reservoirs, he

laid down pipe line. The day of triumph

dawned when an English company offered to

take all the oil Uncle Jap could supply, pro-

vided it were delivered free on board their

vessels. Then came the crushing blow that

the railroad would not transport Mr. Panel's

petroleum. If they didâ��this was not the

reason given by the shipping agentsâ��the

Autocrat might be displeased.

Meantime the banks politely requested

Jaspar Panel to meet his obligations.

Hitherto Uncle Jap had been a man of

simple and primitive beliefs. He had held,

for instance, that a beneficent Providence

will uphold Right against Might; he had

pinned his faith to the flag under which he

fought and bled when a boy; he had told

his Lily (who believed him) that American

citizenship is a greater thing than a Roman's

in Rome's palmiest daysâ��a phrase taken

whole from the mouth of a Fourth of July

orator. Last of all, he had believed devoutly

in his own strong hands and will, the partner-

ship of mind and muscle which confronts

seemingly insuperable obstacles confident

that it can remove them.

And now, hour by hour, day by day,

conviction settled upon his soul that in this

world one only reigned supreme: the Auto-

crat of Oil, whose high priest was Nathaniel

Croucher. After heartrending months of

humiliation, upon the eve of foreclosure by

the banks, Uncle Jap wrote a forlorn letter

to Nathaniel, accepting his offer of fifty

thousand dollars for the lake of oil. Mr.

Croucher, so a subordinate replied, was not

buying oil properties ! For the moment he

was interested in other matters. . . . Uncle

Jap happened to read next day in the local

paper that Croucher, treading in the foot-

steps of his Master, was about to present a

splendid church to the people of Lorenzo.

Uncle Jap stared at the paper till it turned

white, till he saw in the middle of it a huge

purple blot ever-increasing in size.

That evening he cleaned his old six-

shooter, which had made the climate of the

county so particularly pestilential for the

wizard with the hazel twig. " Pore critter,"

he muttered, as he wiped the barrel, " he

was down to his uppers, but this feller "

Mrs. Panel, putting away the supper things,

heard her husband swearing softly to himself.

She hesitated a moment; then she came in,

and seeing the pistol a gasp escaped her.

"What air you doin" with that, Jaspar

Panel?"

Uncle Jap coughed.

"There's bin a skunk around," he said.

" I've kind o' smelled him fer weeks past,

hain't you ? "

" I never knowed you to shoot a skunk

with anything but a shot gun."
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"That's so. I'd disremembered. Wonder

if I kin shoot as straight as I used ter ? "

For answer his wife, usually so undemon-

strative, bent down, took the pistol from his

hand, put it back into the drawer, and,

slightly blushing, kissed the old man's cheek.

" Why, Lily, what ails ye ? "

His surprise at this unwonted caress

brought a faint smile to her thin lips.

" Nothing."

"Ye ain't tuk a

notion that yer

goin' ter die?"

"Nothing ails

me, Jaspar." Her

voice was strong

and steady. " I'm

strong as I was

twenty year ago, or

nearly so. I kin

begin life over

agen, ef I hev to."

" Who said you

hed to ? " inquired

her husband,

fiercely. "Who said

you hed to ? " he

repeated. " One o'

yer friends ? I'd

like ter wring her

neck. Oh, it wa'n't,

eh? \V a 1, you

take it from me

that you a i n't

a-goin' to begin life

agen onless it's in

a marble hall sech " WHVi LII.VI

as you've dreamed

about ever sence you was short-coated. Let

me hear no more sech talk. D'ye hear?"

" I hear," she answered, meekly, and went

back to her kitchen.

III.

NEXT day she came to us across the cow-

pasture as we were smoking our pipes after

the midday meal. We guessed that no light

matter had brought her afoot, with such

distress upon her face.

" I'm in trouble," she said, nervously.

" We are your friends," said Ajax, gravely.

" Jaspar's gone to town," she gasped.

Uncle Jap, since the striking of the oil,

had been in the habit of going to town so

often that this statement aroused no surprise.

We waited for more information.

" I'm scared plum ter death," Mrs. Panel

continued. " I want ter foller him at onst.

Jaspar's taken the team. I thought maybe

WHAT AILS YE?

you'd hitch up and drive me in this after-

noonâ��now."

The last word left her lips with a violence

that \vas positively imperative.

"Certainly," said Ajax. He turned to

leave the room. We neither of us asked a

question. Upon the threshold he addressed

me: â��

" I'll bring the buggy round while you

change."

I reflected that it

was considerate of

Ajax, knowing as he

did my inordinate

curiosity, to allow me

to drive Mrs. Panel

the twenty odd miles

between our ranch

and San Lorenzo. I

nodded and went into

my bedroom.

For the first ten

miles Mrs. Panel

never opened her

lips. I glanced

occasionally at her

impassive face,

wondering when

she would speak.

Somehow I knew

that she would

speak, and she did.

It was like her to

compress all she

had left unsaid

into the first sen-

tence :â��

" Jaspar's gone plum crazy with trouble ;

he took his six shooter with him."

She said no more till we descended from

the buggy in the li\ery stable where Jaspar

was in the habit of putting up his horses.

"You ain't seen Mr. Panel, hev you?"

she asked the ostler.

" He's around somewheres," the man

replied.

With this information we started out to

look for him. Away from the familiar brush

hills, confronted by strange faces, confused,

possibly, by the traffic, my companion

seemed so nervous and helpless that I dared

not leave her. Almost unconsciously we

directed our steps towards the Amalgamated

Oil Company's office.

Here we learned that Croucher was in town,

and that Uncle Jap had called to see him.

" Did he see him ?" Mrs. Panel's voice

quavered,
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" No," the clerk answered, curtly; then he

added, " Nobody sees the boss without an

appointment. We told Mr. Panel to call to-

morrow."

We walked on down the street. Suddenly

Mrs. Panel staggered, and might have fallen

had I not firmly grasped her arm.

" I dunno' what ails me," she muttered.

" Did you eat any breakfast this morning? "

" I dunno' as I did," she admitted, with

reluctance.

" Did you eat any dinner ? "

" Mebbee I didn't." Her innate truthful-

ness compelled her to add, with a pathetic

defiance : " I couldn't hev swallered a mossel

to save my life."

I took her to a restaurant and prescribed a

plate of soup and a glass of wine. Then I

said, with emphasis :â��

" Now, look here, Mrs. Panel ; I want you

to rest while I hunt up Mr. Panel. When I

find him I'll bring him to you."

" An' s'pose he won't come ? "

" He will come."

" No, he won't; not till he's done what

he's set his mind to do. Was you aimin' to

hunt fer Jaspar up an" down this town?"

"Certainly. It's not as big as you think."

" 'Pears to me it'd be a better plan to keep

an eye on the other feller."

With a woman's instinct she had hit the

mark.

" Perhaps it would," I admitted.

" I noticed one or two things," she con-

tinued, earnestly. " Near the office is an

empty lot, with trees and bushes. I'd as lief

rest there as here, if it's the same to you.

Then you kin look around for Jaspar, if ye've

a mind to."

" And if I find him ? "

" Watch him, as I shall watch the other

feller."

" And thenâ��

" The rest is in the dear Lord's hands."

Together we returned to the office, and,

passing the door, I could hear the typewriters

clicking. Mrs. Panel sat down under a

tree in the empty lot, and for the first time

since we had met that day spoke in her

natural tones.

" Mercy ! I came away without feeding

the chickens," she said.

1 looked at my watch ; it was nearly six.

One hour of daylight remained. Croucher,

I happened to know, was in the habit of

dining about half past six. He often returned

to the office after dinner. Between the Hotel

Paloma, which lay just outside the town, and

the office ran a regular service of street cars.

Croucher was the last man in the world to

walk when he could drive. It seemed reason-

ably certain that Jaspar, failing to see him at

the office, would try to speak to him at the

hotel. From my knowledge of Uncle Jap's

temperament and character I was certain that

he would not shoot down his enemy without

warning. So I walked up to the hotel feeling

easier in my mind. The clerk, whom I knew

well, assigned me a room. I saw several

men in the hall, but not Uncle Jap.

" Does Mr. Croucher dine about half-past

six?" I asked.

The clerk raised his brows.

"That's queer," he said. "You're the

second man to ask that question within an

hour. Old man Panel asked the same

thing."

" And what did you tell him ? "

" Mr. Croucher don't dine till seven. He

goes to the church first."

If the man had said that Croucher ascended

to heaven I could not have been more sur-

prised. Then I remembered what I had

read in the local papers. I had not seen

the church yet. I had not wished to see it,

knowing that every stone in it was paid for

with the sweatâ��as Uncle Jap had put itâ��of

other men's souls.

" Where is this church ? "

" You don't know ? Third turning to the

left after passing the Olive Branch Saloon."

" Croucher owns that too, doesn't he ? "

The clerk yawned. " I dare say. He

owns most of the earth around here, and

most of the people on it."

I walked quickly back towards the town,

wondering what took Croucher to the church.

No doubt he wanted to see if he were getting

his money's worth, to note the day's work,

perhaps to give the lie to the published

statement that he built churches and never

entered them. Nearly half an hour had

passed since I left Mrs. Panel.

When I reached the third turning to the

left I saw the church, certainly the hand-

somest in San Lorenzo. It stood in a large

lot, littered with builders' materials. The

workmen had left it at six. The building

had an indescribably lifeless aspect. An

hour before men had been busy within and

without it; now not a soul was to be seen. I

had time to walk round it, to note that the

doors were locked, to note also, quite idly,

that the window of the vestry was open. I

could see no signs of Uncle Jap.

Coming round to the front I saw in the

distance a portly figure approaching, followed

by a thin, dust-coloured wraith of a woman.
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'* * fclERCY ! I CAME AWAV WITHOUT KBtDING THE CHUKI-NS,' SHE SAID.

I slipped behind a tree and waited. Croucher

strolled up, bland and imposing. He stood

for a moment, staring intently at the outside

of his church, now completed. Then, taking

a key from his pocket, he opened the vestry

door and entered the building, closing the

door behind him. I went to meet Mrs.

Panel.

" Seen faspar ? "

" I hav;n't."

" What's that feller "â��she always spoke of

Croucher as a " feller" - " doin' in a

church ? "

" It's his church. He built it."

" Good land o' Peter ! What's he doin'

in thar, anyway ? "

" Not praying, I think."

" Shush-h h-h."

Mrs. Panel touched my arm, thrusting out

her lean face in an attitude of intense atten-

tion. I strained my own ears, fairly good

ones, but heard nothing.

"Jaspar's in there," said his wife. " I hear

his voice."

She trembled with excitement. Obviously,

laspar had concealed himself somewhere in

the vestry. No time was to be lost.

Turning the north-east corner of the

building, where the vestry is situated, I

crawled under the window, followed by

Mrs. Panel. The two men were within a

few feet of us. Uncle Jap's slightly high-

pitched tones fell sharply upon the silence.

"This is a leetle surprise party, ain't it?"

u ving.

â�¢ answered thickly, "What are

â�¢re, sir?"

Although I risked dis-

covery at an inopportune

moment, I could not resist

the temptation to raise my

eyes level with the sill of

the window. So did

Uncle Jap's Lily. We

both peered in. Uncle

Jap was facing Croucher;

in his hand he held the

long-barrelled six-shooter;

in his eyes were tiny pin-

point flashes of light such

as you see in an opal on

a frosty morning. Terror

had spread a grim mask

upon the other; his com-

plexion was the colour of

oatmeal, his pendulous lips

were quivering, his huge

body seemed of a sudden

to be deflated. He might

have been an empty gas-bag, not a man.

" I'm goin' to tell ye that," continued

Uncle Jap, mildly, " I come here to hev a

leetle talk with you. Sence I've bin in San

Lorenzo County two men hev tried to ruin

me: one left the county in a hurry ; you're

the other."

" I give you my word of honour, Mr.

Panelâ��

" That's about all you would give, an' it

ain't wuth takin'."

" Do you mean to kill me?"

" Ef I hev to, 'twon't keep me awake

nights."

In my ear I heard his Lily's attenuated

whisper, " Nor me neither, if Jaspar ain't

caught."

And I had thought that solicitude for

Jaspar's soul had sent his Lily hot-foot to

prevent the crime ofâ��murder ! I learnt

something about women then which I shall

not forget.

"You propose to blackmail me, I suppose?"

"Ugly word that, but it's yours, not mine.

I put it this way. I propose to consecrate

this yere church with an act o' justice."

" Go on ! "

"This county wa'n't big enough for the

other feller an' me, so he had to go; it ain't

big enough to-day for you an' me, but this

time I'm a-goin', whether you stay in it or

und"r it. '

At the word " under" Uncle Jap's Lily

nudged me. I looked at her. Her face was

radiant. Her delight in her husband at such

a moment, her conviction that he was master

of the situation, that he had regained by this
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prestige which in

lostâ��these things

audacious move all the

her estimation he had

rejuvenated her.

" It's a question of dollars, of course ? "

"That's it. Before you ask for credit with

the angel Gabriel you've got to squar' up

with (aspar Panel."

" With the dear Lord's help Jaspar has

found a way," whispered the joyful voice in

my ear.

" How much ? " demanded Croucher. His

colour was coming back.

" We've got to figger on that. Take a

pencil an' paper an' sit down."

''This is ridiculous."

" Sit down, or "

Nathaniel sat down. The vestry had been

used by the contractor as an office ; the plain

deal table was littered with scraps of paper.

Croucher took out a gold pencil-case.

" Married man, ain't ye ? " said Uncle Jap,

with seeming irrelevance.

" Yes." ' ,

" Ever give your wife a tiâ��airy ; diamond

crown, sorter ? "

" What the "

" Answerâ��quick .' "

" Yes."

" What did you pay for it ? Quick 1"

" Ten thousand dollars."

" Put that down first."

The joy and gladness had entirely melted

out of Mrs. Panel's thin voice as she

whispered dolefully to me:â��

" Jasper is crazy, after all."

" No, he isn't," I whispered back.

Jasper continued in a mild voice : " What

does a way-up outfit o' lady's clothes costâ��

sealskin sacque, satins, the best of everything

outside and in?"

" I don't know."

" You've got to figger it outâ��quick ! "

" Say ten thousand, more or less."

" Put down fifteen ; I'd just as lief it was

more'n less. Put down a hundred dollars

for me ; I mean to hev a good suit o' clothes

myself. What does that come to ? "

"Twenty-five thousand one hundred

dollars. Aren't you wasting time, Mr.

Panel ? "

"Nit. Of course, if we happened to be

interrupted it might be awkward for you. If

somebody should call, ye'll say, of course,

that yer very particlerly engaged, eh ? "

"Yes," said Nathaniel. "To oblige me,

Mr. Panel, take your finger from that trigger."

" Ah ! I'd oughter hev done that before.

I'd disremembered 'twas a hair trigger. Now,

then, put down Sunny Bushes, includin' the

oil lake, at yer own figger, fifty thousand.

Got it ? Yas. Now, then, for wear an' tear

of two precious souls an' bodiesâ��put it all

down !â��two precious souls an' bodies â��that's

it !â��fifty thousand more. Got it ? Yas.

How much now ? "

"One hundred and twenty-five thousand'

one hundred dollars."

" Right! What does a marble hall cost ? "

" A marble "

"You heard what I said plain enough.

You live in one yerself. What did that leetle

shebang on Nob Hill cost ye?"

" Four hundred thousand dollars."

"Jiminy Christmas ! Marble halls come

highâ��but you've a large fam'ly, more's the

pity. Me an' Lily Say, put down

seventy-five thousand. Got it ? Yas. Now,

then, about statooary â�¢"

"Good Lord!"

" Don't call on the Lord so loud. I

reckon He's nearer than you give Him credit

fer. Statooary conies high, too, but one

don't want overly much of it. A leetle gives

a tone to a parlour; put down five thousand.

Got it? Yas. Furniture an'fixin'sâ��lemme

see. Wai, when it comes to buyin' fixin's,

Mis' Panel beats the world. Put down ten

thousand more. Total, please?"

"Two hundred and fifteen thousand and

one hundred dollars."

" Make out yer personal note to me an'

Mis' Panel fer that amount; one day after

date. An' considerationâ��Sunny Bushes, oil,

mortgage, an' allâ��but not the stock. 1

wouldn't sell any livin" critter to sech as you.

There's pen an' ink handy."

We heard the scratching of pen on paper.

" Ye look mighty pleased," said Uncle Jap,

"an' it's not because yer gittin' a property

wuth a million for a quarter its value, nor

because late in the day ye've squared an ugly

account, but because yer thinkin' that this

yere note ain't wuth the paper it's written on.

An'it ain't--.yit."

Again Mrs. Panel nudged me. Her

beatific expression told me more eloquently

than words that her Jaspar was the greatest

man on earth.

" Notes of hand given by onreliable parties

must be secured," said Uncle Jap, slowly.

" This yere is goin' to be secured by a con-

fession, dictated by me, written out an' signed

by you. When the note is paid I hand

over the confessionâ��see ? If the note ain't

paid prompt, the confession goes to the

noospapers of this enlightened land. I

git something from them for sech a r

able doccyment. But, first of all,
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now, you can make a small payment on the

note. Give me that thar di'mond ring, an'

the di'mond pin. Quick 1"

A moment later these coruscating gems

were swept into Uncle Jap's hand.

" What did they cost ye ? "

" Twenty-seven hundred dollars."

" Suffering Moses ! Endorse that as paid

on the back of the note. Got it down ?

Yas." Uncle Jap folded up the note and

placed it carefully in a large pocket-book.

" Now write out, good an' plain, what I tell

ye. Ready ? Date an' address first. That's

right. Now "

Obviously he was pulling himself together

for a tremendous literary effort. Mrs. Panel

had hold of my arm, and was squeezing it

hard. Uncle Jap began :â��

"' This is 'to certify that I, Nathaniel

Croucher, the undersigned, have been fooling

with the wrong end of a mule, viz., Jaspar

Panel, who's as self-opinionated a critter as

ever marched with Sherman to the sea â�¢'

What air you doing ? "

by Golly, thar'll be a terr'ble muss to clean

up in here to-morrer mornin'. That's better.

Lemme see, whar was I ? ' Sherman to tht

sea 'â��yas. Now : ' / tried to dtnvn Jasfar

Panel, and he's downed me. Fm a nakral

torn hog, and I eat with all four feet in tht

trough? Underline that, it's good. Tm tig,

an' sassy, an' full o' meanness, but what sand

I've got ain't to be seen with a double-barrdlti

microscope. I'm as false as Judas; at'

Ananias wouldn't be seen ivalkin' arm

in arm with me in the plate whar Fd

oughter be to-night. I'd steal milk from a

blind kitten an' sell it as cream to my <nrs

mother five minutes after.' Underline thatâ��

it's straight goods. Now, then, for the finish.

'/ wouldn't offer a fair price fer Sunny

Bushes, because I aimed ter git it fer nothing

I wouldn't alloiv others to buy it fer the sum<

reason. I used the pmver that the devil gs?t

me to prevent a railroad, which I men, fur-

nishin' cars to J. Panel, so as to git him com-

pletely under my heel. Also I built a church in

San Lorensy, an' I write these yere lines in the

"THE MUZZLE OF THE COLT ALMOST TOUCHED THE PERSPIRING FOREHEAD OK THE COLOSSUS."

had laid down his pen.

" This is farce," he said, sharply.

" We'll hev your criticism after the play is

Over," retorted Uncle Jap, derisively. " I'm

talkin' now. Pick up that thar pen, and

don't lay it down agen till I tell ye, or"â��

the muzzle of the Colt almost touched the

^erspiring' forehead of the Colossusâ��" or else,

vestry of it as a sorter penance. I

solemn that this is the first time in my lilt

that I ever tole the truth, an' I'll never do it

agen, ef I knmv myself.'

" Sign that an' give it ter me," said Uncle

Jap-

Croucher, purple with rage and humilia-

tion, signed it,
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IV.

AT this psychological moment we made

our presence known.

"Uncle Jap,"said I, "don't you think that

document ought to be witnessed ? "

"Jeeâ��whillikins ! Ef it ain't you. Who's

that a-peekin' behind ye ? "

" It's me, Jaspar," said Mrs. Panel, meekly.

Uncle Jap unlocked the door of the

vestry and let us in. Croucher sat huddled

up in his chair. Uncle Jap prodded him

with the ancient pistol which he still held

in his hand.

" Can't you offer a lady a chair ? " he said,

testily.

Croucher offered his chair, upon the

extreme edge of which Mrs. Panel depre-

catingly seated herself. Uncle Jap eyed

her with wrinkled interrogation.

" What in thunder brought you to San

Lorenzy ? "

Mrs. Panel twisted her fingers.

" I looked in the drawer, an' I see that

that"â��she indicated the weaponâ��" was

missin'."

" Did ye ? Now, Lily Panel, you don't

mean to tell me that you thought I was goin'

ter murder this feller ? "

Mrs. Panel looked at Nathaniel with an

expression which I have seen in the eyes of

foothill mothers whose children run barefoot,

when they have found a rattlesnake. Then

she drawled out, " Wai, I hoped you might,

butâ��â��"

" Why, Lily, you hoped I might ? "

" Yas; but I feared you'd git murdered

first. Oh, Jaspar, I didn't know you was

sech a man." She stood up; her eyes were

shining, her face radiant. " Fergive me, but

I reckoned youâ��wasâ��peteredâ��out."

" Petered outâ��we ? "

" Yas ; I'm a silly, fulish woman."

" No, you ain't. Petered outâ��me ? Wai "

â�� he glanced at Croucherâ��"somebody is

petered out, but it ain't me. Did ye ever

see a man scairt worse'n him ? I scairt the

wizard someâ��yas, I did, but he. could run ;

this feller can't crawl, I reckon. An' this

yere Colt wa'n't loaded then, an' it ain't

loadedâ��now. Look ! What an appetite I

hev ! Who says supper ? Now, mister "â��

he addressed Croucherâ��" seein' as the starch

is outer you, I'll give ye my arm as fur as the

Paloma."

" Leave me," gurgled Nathaniel.

" I'm too good a Christian. In the

state yer in it'd kill ye stone-dead to meet

somebody else ye've robbed. It's too

risky."

" Go, you scoundrel! " Authority was

returning to his voice; the old arrogance

gleamed in his eyes.

" Scoundrelâ�� hay ?" Uncle Jap's voice

became savage. " You come along with me

â��quick an' quiet. This old Colt ain't

loaded, but ef I hit you over the head with

the butt of it ye'll think it is. Come ! "

In silence the four of us marched up to

the Paloma and into the big hall, where

a dozen men were smoking. Uncle Jap

addressed the clerk in a loud, clear voice.

" Mr. Croucher," he said, " has just con-

cluded a leetle deal with me. He's bought

Sunny Bushes an' the lake of ile for two

hundred and fifteen thousand and one hun-

dred dollars. Here is his note. Put it in

the safe for me till to-morrer."

The chatter in the big room had ceased

long before Uncle Jap had finished. More

than one man present divined that something

quite out of the ordinary had taken place.

Nathaniel moistened his lips with his tongue.

His chance had come. Had he chosen to

repudiate the note, had he denounced Uncle

Jap as obtaining at the pistol point what

could be obtained in no other way, the law

of the land would have released him from his

bond. But Uncle Jap had read him arightâ��

he was a coward.

"Yes," he said, "I've bought Sunny

Bushes."

" An' dirt cheap, too," said Uncle Jap.

He spoke to the clerk in his usual mild

voice: " Can you give Mis' Panel an' me

suitable accommodation?"

" Certainly, Mr. Panel. What sort ot

accommodation, sir?"

Uncle Jap looked fondly at his wife. I

doubt if she had ever crossed the threshold

of the Paloma before. I could see her

blinking at the marble columns and the

electric lights just turned on.

" What sorter accommodation ? " repeated

Uncle Jap. "Why, anything'd do fer me,

but Mis' Panel is mighty particler. We'll

take the bridal suit, ef it ain't engaged."

" Certainly; sitting-room, bedroom, and

bathroom upon the first floor," said the clerk,

striking a bell for the hall porter.

" Come, Lily," said Uncle Jap.

She raised her head, as if she were about

to protest; then she smiled contentedly and

followed her lord and master out of the old

life into the new.

Vol. xxxii.â��85.



PHIL MAY:

Illustrated by Some Unpublished Sketches.

BY ARTHUR MORRISON.

HE average

man, as

well as

many per-

sons who

should know better, does the late Mr. Phil

May a great injustice. To him this very

great artist remains no more than a funny

draughtsmanâ��a joker, like a score of others

of his time, and his pictures more or less

interesting as the jokes printed below them

chance to amuse the reader. That May was

a great humorist as well as a great draughts-

man is, of course, a fact, but it is none the

less a fact that, just as his humour lay

inherent in his pictures, wholly

independent of whatever letter-

press might be tacked to them,

so his pictures were important

works of art wholly indepen-

dent of their inherent humour.

Indeed, some of the finest of his

drawings that I have seen were

not what the reader of a comic

paper would call " humorous"

at all; that is to say, that fun

merely was not their intention.

In some the dominant human

note was that of pathos ; though

in all, pathetic or not, there was

ever to be discerned that subtle

tone of humour that can never

be absent from a complete pre-

sentation of common life in

terms of art. But humour,

pathosâ��all such qualities apart, DAN LBNO.

May's drawing, as

drawing, is always

that of a master, his

line extraordinarily

expressive, and of a

distinguished quality that no imitator has

ever approached. And it has always seemed

to me that many of his sketches and

studies, a few of which from among those he

left are here reproduced, are even more

interesting than his finished drawings. These

sketches were done in all sorts of circum-

stances ; often as memoranda for future use,

frequently as preliminary studies for drawings

intended for publication, sometimes as notes

of curious types seen or remem-

bered, and at other times merely

as half-idle exercisesâ��the ex-

pression of a passing fancy, an

experiment in the expression of

form, or even the trial of a new

pen or pencil. But whatever the

occasion of these vagrant notes,

they were always spontaneous

and direct, and they were not

executed with an eye to the

exigencies of block-making and

printing. For that reason they

often bring us a more intimate

view of the artist's thought and

methods than do the completed

pictures more familiar to the

public.

As illustrations of the accu-

racy wherewith the character of

a face may be expressed by
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original an extraordinarily bold and vigor-

ous sketch almost of life size, the paper

being nearly fourteen inches wide. The

whole is flung out direct, every touch at the

first effort, without anything in the shape of

" THE HOWLING CHILO."

a few lines and touches placed with the

perfect judgment of a great draughtsman,

any of the sketches here reproduced will

serve ; but a beginning may well be made

with the sketch of our old friend Dan Leno,

contemporary and peer of Phil May himself,

whom he survived by little more than a year.

Not one who saw the garrulous, restless little

figure of poor Dan in his get-up as the

Fireman but will

see him afresh in

this little sketch,

and laugh again.

The face is admir-

able in its dozen

or so touches;

but you may

cover the head

completely and

still recognise

Dan Leno in the

lift of the foot,

the bend of the

knee, and the

astonish ingly

characte rist ic

gesture of the

right arm and

hand.

The howling

child in the sun-

bonnetâ��how it

does howl aloud

from the very-

paper. IS in the A STUDY OF CONTRASTED TYHtS.

THE FRIEND OF THE CLERGY.

preliminary mapping or tentative grop-

ing for a line. A broad-pointed pen

has been used for the blacker lines,

helped by a brush

of paler ink, and

nothing but the

most rapid and

certain execution

could have ac-

complished the

effect.

To follow with

a contrast of sub-

ject see the sketch

of the thick-eared

gentlemanâ��pugi-

list or cabman or

what? â�� who

smokes his cigar

over against the

door - post with

the happy inscrip-

tion, "The Friend of the Clergy." Here is

a type of the sort Phil May loved; and it is

to be observed that they were ever types that
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he drew rather than individuals. If Phil May

drew a knife-grinder it was not some indi-

vidual knife-grinder, who probably would not

have carried the signs of his trade very

noticeably about him, but the essence of all

the knife-grinders he had ever seen, and

therefore unmistakable. In the present case

the type is obvious, whatever may be our

doubts as to the gentleman's present occupa-

tion in life. The accidental inscriptions often

introduced into May's compositions are com-

monly of a very apt character, just as is the

one last referred to. It is one of the artist's

small tricks that remind one of Hogarth.

The chance mention of Hogarth turns

one's attention to

anotherin the little

pile of sketchesâ��â�¢

a pen - and - ink

drawing on an odd

scrap of paper, j

with no inscrip-

tion beyond the

signature and the

date, 96. I took

the subject at first

for a county court

jury, since the

number of heads

is five, till I re-

membered that

clergymen do not

serve on juries, so

that the second

head from the near

end would be out

of place. But

wherever the sub-

ject may have been

foundâ��in an audi-

ence at a political

meeting or a lec-

tureâ��the row of

contrasted faces is

in many ways

comparable, in its

soberer mood, to

Hogarth's "Laugh-

ing Audience."

Without going be-

yond the restricted

range of middle-

aged or elderly

middle-class men

brought together,

no doubt, by a

common object, a

row of subtly-con-

trasted types, each

complete and recognisable, is presented with

very striking effect.

The reticence observable in his work was

a habit of May's mind, and just as he kept

needless lines from his work, so he avoided

needless chatter in his intercourse with

others. I knew him very well for the last

ten years of his life, but, although we have

talked frequently enough on matters of artistic

interest, I can only remember one occasion

on which he spoke at any length or in any

detail of his own work and his view of it.

The largest sketch in our little collection

â��the original is more than eighteen inches

highâ��is that of the pretty little girl petting a

" POOK LIKKLE DOGGIE; HASN'T GOT ANY FEAVBKS ON I "
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carries sketches from life of Johannei

Wolff, the violinist, of which the

standing figure is perhaps the most

striking, offering a fine study in

pose and gesture of a violoncello

player. A less serious study of an-

other musician, an " entertainer " at

the piano, catches him on the very

turn of his joke, with fingers poised

ready to strike the chords that

emphasize it, and lead into the

instrumental passage that gives the

audience time toget their laugh over.

The beautiful pencil drawing of

a man in a smock frock seated on

an inn settle is another portrait, not

of a farm labourer, despite the cos-

tume and accessories, but of a very

well-known and very able painter,

whose name need not be men-

tioned. For, indeed, the incon-

gruity of the model and his costume

IN A GARRISON TOWN.

poodle. " Poor likkle doggi-e," runs the

legend scribbled beneath ; " hasn't got any

feavers on ! " This is a strong but a very

elegant study, brightened with faint washes

of colour, and it is one of the many evidences

that Phil May was more than a

draughtsman of the grotesque

and comic merely. The draw-

ing gives us another of the many

innocent and pleasant faces of

children that one remembers to

have met scattered about in

May's published drawings. Al-

together a very simple, though

charming, composition.

I have an idea that a finished

drawing based on the study,

" In a garrison town," has been

printed somewhere, but I am

not sure of it. All four of the

figures are admirable, but the

little clown in the ulster, walk-

ing beside the " strong man "

of the circus, is an especial

delight, and the heads of the

confabulating loafers in> the

background are touched with

wonderful truth.

A sheet of Bristol board

' AN ENTERTAINER."

JOHANNES WOLFF.

is one of the best of Phil

May's jokes, as any who

can recognise the portrait

will testify. It is the pic-

torial parallelâ��rather the

superior, indeedâ��of the

Parliamentary whimsey,

" Sir, I am not an agricul-

tural labourer ' " to which
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the head of a pretty woman singing, with ha

mouth at its widest and her voice at its top

most, but a pretty woman still; there isasuavt

ventriloquist, with his three dolls at the crisis

of their drama: these three subjects are

reproduced on

this page. On

the next page is

shown a portion

of the sheet ;

there are a

grinning boy, a

A FANCY PORTRAIT IN PENCIL.

complete reference is unnecessary. Joke or

none, however, makes no difference to the

drawing, which remains a particularly fine one.

But perhaps the most interesting of the

score or so sheets before me is a card of ten

or eleven inches square, which is covered on

both sides with pen-and-ink notes of all

sorts, though chiefly of heads, to the number

of eighty or thereabout. Each side of this

card is like a page of the Mangiva of the

great Japanese, Hokusai. Not two of the

faces or figures are even remotely alike, and

all, scratched in just wherever they found

room â�� upright, sideways,

upside down â�� are alive

with spirit, motion, and

truth. One pensive, bony

head is barely three-six-

teenths of an inch across,

yet as accurately modelled

and as humorously ex-

pressed as any of them.

There is a ballet-girl two

inches high, who springs

across the sheet with more

than the dash and fire of

the living subject; there is

A BAI.LET-C1KL.

startled boy, a placid fat man.

an angry thin man ; there is a

lady in a fur cape, wherein the

artist has fantastically worked

out the big face of a ragged old

manâ��unless the cape and the

lady's head above it were fanci-

ful additions to the old man's hea'd, which,

indeed, is more likely; there are half-a-dozen

men in fancy dress ; there are old faces, young

faces, jolly faces, frozen faces â�� faces of all

sorts, expressing all emotions ; and a number

A VENTRILOQUIST WITH HIS DOLLS.
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of the little

sketches have

been photo-

graphed to

embellish this

article. Any

intelligen t

person could amuse himself

for an hour with that crowded

card, and it he were a lover

of fine drawing it would

interest him for weeks.

There is another card,

less crowded and with

larger figures, on which

are noted some of the

humours of an election,

whereat it would seem

that many enthusiastic

partisans celebrated the

day with fluid assist-

ance. One unsteady

gentleman in a white

waistcoat, enlivening his

progress along the street

with a public speech and appro-

priate action, genially proceeds in

complete disregard of an angry

elector whom he has capsized in the mud.

A study of a farmer in gaiters is a very neat and

precise sketch, carried much farther than most of

these drawings. Again the type is unmistakable,

and though the figure stands alone in the midst of

white paper the rest of the scene is obvious. It is

an agricultural show, and this connoisseur is well

pleased with the pig before him. Nobody could read

it otherwise. But I fear that no avail-

able process will preserve the wonder-

ful subtlety and finish of the drawing

in the face.

Just before his death May made

quite a number of costume studies

â��cavaliers, swashbucklers, men-at-

arms, and the like, mostly from one

model. These

drawings were in-

deed the last of his

work, and the fact

gives an interest of

its own to the ex-

quisite little study

of a cavalier's head,

next reproduced

from an odd scrap

of paper, which was

one of the last

scraps Phil May

used.

There is a me-

lancholy interest,

also, in the wildly

funny though ad-

mirably-modelled

head of poor

Phil himself as, in

his daysof health,

A TORTION OF A CARD OF SKETCHES.
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market a year or two ago, and are probably

still in existence. They were bought in perfect

good faith by booksellers and other dealers,

though, indeed, they should not have

deceived anybody

with a sense of qua-

lity. Those which

came under my no-

tice were all copies,

he professed to

conjecture he

would appear in

old age. "That's

me when I'm old ''

he has inscribed

above, but, alas!

the toothless, hair-

less grotesque was

to remain a figure of fancy, for Phil

May's life-work â�� and it was a good

life's work in quantity as well as in

qualityâ��was cut short when he was

barely thirty-nine. There have been

few indeed who,

having done half as

much as he with the

chances so adverse,

could leave behind

the personal reputa-

tion of Phil Mayâ��

namely, that his

only faults were a

too ready generosity

and a too easy good

nature.

Perhaps this may

be a suitable place

in which to offer the

warning that a great

number of forged

drawings purporting

to be the work of

Phil May got on the

A STUDY OF A

FARMER.

mostly of single

figures taken from

well - known groups

in his published

works, and very

poor copies too ;

the only passable

imitation, in fact,

being that of the

signature.

THAT'S ME WHEN IM OLD.



OUR ''1 GO-PICTURE" GALLERY.

Every article in this entirely novel series contains at least one hundred illustrations I

No. III.-A CENTURY OF BEAUTY.

'S beauty in woman really

fixed standard, or is it a

fashion, a caprice in public

taste, changing from century

to century, even from decade

In spite of the theory of

German that the lovely

to decade ?

the learned

Cleopatra was only four feet high, had

red hair and a snub nose, yet in

modern times, at least, the beauty of

1907 is onlya modification of the beauty

of 1807. Beauties may die, but beauty

still remains. The style of features, like

the fashion of coiffure, jewellery, or cor-

sage, may alter. Undoubtedly it does

alter. Blondes give way to brunettes,

tall women replace short women, the

Leech girl yields to the Gibson girl,

but whosoever traverses our long gallery

of leading beauties of the nineteenth

century can have no doubt that English

beauty is really perennial.

The reigning beauty of the year! Look-

ing back over Court and society memoirs

for the year 1807 one finds that she was

then the Duchess of St. Albans. Follow-

ing her Grace two other duchesses, of

Vnl .vvii _
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Richmond and of Rutland, enjoyed

an almost regal pre-eminence. One

reads in the fashion journals of the

dayâ��Lc Bean Monde and La Belle

.[sscinbleeâ��of the charms of I^ady

1 .angham, Countess Cowper, and the

Countess of Euston. In those days,

indeed, beauty was almost a patrician

privilege, although now and then, as

at all times, extreme perfection of

form and feature raised the must

lowly-born into high places

On the fair Lady Charlotte Camp-

bell, on the Countess of Tankerville,

and on Lady Catherine Howard many

encomiums were passed by noted

connoisseurs in female beauty. In

1816 Miss Barton was considered the

handsomest young woman of the day,

while in the following year I>ady

Augusta Baring was undeniably the

belle of the season.

On the beauty of the Hon. Mrs

Howard, Miss Selina Meade, and

Mrs. Marjoribanks it is needless to

dwell at length. No one who sees

their pictures can fail to fall a victim

to their charms. The beautiful Lady

Lyndhurst and the 1-ady Maria The-

resa Lewis, the latter a sister of the

fourth Earl of Clarendon, inspired Sir

Thomas Lawrence with two of his

most striking portraits : while in the

Mis

,

.
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year 1825 the stately

Countess uf Roscbery,

grandmother of the present Earl, shone

unrivalled in a firmament of stars.

Few who read of the recent death of

Lady Barrow will be able to recall to their

minds the year 1826, when, known as the

beautiful Miss Croker, she was, without

exception, acknowledged to be the most

lovely woman of her day.

Beauty continued to follow beauty in

rapid succession, until in 1835 we find

another Countess Cowper occupying the

place of honour. Lady Frances Cowper,

daughter of the fifth Earl, and the

Viscountess Folkestone were among the

eight lovely train-bearers at the Corona-

tion of Queen Victoria, while the accom-

plished Mrs. Anderson held at that time

the position of pianist to her late Majesty.

Mrs. Lister was the acknowledged belle

of the '41 season, while the next year

Lady \Vilhelmina Stanhope, one of Queen

Victoria's bridesmaids and the mother of

the present Lord Rosebery, won all hearts

by her youthful charm.

The Hon. Charlotte Augusta Flower,

a daughter of the fourth Viscount Ash

brook, was the reigning beauty of the year

1844, while in the following season I^idy

Victoria Talbot, one of a family noted for

Mi

I Hon. Utitii ViW.n. I

1837

Mr*. Anderwi.
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the beauty of its womenkind, hacf

all London at her feet. Lady

Ashley, Miss Craven, and Mrs.

Rose were among the next to cap-

tivate society, until in 1849 'he

beautiful Mrs. Verschoyle eclipsed

all others by her exquisite perfec-

tion of form and features. The

Countess Rossil, with her dark,

almost Spanish; type of beauty, was

the next to compel the admiration

of the connoisseur, while in 1853

the celebrated Marchioness of

Ailesbury was undoubtedly the

most lovely woman of the day.

In these days, when it is appa-

rently the fashion to belittle and

decry anything and everything Eng-

lish ; when a section of the Press

takes delight in opening its columns

to those who would point the finger

of scorn at our national heritage of

comeliness of form and feature, nor

hesitate to draw invidious compari-

sons between this and other nation-

alities, invariably to the advantage

of the latter, it is a welcome relief

to the patriot to gaze upon the

portraits of the beautiful

V| IUt
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women and lovely damsels who

flourished but a generation or two

ago, and to reflect that, so long as

England maintains the high standard

of beauty reached by the belles of

the fifties and sixties, she never need

fear the rvalry of other nations in

this respect.

What country, for example, could

produce fairer women than Lady

Caroline Capel, than Lady Louisa

Hamilton, the Countess of Malmes-

bury, or than Miss Goodlake ?

Even in the seventies and early

eighties, when the cult of ugliness

was at its zenith, the ugliness was not

of Nature's making, and English-

women still continued to maintain

their high reputation for beautyâ��a

beauty sadly handicapped, however,

by the hideous fashions of dress and

of coiffure which were then in vogue.

In the year 1868 that great trage-

dienne, Adelaide Neilson, although

barely twenty years of age, had

already established her claim to rank

with the leading actresses of the last

century. Her Juliet, according to

the eminent critic, Joseph Knight,

was perfect, while her Julia has never

been surpassed. Although of humble

birth, the daughter of an obscure

actress, she nevertheless achieved
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many brilliant successes in society,

where her striking beauty and rare

charm of manner rendered her an ever-

welcome guest.

Two other actresses, Kate Vaughan

and Kate Santley, were among the next

to swell the ranks of beauty, while in

1874 Mrs. Cornwallis \Vest was un-

deniably the most beautiful woman o(

the season. The graceful Mrs. Bolton,

who was the belle of 1875, was suc-

ceeded in turn by Lady Lamb and I^ady

Gormanston â�� two ladies of a very

similar type of beauty; and they in

their turn had to yield place to the

charming young actress, Maude Brans-

combe, whose histrionic talents must

still be familiar to the majority of pre-

sent-day playgoers. In 1881 Mrs. Lang-

try, the "Jersey Lily," and the pam-

pered pet of society, made her first bow

to the public from the stage of the

Haymarket Theatre. Mention of Miss

Violet Cameron, who in 1884 was con-

sidered the most beautiful woman of

the year, must inevitably remind us of

the palmy days at the old Savoy, where

this gifted singer appeared in so many

of Gilbert and Sullivan's delightful

operas. In 1885 that popular cantatrice,

Miss Florence St. John, was at the

MM. P!owdÂ«l.
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height of her fame ; while a year

later the distinguished actress, Miss

Mary Rorke, was tasting the sweets

of a well-deserved popularity.

There is no need to recapitulate

the charms of the Duchess of

Leinster or the Countess of War-

wick ; the fame of their beauty is

world-wide. In 1891 the pretty

young actress, Miss Mary Ansell,

leapt suddenly into public favour,

and was shortly afterward wooed

and won by the popular author of

"The Little Minister."

The beautiful Countess of

Dudley has proved one of the

most popular Vicereines Ireland

has ever had. She is, moreover,

an ideal hostess, and Dublin Castle

â��the scene of many a historic

feteâ��has never perhaps entertained

such a brilliant company of guests

as those whose privilege it is to

attend the Viceroy's receptions.

The Countess of Annesley, who,

as a debutante, made quite a sen-

sation, will be familiar to many as

a most accomplished and popular

leader of Irish society.
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The beauty of Miss Marie Studholme

is well known to the present-day theatre-

going public. In 1896 Miss Ellaline

Terriss appeared with signal success in

" The Runaway Girl" and other popular

productions. Miss Jessie Bateman is

not only a stage beauty; she is, in

addition, an accomplished actress, and

has scored many successes at the Hay-

niarket and other theatres. The Vis

countess Castlereagh, daughter of the

Right Hon. Henry Chaplin, is still one

of the most beautiful women in society.

Miss Ruth Vincent succeeded in cap-

turing all hearts in the world of light

opera. Both the Duchess of Westmin-

ster, the charming daughter of Mrs.

Cornwallis West, and Miss G\vladys

Wilson are well known as society

beauties.

The lamented1 death of Miss Gaynor

Rowlands robbed the stage of a true

type of English beauty. Of Miss

Gabrielle Ray and those two clever

sisters, the Misses Zena and Phyllis

Dare, there is little need to speak.

Dan
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HE brig Elizabeth Barstow

came up the river as though

in a hurry to taste again the

joys of the Metropolis. The

skipper, leaning on the wheel,

was in the midst of a hot dis-

cussion with the mate, who was placing

before him the hygienic, economical, and

moral advantages of total abstinence in

language of great strength but little variety.

" Teetotallers eat more," said the skipper,

finally.

The mate choked, and his eye sought the

galley. " Eat more ? " he spluttered. " Yes-

terday the meat was like brick-bats : to-day it

tasted like a bit o' dirty sponge. I've lived

on biscuits this trip ; and the only later I ate

I'm going to see a doctor about direckly I

get ashore. It's a sin and a shame to spoil

good food the way 'e does."

" The moment I can ship another he

goes," said the skipper. " He seems busy,

judging by the noise."

" I'm making him clean up everything,

Vol. xxxii.â��87. Copyright, 1906, by W. \V. J.icobs,

ready for the next," explained the mate,

grimly. "And he'ad the cheek to tell me

he's improvingâ�� im-proving ! "

"He'll go as soon as I get another," re-

peated the skipper, stooping and peering

ahead. " I don't like being poisoned any

more than you do. He told me he could

cook when I shipped him ; said his sister

had taught him."

The mate grunted and, walking away,

relieved his mind by putting his head in at

the galley and bidding the cook hold up each

separate utensil for his inspection. A hole

in the frying-pan the cook attributed to

elbow-grease.

The river narrowed, and the brig, picking

her way daintily through the traffic, sought

her old berth at Buller's Wharf. It was

occupied by a deaf sailing-barge, which,

moved at last by self-interest, not uncon-

nected with its paint, took up a less desirable

position and consoled itself with adjectives.

The men on the wharf had gone for the

day, and the crew of the Elizabeth JBarstow,

in the United States of America.
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after making fast, went below to prepare

themselves for an evening ashore. Standing

before the largest saucepan-lid in the galley,

the cook was putting the finishing touches to

his toilet.

A light, quick step on the wharf attracted

the attention of the skipper as he leaned

against the side smoking. It stopped just

behind him, and turning round he found

himself gaxing into the soft brown eyes of

the prettiest girl he had ever seen.

" Is Mr. Jewell on board, please ?" she

asked, with a smile.

" Jewell ? " repeated the skipper. " Jewell ?

Don't know the name."

" He was on board," said the girl, some-

what taken aback. "This is the Elizabeth

Harsfow, isn't it ? "

" What's his Christian name," inquired the

skipper, thoughtfully.

"Albert," replied the girl. "Bert," she

added, as the other shook his head.

" Oh, the cook !" said the skipper. " I

didn't know his name was Jewell. Yes, he's

in the galley."

He stood eyeing her and wondering in a

dazed fashion what she could see in a small,

white-faced, slab-sided

The girl broke in upon his meditations.

" How does he cook ? " she inquired, smiling.

He was about to tell her, when he suddenly

remembered the cook's statement as to his

instructor. "He's getting on," he said, slowly;

"he's getting on. Are you his sister?"

The girl smiled and nodded. " Yeâ��es,"

she said, slowly. "Will you tell him I am

waiting for him, please?"

The skipper started and drew himself up;

then he walked forward and put his head in

at the galley.

" Bert," he said, in a friendly voice, " your

sister wants to see you."

" Who?" inquired Mr. Jewell, in the

accents of amazement. He put his head out

at the door and nodded, and then, somewhat

red in the face with the exercise, drew on

his jacket and walked towards her. The

skipper followed.

" Thank you," said the girl, with a pleasant

smile.

" You're quite welcome," said the skipper.

Mr. Jewell stepped ashore and, after a

moment of indecision, shook hands with his

visitor.

" If you're down this way again," said the

skipper, as they turned away, " perhaps you'd

like to see the cabin. We're in rather a

pickle just now, but if you should happen to

come down for Bert to-morrow night "

The girl's eyes grew mirthful and her lips

trembled. "Thank you," she said.

" Some people like looking over cabins,"

said the skipper, confusedly.

He raised his hand to his cap and turned

away. The mate, who had just come on deck,

stared after the retreating couple and gave

vent to a low whistle.

" What a fine gal to pick up with Slushy,"

he remarked.

" It's his sister," said the skipper, some-

what sharply.

" The one that taught him to cook ? " said

the other, hastily. " Here ! I'd like five

minutes alone with her ; I'd give 'er a piece

o' my mind that 'ud do her good. I'd learn

'er. I'd tell her wot I thought of her."

" That'll do," said the skipper ; " that'll do.

He's not so bad for a beginner; I've known

worse."

" Not so bad ? " repeated the mate. " Not

so bad ? Why "â��his voice trembledâ��

" ain't you going to give 'im the chuck,

then ? "

" I shall try him for another voy'ge,

George," said the skipper. " It's hard lines

on a youngster if he don t have a chance. I

was never one to be severe. Live and let live,

that's my motto. Do as you'd be done by."

" You're turning soft-'arted in your old

age," grumbled the mate.

" Old age !" said the other, in a startled

voice. "Old age! I'm not thirty-seven yet."

" You're getting on," said the mate;

" besides, you look old."

The skipper investigated the charge in the

cabin looking-glass ten minutes later. He

twisted his beard in his hand and tried to

imagine how he would look without it. As

a compromise he went out and had it cut

short and trimmed to a point. The glass

smiled approval on his return; the mate

smiled too, and, being caught in the act, said

it made him look like his own grandson.

It was late when the cook returned, but

the skipper was on deck, and, stopping him

for a match, entered into a little conversa-

tion. Mr. Jewell, surprised at first, soon

became at his ease, and, the talk drifting in

some unknown fashion to Miss Jewell, dis-

cussed her with brotherly frankness.

"You spent the evening together, I

s'pose?" said the skipper, carelessly.

Mr. Jewell glanced at him from the comer

of his eye. " Cooking," he said, and put

his hand over his mouth with some

suddenness.

By the time they parted the skipper had

his hand in a friendly fashion on the cook's
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shoulder, and was displaying an interest in

his welfare as unusual as it was gratifying.

So unaccustomed was Mr. Jewell to such

consideration that he was fain to pause for

a moment or two to regain control of his

features before plunging into the lamp-lit

fo'csle.

The mate made but a poor breakfast next

morning, but his superior, who saw the hand

of Miss Jewell in the muddy coffee and the

cremated bacon, ate his with relish. He was

looking forward to the evening, the cook

having assured him that his sister had

accepted his invitation to inspect the cabin,

and indeed had talked of little else. The

boy was set to work house-cleaning, and,

having gleaned a few particulars, cursed the

sex with painstaking thoroughness.

It seemed to the skipper a favourable omen

that Miss Jewell descended the companion-

ladder as though to the manner born ; and

her exclamations of delight at the cabin com-

pleted his satisfaction. The cook, who had

followed them below with some trepidation,

became reassured, and seating himself on a

locker joined modestly in the conversation.

" It's like a doll's-house," declared the girl,

as she finished by examining

the space-saving devices in the

state-room. " \Vell, I mustn't

take up any more of your time."

" I've got nothing to do,"

said the skipper, hastily. " I

â��I was thinking of going for

a walk ; but it's lonely walking

about by yourself."

Miss Jewell agreed. She

lowered her eyes and looked

under the lashes at the skipper.

" I never had a sister," con-

tinued the latter, in melan-

choly accents.

" I don't suppose you would

want to take her out if you

had," said the girl.

The skipper protested. "Bert

takes you out," he said.

"He isn't like most brothers,"

said Miss Jewell, shifting along

the locker and placing her

hand affectionately on the

cook's shoulder.

"If I had a sister," con-

tinued the skipper, in a some-

what uneven voice, " I should

take her out. This evening,

for instance, I should take her

to a theatre."

Miss Jewell turned upon him

the innocent face of a child. " It would be

nice to be your sister," she said, calmly.

The skipper attempted to speak, but his

voice failed him. " Well, pretend you are

my sister," he said, at last, " and we'll go to

one."

" Pretend ?" said Miss Jewell, as she

turned and eyed the cook. " Bert wouldn't

like that,'' she said, decidedly.

" Nâ��no," said the cook, nervously, avoid-

ing the skipper's eye.

" It wouldn't be proper," said Miss Jewell,

sitting upright and looking very proper

indeed.

"I â�� I meant Bert to come, too," said the

skipper ; " of course," he added.

The severity of Miss Jewell's expression

relaxed. She stole an amused glance at the

cook and, reading her instructions in his

eye, began to temporize. Ten minutes later

the crew of the Elizabeth Barslmv in various

attitudes of astonishment beheld their com-

mander going ashore with his cook. The

mate so far forgot himself as to whistle, but

with great presence of mind cuffed the boy's

ear as the skipper turned.

For some little distance the three walked
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along in silence. The skipper was building

castles in the air, the cook was not quite at

his ease, and the girl, gazing steadily in front

of her, appeared slightly embarrassed.

By the time they reached Aldgate and

stood waiting for an omnibus Miss Jewell

found herself assailed by doubts. She remem-

bered that she did not want to go to a theatre,

and warmly pressed the two men to go

together and leave her to go home. The

skipper remonstrated in vain, but the cook

came to the rescue, and Miss Jewell, still

protesting, was pushed on to a 'bus and

propelled upstairs. She took a vacant seat

in front, and the skipper and Mr. Jewell

shared one behind.

The three hours at the theatre passed all

too soon, although the girl was so interested

in the performance that she paid but slight

attention to her companions. During the

waits she became interested in her surround-

ings, and several times called the skipper's

attention to smart-looking men in the stalls

and boxes. At one man she stared so per-

sistently that an opera-glass was at last

levelled in return.

" Hosv rude of

him," she said,

smiling sweetly

at the skipper.

She shook her

head in disap-

proval, but the

next moment he

saw her gazing

steadily at the

opera - glasses

again.

" If you don't

look he'll soon get

tired of it," he

said, between his

teeth.

" Yes, perhaps

he will," said Miss

Jewell, without

lowering her eyes

in the least.

The skipper sat

in torment until

the lights were

lowered and the

curtain went up

again. When it

fell he began to

discuss the play,

but Miss Jewell

returned such

vague replies that

it was evident her thoughts were far away.

" I wonder who he is ?" she whispered,

gazing meditatingly at the box.

" A waiter, I should think," snapped the

skipper.

The girl shook her head. "No, he is much

too distinguished-looking," she said, seriously.

"Well, I suppose he'll know me again."

The skipper felt that he wanted to get up

and smash things ; beginning with the man

in the box. It was his first love episode for

nearly ten years, and he had forgotten the

pains and penalties which attach to the con-

dition. When the performance was over he

darted a threatening glance at the box, and,

keeping close to Miss Jewell, looked care-

fully about him to make sure that they were

not followed.

" It was ripping," said the cook, as they

emerged into the fresh air.

" Lovely," said the girl, in a voice of gentle

melancholy. " I shall come and see it again,

perhaps, when you are at sea."

" Not alone ?" said the skipper, in a

startled voice.
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"I don't mind being alone," said Miss

Jewell, gently ; I'm used to it."

The other's reply was lost in the rush for

the 'bus, and for the second time that even-

ing the skipper had to find fault with the

seating arrangements. And when a vacancy

by the side of Miss Jewell did occur, he was

promptly forestalled by a young man in a

check suit smoking a large cigar.

They got off at Aldgate, and the girl

thanked him for a pleasant evening. A

hesitating offer to see her home was at once

negatived, and the skipper, watching her and

the cook until they disappeared in the traffic,

walked slowly and thoughtfully to his ship.

The brig sailed the next evening at eight

o'clock, and it was not until six that the cook

remarked, in the most casual manner, that

his sister was coming down to see him off.

She arrived half an hour late, and, so far

from wanting to see the cabin again, dis-

covered an inconvenient love of fresh air.

She came down at last, at the instance of the

cook, and, once below, her mood changed,

and she treated the skipper with a soft

graciousness which raised him to the seventh

heaven. "You'll be good to Bert, won't you?"

she inquired, with a smile at that young man.

" I'll treat him like my own brother," said

the skipper, fervently. "No, better than

that; I'll treat him like your brother."

The cook sat erect and, the skipper being

occupied with Miss Jewell, winked solemnly

at the skylight.

" I know you will," said the girl, very

softly ; " but I don't think the men "

"The men'll do as I wish," said the

skipper, sternly. " I'm the master on this

shipâ��she's half mine, tooâ��and anybody

who interferes with him interferes with

me. If there's anything you don't like, Bert,

you tell me."

Mr. Jewell, his small, black eyes sparkling,

promised, and then, muttering something

about his work, exchanged glances with the

girl and went up on deck.

" It is a nice cabin," said Miss Jewell,

shifting an inch and a half nearer to the

skipper. " I suppose poor Bert has to have

his meals in that stuffy little place at the other

end of the ship, doesn't he ? "

" The fo'c'sle? " said the skipper, struggling

between love and discipline. "Yes."

The girl sighed, and the mate, who was

listening at the skylight above, held his breath

with anxiety. Miss Jewell sighed again and

in an absent-minded fashion increased the

distance between herself and companion by

six inches.

" It's usual," faltered the skipper.

" Yes, of course," said the girl, coldly.

"But if Bert likes to feed here, he's

welcome," said the skipper, desperately, " and

he can sleep aft, too. The mate can say

what he likes."

The mate rose and, walking forward, raised

his clenched fists to heaven and availed

himself of the permission to the fullest extent

of his vocabulary.

"Do you know what I think you are?"

inquired Miss Jewell, bending towards him

with a radiant face.

" No," said the other, trembling. "What ?"

The girl paused. " It wouldn't do to tell

you," she said, in a low voice. " It might

make you vain."

" Do you know what I think you are ?"

inquired the skipper in his turn.

Miss Jewell eyed him composedly, albeit

the corners of her mouth trembled. " Yes,"

she said, unexpectedly.

Steps sounded above and came heavily

down the companion ladder. "Tide's a'most

on the turn," said the mate, gruffly, from the

door.

The skipper hesitated, but the mate stood

aside for the girl to pass, and he followed her

up on deck and assisted her to the jetty.

For hours afterwards he debated with him-

self whether she really had allowed her hand

to stay in his a second or two longer than

necessary, or whether unconscious muscular

action on his part was responsible for the

phenomenon.

He became despondent as they left London

behind, but the necessity of interfering

between a goggle-eyed and obtuse mate and

a pallid but no less obstinate cook helped to

relieve him.

" He says he is going to sleep aft," choked

the mate, pointing to the cook's bedding.

" (Juite right," said the skipper. " I told

him to. He's going to take his meals here,

too. Anything to say against it? "

The mate sat down on a locker and fought

for breath. The cook, still pale, felt his

small, black moustache and eyed him with

triumphant malice. " I told 'im they was

your orders," he remarked.

"And I told him I didn't believe him,"

said the mate. " Nobody would. Whoever

'card of a cook living aft ? Why, they'd laugh

at the idea,"

He laughed himself, but in a strangely

mirthless fashion, and, afraid to trust himself,

went up on deck and brooded savagely apart.

Nor did he come down to breakfast until the

skipper and cook had finished.
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Mr. Jewell bore his new honours badly,

and the inability to express their dissatis-

faction by means of violence had a bad effect

on the tempers of the crew. Sarcasm they

did try, but at that the cook could more than

hold his own, and, although the men doubted

his ability at first, he was able to prove to

them by actual

experiment that

he could cook

worse than they

supposed.

The brig

reached her desti-

nation â�� Creek-

haven â�� on the

fifth day, and Mr.

Jewell found

himself an

honouredguest

at the skipper's

cottage. It was

a comfortable

place, but, as

the cook

pointed out,

too large for

one. He also

referred, inci-

dentally, to his

sister's love of a

country life, and,

finding himself

on a subject of

which the other

never tired, gave

full reins to a

somewhat pictur-

esque imagina-

tion.

They were back

at London within

the fortnight, and

the skipper

learned to his dismay that Miss Jewell was

absent on a visit. In these circumstances

he would have clung to the cook, but that

gentleman, pleading engagements, managed

to elude him for two nights out of the

three.

On the third day Miss Jewell returned to

London, and, making her way to the wharf,

was just in time to wave farewells as the brig

parted from the wharf.

From the fact that the cook was not visible

at the moment the skipper took the salutation

to himself. It cheered him for the time, but

the next day he was so despondent that the

cook, by this time thoroughly in his con-

SARCASM THEY DID TRY, HUT AT THAT THE

COOK COULD MOKF THAN HOLD HIS OWN."

fidence, offered to write when they got to

Creekhaven and fix up an evening.

" And there's really no need for you to

come, Bert," said the skipper, cheering up,

Mr. Jewel shook his head. " She wouldn't

go without me," he said, gravely. " You've

no idea 'ow particular she is. Always was

from a child.'7

"Well, we might

lose you," said

the skipper, re-

flecting. " How

would that be?"

"We might

try it," said the

cook, without

enthusiasm.

To his dis-

may the skip-

per, before

they reached

London again,

had invented

at least a score

of ways by which

he might enjoy

Miss Jewell's

company without

the presence of a

third person,

some of them so

ingenious that the

cook, despite his

utmost efforts,

could see no way

ofopposingthem.

The skipper

put his ideas into

practice as soon

as they reached London. Between

Wapping and Charing Cross he lost

the cook three times. Miss Jewell

found him twice, and the third

time she was so difficult that the

skipper had to join in the treasure-hunt

himself. The cook listened unmoved to a

highly-coloured picture of his carelessness

from the lips of Miss Jewell, and bestowed a

sympathetic glance upon the skipper as she

paused for breath.

" It's as bad as taking a child out," said

the latter, with well-affected indignation.

" Worse," said the girl, tightening her lips.

With a perseverance worthy of a better

cause the skipper nudged the cook's arm and

tried again. This time he was successful

beyond his wildest dreams, and, after ten

minutes' frantic search, found that he had

lost them both. He wandered up and down
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for hours, and it was past eleven when he

returned to the ship and found the cook

waiting for him.

" We thought something 'ad happened to

you," said the cook. " Kate has been in a

fine way about it. Five minutes after you

lost me she found me, and we've been hunt-

ing 'igh and low ever since."

Miss Jewell expressed her relief the next

evening, and, stealing a glance at the face

of the skipper, experienced a twinge of some-

thing which she took to be remorse. Ignor-

ing the cook's hints as to theatres, she elected

to go for a long 'bus ride, and, sitting in

front with the skipper, left Mr. Jewell to keep

a chaperon's eye on them from three seats

behind.

Conversation was for some time disjointed ;

then the brightness and crowded state of the

streets led the skipper to sound his com-

panion as to her avowed taste for a country

life.

" I should love it," said Miss Jewell, with

a sigh. " But there's no chance of it; I've

got my living to earn."

" You might â�� might marry somebody

living in the country," said the skipper, in

trembling tones.

Miss Jewell shuddered. "Marry!" she

said, scornfully.

" Most people do," said the other.

" Sensible people don't," said the girl.

" You hav'n't," she added, with a smile.

" I'm very thankful I hav'n't," retorted the

skipper, with great meaning.

" There you are !" said the girl, triumph-

antly.

" I never saw anybody I liked," said the

skipper, "beâ��before."

" If ever I did marry," said Miss Jewell,

with remarkable composure, "if ever I was

foolish enough to do such a thing, I think I

would marry a man a few years younger than

myself."

"Younger?" said the dismayed skipper.

Miss Jewell nodded. " They make the

best husbands," she said, gravely.

The skipper began to argue the point, and

Mr. Jewell, at that moment taking a seat

behind, joined in with some heat. A more

ardent supporter could not have been found,

although his repetition of the phrase " May

and December" revealed a want of tact of

which the skipper had not thought him

capable. What had promised to be a red-

letter day in his existence was spoiled, and

he went to bed that night with the full

conviction that he had better abandon a

project so hopeless.

With a fine morning his courage revived,

but as voyage succeeded voyage he became

more and more perplexed. The devotion of

the cook was patent to all men, but Miss

Jewell was as changeable as a weather-glass.

The skipper would leave her one night con-

vinced that he had better forget her as soon

as possible, and the next her manner would

be so kind, and her glances so soft, that only

the presence of the ever-watchful cook pre-

vented him from proposing on the spot.

The end came one evening in October.

The skipper had hurried back from the City,

laden with stores, Miss Jewel having, after

many refusals, consented to grace the tea-

table that afternoon The table, set by the

boy, groaned beneath the weight of unusual

luxuries, but the girl had not arrived. The

cook was also missing, and the only occupant

of the cabin was the mate, who, sitting at one

corner, was eating with great relish.

"Ain't you going to get your tea?" he

inquired.

" No hurry," said the skipper, somewhat

incensed at his haste. " It wouldn't have

hurt voti to have waited a bit."

" Waited ? " said the other. " What for ? "

" For my visitors," was the reply.

The mate bit a piece off a crust and stirred

his tea. " No use waiting for them," he said,

with a grin. " They ain't coming."

" What do you mean ?" demanded the

skipper.

" I mean," said the mate, continuing to stir

his tea with great enjoymentâ��" I mean that

all that kind'artedness of yours was clean

chucked away on that cook. He's got a

berth ashore and he's gone for good. He left

you 'is love; he left it with Bill Hemp."

" Berth ashore ? " said the skipper, staring.

" Ah !" said the mate, taking a large and

noisy sip from his cup. " He's been fooling

you all along for what he could get out of

you. Sleeping aft and feeding aft, nobody to

speak a word to 'im, and going out and being

created by the skipper; Bill said he laughed

so much when he was telling 'im that the tears

was running down 'is face like rain. He

said he'd never been treated so much in his

life."

" That'll do," said the skipper, quickly.

" You ought to hear Bill tell it," said the

mate, regretfully. " I can't do it anything

like as well as what he can. Made us all

roar, he did. What amused 'em most was

you thinking that that gal was cookie's

sister."

The skipper with a sharp exclamation

leaned forward, staring at him.
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"They're going to be married at Christmas,"

said the mate, choking in his cup.

The skipper sat upright again, and tried

manfully to compose his features. Many

things he had not understood before were

suddenly made clear, and he remembered

now the odd way in which the girl had

regarded him as she bade him good-night

on the previous evening. The mate eyed

him with interest, and was about to supply

him with further details when his attention

was attracted by footsteps descending the

companion-ladder. Then he put down his

cup with great care, and stared in stolid

amazement at the figure of Miss Jewell in

the doorway.

" I'm a bit late," she said, flushing slightly.

She crossed over and shook hands with

the skipper, and, in the most natural fashion

in the world, took a seat and began to remove

her gloves. The mate swung round and

regarded her open - mouthed ; the skipper,

whose ideas were in a whirl, sat regarding her

in silence. The mate was the first to move ;

he left the cabin rubbing his shin, and

casting furious glances at the skipper.

" You didn't expect to see me ? " said the

girl, reddening again.

" No," was the reply.

The girl looked at the tablecloth. " I

came to beg

your pardon,"

she said, in a low

voice.

" There's no-

thing to beg my

pardon for," said

the skipper,

clearing his

throat. "By

rights I ought

to beg yours.

You did quite

right to make

fun of me. 1

can see it now."

"When you

asked me

whether I was

Bert's sister I

didn't like to

say

tinued the girl ; " and at first I let you come

out with me for the fun of the thing, and

then Bert said it would be good for him, and

thenâ��then "

" Yes," said the skipper, after a long pause.

The girl broke a biscuit into small pieces,

and arranged them on the cloth. " Then I

didn't mind your coming so much," she said,

in a low voice.

The skipper caught his breath and tried to

gaze at the averted face.

The girl swept the crumbs aside and met

his gaze squarely. " Not quite so much,"

she explained.

" I've been a fool," said the skipper.

"I've been a fool. I've made myself a

laughing-stock all round, but if I could have

it all over again I would."

" That can never be," said the girl, shaking

her head. " Bert wouldn't come."

" No, of course not," asserted the other.

The girl bit her lip. The skipper thought

that he had never seen her eyes so large and

shining. There was a long silence.

"Good-bye," said the girl at last, rising.

The skipper rose to follow. " Good-bye,"

he said, slowly ; " and I wish you both every

happiness."

"Happiness?" echoed the girl, in a sur-

prised .voice. "Why?"

" When you are mar-

ried."

" I am not going to

lie married," said the

girl. " I told Bert so

this afternoon. Good-

bye."

The skipper actually

let her get nearly

to the top of the

ladder before he

regained his pre-

sence of mind.

Then, in obedi-

ence to a power-

ful tug at the

hem of her skirt,

she came down

again, and ac-

companied him

meekly back to

the cabin.

"GOOD-BYE," HE SAID, SLOWLY; 'AND i WISH YOU BOTH EVERY HAPPINESS."



Curiosities of Compensation.

BY T. C. BRIDGES.

is still extant a quaint

old table of the penalties re-

coverable in France in the

year 1314 for various personal

injuries. For a blow with the

fist the assailant had to pay

the injured person a halfpenny, but if blood

was drawn the amount was increased to five-

pence. Spitting in the face cost the offender

threepence, which seems a heavy penalty,

considering that for throttling a man the fine

imposed was only twopence halfpenny. A

kick was cheap at fivepence, but to break

another person's bones was a serious matter.

Seven poundsâ��a small fortune at that date

â��was recoverable by a person who had a

limb broken by another.

Things have changed since those days.

For instance, the limit value at present set

by British law upon a finger is ^,54, which

was the sum recently awarded in the Shore-

ditch County Court to a young laundress

who had lost a finger in an accident caused

by unguarded machinery. Part of a finger,

however, costs considerably less than a

whole one. An Andover man who sued his

employer for compensation for the loss of the

top of one finger received the princely award

of a penny a week. .

Law is proverbially a matter of chance,

but nowhere do its inequalities show up more

glaringly than in the widely-varying sums

granted in compensation for accidents of

exactly similar nature.

For example, a workman in the employ of

the British Electric Company, while using a

revolving brush, received such injuries that

one eye had to be removed. The Court

granted ^150 compensation. A few months

later a Northumberland miner was awarded

only Â£120 for an exactly similar injury. The

following December a little Austrian girl was

attacked by a gamecock, which pecked her

in the face, causing loss of sight in one eye.

Her parents sued and recovered over .Â£300.

But even this is not a record price. A Paris

omnibus conductor got a thrust from a pas-

senger's stick which cost him an eye, and no

less a sum than Â£800 was ordered to be

paid him. Eight hundred is more than a

British workman would get for losing both

eyes. An excavator who, while blasting for

VoL xxnL-88.

a sewer at Leeds, was totally blinded received

as compensation eleven shillings a week for

life, an annuity purchasable for much less

than ^,800.

U'ith regard to the value of limbs the

differences are equally great. A basket-

maker was entering a train at Plumstead

when it started with a jerk, and he was

thrown on to the metals. The wheels

crushed his left hand so that it had to be

amputated, and he recovered damages to the

extent of ^,319 IDS. from the South-Eastern

and Chatham Railway Company. Not long

afterwards a Handsworth woman experienced

a precisely similar accident on the cable-

tram in that town which resulted in the loss

of her left arm. In her case the compensa-

tion granted was ^700â��that is, a good deal

more than double what the basket-maker

received, although in his case the injury put

an end to all possibility of his continuing to

earn a livelihood by his trade.

In other countries the Courts invariably

consider a man's hand worth more than that

of a woman. A New Jersey jury recently

awarded to a boy of fifteen a sum of

5,000 dollars for the loss of his right hand.

The very next day a case came before them

of a girl of about the same age who had

suffered in precisely similar fashion. To her

they granted 3,000 dollars only.

British railways are the safest in the world,

yet their bills for compensation for personal

injuries run loan average of about ,Â£300,000

a year. Compared with the public carriers

of other countries our companies may con-

sider themselves fortunate. After the terrible

disaster at Castelginbileo, in Italy, the total

claims lodged against the Adriatic Railway

Company amounted to ,Â£960,000. Nor are

British companies ever so heavily fined as

are occasionally American. Four years ago

New York was thrown into a panic by a

fearful accident in the tunnel through which

the New York Central enters the city.

Among the killed was a Mr. William Leys,

whose widow, bringing suit against the

company, recovered the enormous sum of

Â£20,000.

Some of the claims, made against railway

companies are most peculiar. A Birmingham

clerk was run down by a Midland Railway
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omnibus and sustained an injury to the head

which he claimed deprived him entirely of

the sense of smell. Medical opinion being

that the part of the brain tissue governing

the sense of smell had been destroyed, the

claimant was

awarded ^200

damages. This

is a good deal

more than he

would have got

DAMAGES FOR LOSS OF SMELL.

in France,

young

A

woman

who lost her

sense of smell through the upsetting of

a cab won her case, but the verdict was

only Â£62. Another somewhat similar case

was tried about a year ago at Liverpool.

Through an accident to the Liverpool and

Southport express a Southport tobacco-

broker lost three sensesâ��those of touch,

taste, and smell. He received the sum of

^1,850 in satisfaction of his claim.

As curious a claim as ever was made against

a company was brought at Vienna by a Mme.

Kowartz. The plaintiff, it seems, was travel-

ling in the Austrian Alps when the train

suddenly entered the tunnel. The carriage

was unlighted, and the lady declared that the

sudden darkness caused a shock to her nerves

from which she had not and could never

recover. In vain the company's counsel

pleaded that there was no legal obligation to

light their carriages unless the tunnel was over

two thousand four hundred yards long, and

that the tunnel in question \vas only a quarter

of that length. The jury gave judgment for

the plaintiff, and ordered the company to

pay her ,Â£400 in cash and a small annual

pension for life.

In deciding the amount of compensation

payable to any individual, the eventual result

of the injuries received must, of course, be

taken into consideration. Still, it must be

admitted that the jury which tried the claim

of Mile. Sarkisowa against the Trans-

Caucasian Railway Company did not err

upon the side of stinginess. The lady is an

opera singer, and was travelling upon the

line in question when the train ran off the

rails. One result was that she had five front

teeth knocked out. She claimed that the

loss of these teeth prevented her from singing,

and that she should, therefore, receive heavy

damages. Evidently the Court took her view

of the matter, for she was awarded the enor-

mous sum of ;Â£ 10,000. A good deal more

than enough to pay her dentist's bill !

Speaking of singers calls to mind a most

amusing case of claim and counter-claim.

Frau Senger Bettaque, an operatic star, was

motoring near Munich, in Bavaria, when,

turning a corner suddenly, a wild boar dashed

out just in front of the car. It was too late

to stop. The car hit poor piggy, killing him

on the spot, and then swung across the road

and collided with a telegraph-post, which

was smashed. The singer herself was thrown

out and somewhat injured. She was not out

of bed before the telegraph authorities sent a

bill for fifteen shillings for the broken tele-

graph-post, and on top of this came a claim

from the Superintendent of Forests for

" A WILD BOAR DASHED OUT JUST IN FKONT OF THE CAK."

Â£2 ios. for the boar. In return, Frau

Senger Bettaque counter-claimed against the

Forest Department for her own injuries and

also for repairs to the car, on the ground that

a wild boar had no business on the public

highway. What was the end of it all the

writer has not been able to ascertain, for the

matter was settled out of court.

Mario, a singer great in every sense of the

word, once fell through the floor of an ancient

growler and was rescued with much difficulty.

An exactly similar accident was not long

ago the cause of a suit for damages before

Mr. Justice Ridley. Three elderly gentlemen

'* MAKIO ONCE FELL THROUGH THE FLOOR OF AN ANC1FNT

GROWLER.'

were driving along the Harrow Road in a

four-wheeler, when the seat on which one

was sitting collapsed, and so did the bottom

of the cab. The unfortunate man plunged

into the roadway and broke a leg. The cab-

man suggested that the accident was caused

by his passengers dancing in the cabâ��surely
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a difficult feat in such narrow confinesâ��-but

the plea failed, and the injured man received

Â£200 compensation.

Fantastic is the only word for some of the

claims which come before the Courts. Only

a few months ago the children of a journey-

man carpenter named Hedland sued three

Chicago publicans for having ruined their

father by supplying him with drink. Evidence

proved that until five years ago Hedland had

been a sober, industrious workman, earning

five dollars a day. Then he began to drink,

with the result that he lost his work, spent all

his savings, his home was broken up, and his

five children left starving. Through their

guardian the children sued the proprietors

of the three saloons which Hedland had

chiefly frequented. Naturally the publicans

fought fiercely, claiming that they could not

be held responsible for the man's downfall.

But Judge Tuthill, of the Quarter Sessions

Court, thought differently.

Incredible as it may

appear, he decided that

they were liable, and his

award was ,Â£3,500.

It is a pity that this

carpenter had not a

strong-minded relative of

the type of a certain Mrs.

Laura Hosier, of Ander-

son, Indiana. This lady,

finding that her brother, I>AE

by name George Overshiner, had given way

to drink, procured a preparation warranted to

cure the taker of the taste for alcohol, and

mixed it with her brother's food. Apparently

it worked to a charm. But will it be believed,

the ungrateful man sued his sister for

5,000 dollars damages for lost thirst !

Some little time ago the well-known

French artist, M. Gerome, sold to a firm of

art dealers a canvas representing a scene in

the gardens at Versailles, where Louis XIV.

is accompanying Mme. de Maintenon in her

sedan-chair. The chief beauty of the picture

was a peculiar effect of light. The last rays

of the setting sun glinted upon the palace

walls, while a full moon rising in the east

threw its pale light upon the waters of a

fountain. The art dealers disposed of the

picture to a private individual, who hung it

in his gallery. M. GeYome happened to see

the picture again shortly afterwards. Imagine

his disgust to find that the sky had been

repainted, and that the moon and its re-

flections had disappeared altogether. His

signature, however, still remained. He

promptly sued the dealers and the owner for

WAS HE RESPONSIBLE

io,ooofr. damages, and no one can assert

that his claim was altogether unjustifiable.

Can a dancing man be legally declared

responsible for the safety of his partner

during a dance ? That was a question

thrashed out not long ago in a Vienna

Court. A young lady asked heavy compen-

sation from a young man with whom she had

danced at a masked ball, and who, she

asserted, had caused her by his clumsiness

to fall so heavily that she sustained severe

internal injury. The defendant retorted that

she was a poor dancer and most difficult to

steer in a crowded room. The upshot was

that the judge decided that a man could not

be held responsible for the safety of his

partner, and dismissed the case.

To find at a crowded seaside resort that

one's hair has suddenly assumed a bright

green colour may be amusing to the spec-

tators, but is hardly pleasant to the sufferer

himself. Mr. Harsent T.

Copeson, an American,

was the plaintiff in this

case. Though but a

young man, his hair had

become quite white. Just

before starting for his

annual holiday, a hair-

dresser in his native town,

Haggerstown, persuaded

him to try a certain hair

tonic guaranteed to re

store it to its original colour. But there was

some chemical in the stuff upon which the salt

water acted with startling effect. Emerging

from his first bathe, Mr. Copeson found that

his locks had assumed a brilliant emerald

tint, and an action for damages against the

hairdresser was the result.

No doubt many readers of THE STRAND

have heard of the famous Flat Iron building,

the oddest sky scraper in New York. It

stands at the corner of Fifth Avenue and

Broadway, and, though two hundred and

ninety feet high, is only eleven feet wide at

its apex. This remarkable building has

recently involved its owners in three costly

lawsuits. Its combination of height and

narrowness acts in such peculiar fashion

upon the currents of air at that corner that

shopkeepers on the opposite side of the

street are absolutely unable to keep a whole

pane of glass in their windows whenever a

gale blows. One man vows that the " Flat

Iron " has cost him 5,000 dollars yearly in

glass. The total claims for compensation

amount to more than treble that sum.

The ballooning craze has already led to

FOR THE SAKETV OP HIS

ITNKR ?
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several suits for compensation.

Near Toughkeepsie, New York,

a dangling anchor carried away

the whole of a family wash and

scattered it broadcast over the

surrounding country. The bal-

loonist had to pay. An aeronaut

passing over Liege was foolish

enougli to throw out a cham-

pagne bottle. Falling from a

height of nearly half a mile,

the missile went through a

house roof like a projectile

from a gun, struck the floor

beneath, and burst like a shell,

killing a cat and frightening an

old lady literally into a fit. His

carelessness cost that balloonist

dear, and the general verdict

â�¢was that it served him right.

Throwing things about with-

out considering where they

may land has often had unexpected and,

for the guilty party, unpleasant results. A

young lady named Day was on the plat

form at Prestatyn Station, in North Wales,

one morning when the Irish mail came

thundering through at seventy miles an

hour. A man flung something from the

train and it struck Miss Day with terrifio

force, stretching her unconscious on the plat-

form. The missile was nothing but a bag of

oranges, which the

man in the train meant

for his wife, who was

waiting on the plat-

form. The parcel only

weighed about ten

pounds, but from the

speed at which the

train was travelling it

was estimated that

the force with which

it struck the young

lady was equal to

seven hundred-

weight. It caused

a severe shock to her

system, to compensate which a jury awarded

her Â£^5 damages.

It is not oiten that an action for damages

arises from matters political. But there was

a remarkable case of the sort tried in Dublin

some four years ago. The plaintiff, a shop-

keeper of Tallow, co. Waterford, had been

boycotted by the United Irish League for

the offence of taking an evicted

farm. In the result his business

had been simply ruined ; the

takings of his shop fell from ^i^

to four shillings a day, and the

number of his book customers

from seven hundred to four. He

therefore sued ten local leaders

of the League for ^Â£20,000 com-

pensation. No evidence was

called for the defence, and the

jury assessed the damages at

THE CASE OK THEVOUNG LADY

AND THE BAli OF ORANGES.

A DANGLING ANCHOR

ANU A FAMILY WASH.

WITH A CHAMPAGNE bOTTLE.

The late Mr. Kruger's claim for

^?i,000,000 for "moral and in-

tellectual" damage sustained as

the result of the Raid is hardly so comic

as some of the claims for compensation put

in by various burghers since the termination

of the South African War. A telegraph clerk

who had been in the service of the Boer

Government at a very small salary calmly

requested Â£1,600 as compensation for the

capitalized rights of his pension. He must

have had a very low opinion of the intelligence
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of the Commissioners. Under the laws of

the Boer Republic telegraph clerks had no

pension rights at all ! A farmer requested

payment for certain fowls killed and eaten.

Asked their value, he set it down at seven

shillings each, and added an

item of ^45 for eggs which

the fowls might have laid had

they not been destroy^}! Six

hundred and fifty pounds for

loss of live stock was the claim

of a woman of German ex-

traction. Inquiry proved her

to have once been the owner

of one lame horse, which had

been commandeered by her

fiance, a burgher, in order to ride against the

British. Still another Boer required to be

paid a large sum for certain property looted

from him by British soldiers. It came to

light that the articles in question had

originally been lifted by him, and that the

" looting" had been done by the former

owners.

The extraordinary ideas of justice

entertained by these Boers is only to be

matched among the West African natives.

Not long ago a case

occurred at the Ameri-

can Mission in Gaboon,

which exhibits in most

interesting fashion the

peculiar workings of

the native mind. One

night the compound

of the Rev. William

Walker, of the Ameri-

can Mission, was

visited by a leopard,

doubt in search of a calf belonging to the

reverend gentleman. But Mr. Walker was

on the look-out. He saw the leopard, fired

at it, and, though he missed it, drove it away.

Next morning a native chief turned up at the

mission and demanded payment for his pig,

which had been devoured

a few hours previously by

a leopard. " But what

has that to do with me ?"

questioned Mr. Walker,

in surprise. The native

explained that if Mr.

Walker had not frightened

the leopard away the

beast would have satiated

its appetite with the calf,

and, therefore, would not

/050 'FOR THIS !

The beast was no

THE CASE OF THE BUKNT TROUSERS.

have troubled about the pig. Thus the

missionary was directly responsible for the

death of the pig, and would he please pay

up as quickly as possible !

Stranger still was a claim made upon the

explorer Cameron in the same

neighbourhood. Mr. Came-

ron's guns and equipment

were greatly coveted by a

certain native, who, afraid to

steal them himself, paid a friend

to do so. But the explorer

was not to be caught napping.

He had everything safe under

lock and key, and the deputy

was forced to regretfully in-

form his employer that he was unable to

accomplish the theft. At the same time,

he said, he had done all he could and had

earned his pay, and therefore he flatly refused

to refund the money which he had received.

When pressed to restore it, he cleared out,

cash and all. Number

One had no intention

of losing his money as

well as the goods. Next

day he turned up at

Mr. Cameron's head-

quarters, told his story,

and calmly demanded

' that the white man

should make good his

loss. He was dreadfully

hurt and disappointed

at the mirth which

greeted his proposals.

Fire insurance com-

panies freq uently receive

very strange claims for compensation under

general fire policies. Blankets in process of

airing are sometimes destroyed by a hot coal

shooting out of the fire, and tablecloths by

the upsetting of a spirit lamp. A claim which

is believed to be unique in the annals of

fire insurance was made a year or two ago

by a Yarmouth man. One

Bank Holiday he was sit-

ting on the sea front with

his trousers turned up,

smoking, when a little ash

from his pipe dropped into

the tuck thus formed and,

before he noticed it, burnt

a hole through the mate-

rial. The company in-

spected the trousers and

paid for a new pair.

:N SEARCH OF A CALF.



The Scarlet Runner.

-THE ADVENTURE OF THE CAR AND HIS MAJESTY.

BY C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON,

Authors of " The Lightning Conductor" " My Friend the Chauffeur" etc.

Copyright, 1906, by C. N. and A. M. Williamson.

T was such an unusually

beautiful and striking car that

everyone looked at it, then

turned to look again.

This was what Christopher

Race had counted upon.

" Good old Scarlet Runner ! " he said, as

he drove. " Good old girl, you're making

your impression."

Slowly the red car moved up Regent Street

as far as Oxford Circus, where it turned to

roll back, like some great, splendid beast

pacing the length of a vast cage.

It was past seven o'clock; but the sky

was a blue and silver mosaic of stars, and

electric globes pulsed with white lights that

struck and glinted on the rich, scarlet panels of

the automobile.

The army of

workers pouring

home from shop

and factory, the

army of pleasure-

seekers pouring

into restaurant

and theatre, all

looked at the car,

straining their

eyes to make out

the crest â�� gold

and dark blue

painted on scar-

let ; and those

among the crowds

who were women

looked also at

Christopher Race.

He drove alone,

but he was dressed

like a gentleman,

not in the glorified

livery of a chauf-

feur. He was a

thin, dark, eagle-

faced young man,

with an air of

breeding not con-

tradicted by his

evident self-con-

sciousness. His mouthâ��clean-shavenâ��gave

him strength of character, and his eyes a

sense of humour and high daring.

The electric globes lit his face with the

fierce intensity of theatre footlights, reveal-

ing in it not one mean line. But it was not

only the good looks of the driver that

attracted attention ; it was his extraordinary

behaviour.

He sharply scanned each passer-by, as if

searching the crowd for some lost friend, and

whenever he caught the eye of a well-dressed

man who might, from his appearance, have

a good bank account and a correspondingly

good position in society, up went the gloved

hand of the motor-driver in evident invita-

tion. At the same time he smiled and

1 UP WENT THE GLOVED HAND OF THE MOTOR-DRIVER IN EVIDENT INVITATION.
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slightly lifted his eyebrows, so that his whole

face seemed to ask a question.

Those who were thus appealed to took the

invitation in varying ways. Some stared,

some nodded and smiled nervously, as if

wondering where they could have met the

brown young man. Others frowned as

though vexed with a stranger who dared to

play a practical joke. A few half paused,

then hurried on again, turning their heads

ostentatiously away. A few more grinned

foolishly, and continued to take in every

detail of the fine automobile, from the fat

tyres, which were noticeably new and unsoiled,

to the unusually large, luxurious tonneau,

with its glassed-in cover, and the glittering

bonnet which hid no fewer than six cylinders

of latest pattern. But all were equally

puzzled by the man's beckoning hand, which

must mean either a mistake in identity or a

doubtful taste in jokes; and those who saw

the car twice, as it passed up Regent Street

and down again, probably decided that the

driver amused himself while he waited for

someone who did not come.

But the scarlet mystery did not repeat its

late manoeuvres. It hovered as if undecided

at Piccadilly Circus ; then almost noiselessly

threaded through the netted cross-traffic to

spin on towards Pall Mall.

The white electric light was full now of

silhouettes of men in evening - dress, who

darted here and there alertly like small, dark

fish in a great globe of sparkling water.

Twice in the minute the motorist's hand was

raised in invitation to someone whose eyes

reached his across the chasm of roadway, but

always with disappointing results. No one

responded to his agreeable signals, and he

arrived at the corner of Charles Street with-

out stopping once.

In this quiet thoroughfare of respectable

private hotels and better-class lodging-houses

was drawn up an automobile, handsome

enough to rival the red car. It was dark

green in colour, and it stood silent and sad

before a discreet - looking doorway â�� silent

because the motor had ceased to throb; sad

because, apparently, there was some malign

reason for its silence.

The chauffeur, dressed in a smart but

inconspicuous bottle-green livery with brown

leather collar, had left his seat, opened one

of the side doors of the bonnet, and was

anxiously tickling the carburetter with his

hand.

Christopher Race had not meant to enter

quiet Charles Street, which, apparently, had

nothing to offer him ; but at sight of the car

in distress he paused and gently swung round

the corner from Regent Street. As he slowed

down to pass the green car, the discreet door

opened and a gentleman came out on the

pavement.

He was dressed as an English gentleman

should be when he is going to dinner on a

winter evening in London, but, though he

looked above all things a gentleman, he did

not look like an English gentleman.

Under the sleek silk hat, and above the

thick, white silk handkerchief that filled in

the "V" of the black overcoat, was a face

which an observant person could hardly

have passed without a second glance.

It was pale, but bronzed by exposure,

with a soldier's bronze; and one might with

safety have laid a wager that this man was a

soldier. He had keen, light eyes, with thick

brows drawn together in a slight frown, and

a fair, turned-up moustache, with long ends

waxed to a fine point.

Never before had the young man in the

red car beheld that face in the flesh, save

once, when as a little boy he had been taken

to a grand pageant to gaze in awe at those

same clean-cut features (or others exactly like

them) under a glittering silver helmet. But,

unless he were egregiously mistaken, he had

seen the face in a hundred photographs, in as

many black-and-white drawings in illustrated

journals ; he had seen it caricatured in comic

sketches, and flashed on to white sheets by

biographs at music-halls.

" Could it be the real face ? " he asked him-

self, with a quickening throb of excitement.

Then he remembered reading, a day or two

ago, that it might presently be expected in

England, on an unofficial visit, during which

â��for all save its distinguished friendsâ��it

desired to be incog.

For a moment Christopher Race forgot all

about his car, his errand with the car, and his

interest in the car that was disabled. But

the first words spoken by the gentleman with

the shining hat and neat overcoat reminded

him forcibly of all three.

" No better success ? " asked a clear voice,

in perfect English, enriched by a slight foreign

accent.

" I am very sorry indeed, sir," apologized

the chauffeur, " but I haven't been able yet

to make out what's the matter. Some-

thing wrong with the carburetter or the

ignition."

" I'm late already," broke in the gentle-

man, visibly bolstering up his patience.

It was this moment that the driver of the

red car chose for making his habitual gesture,



7Â°4

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

which he accompanied with the usual inviting

smile and questioning lift of the eyebrows.

Instantly the keen gaze of the man with

the waxed moustache fixed his. " Why do

you hold up your hand ? " inquired the clear

tones, with the un-English accent. At the

same time the speaker tried to musk his face

in shadow, backing away from the blaze of

the two cars' acetylene lamps.

" I hold up my hand because I'm plying

for hire," answered Christopher Race.

"Eh? Plying for hire with that car?

You are joking, I suppose." Tone and eyes

expressed astonishment, perhaps distrust.

But the red automobile had come to a dead

stop, and the gentleman in the tall hat had

stepped to the edge of the pavement to

examine it at close quarters, also to examine,

incidentally, its driver.

" Not at all," said Christopher Race,

" unless life is a joke. I'm out to gain a

livelihood. I have no licence to live, but I

have a licence to drive, if you would care to

see it."

The other stared, though not offensively.

There was even a twinkle in his eye, but a

word might have kindled it to a spark of fire.

" You look like a gentleman," he remarked.

" I almost believe I am," replied Chris-

topher, and he let his eyes twinkle a little

also, but not too much, for now he was sure

who it was with whom he talked, though he

did not intend to make it known that he knew.

" Ha ! " said the other, " you are a remark-

able pair, plying for hireâ��you and your car.

May I ask if you are in the employment of

some person who sends you out on this

business ? "

" I'm my own employerâ��under Fate.

I drive my car; Fate drives me."

"Indeed? I'm inclined to think"â��and

the keen eyes flashed to the tinkering

chauffeurâ��"that Fate intends you to drive

me. What do you think about it ? "

"I should be delighted to think that you

are right," returned Christopher Race.

"Very well," said the other; "I will

engage youâ��for the evening. You can take

me where I wish to go, and wait. If my

chauffeur can bring my car round later, you

can go; but in any case you shall have the

same money. What are your charges ? "

" For the entire evening, five guineas,"

said Christopher.

" Good ; that is settled." The gentleman

stepped forward, and the owner of the red

car and the chauffeur of the green one both

sprang to open the door for him. But he

waved them back.

" I shall sit with the driver," he announced,

with the air of one accustomed to quick

decisions, and never to have them gainsaid.

"Do you know Desmond House?" he

asked, when he was in his place, and

Christopher ready to start.

The driver was not surprised in the cir-

cumstances to hear the name of an historic

place, owned by a man whose ancestors had

helped to make not only its history, but the

history of nations. He replied quietly that

he did know Desmond House.

" Then drive me there, if you please, and

as quickly as you can," said his employer.

" I am late in keeping an appointment, and

yet," he added, " I am not sorry that, with

the best driving, we shall be at least twenty

minutes in reaching Desmond House. Do

you take my meaning ? "

" I think so," said Christopher, in the same

spirit, and careful not to address his employer

as " sir," lest he should guess that his identity

was at the mercy of a stranger.

" You are not behind your car in quick-

ness. Then you have divined also why I

chose to sit beside the driver ? "

" You pay me the compliment of feeling

some slight curiosity as to my reasons for

touting with my car in the streets for pas-

sengers," suggested Christopher.

" You have hit it. I should be pleased if

you would tell me how such a strange thing

came about. But, of course, if you do not

choose "

" Why not ?'' laughed the young man.

" You shall know the whole story, if it

amuses youâ��and not a penny extra, over

the fare. The trouble is that you'll be dis-

appointed, for, except in one particular, it's a

very ordinary tale."

" Suppose that you begin with the one

particular, since you are so obliging ? " said

Christopher's passenger.

" It is that if I had failed to earn at

least the sum of five guineas before twelve

to-night, nothing could prevent me from

losing another sum, amounting approximately

to one hundred and seventy-five thousand

pounds."

" You are right,' agreed the other. " That

one particular is not ordinary."

" You see now why I named five guineas

for the job," said Christopher Race.

" I should he delighted to pay ten for such

a car," said the gentleman, holding on his

tall hat as the car's speed increased.

" Thank you very much. That is a

generouspourboire" said Christopher.

The other had not expected him to accept
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piece with the yourig man's originality, not

the proof of a grasping nature. And he felt

that he was buying an evening of very good

amusement at not too high a rate.

He invited Christopher to go on with the

story, and Christopher did, in a way perfectly

frank, simple, and a little humorous.

"The hundred and seventy-five thousand

poundsâ��or thereaboutsâ��are my uncle's,"

said he. "Also a rather nice house in the

country, and a few other things which I was

brought up to believe would eventually be

mine. But my uncle heard stories about my

life which didn't please him, and they were

all true. He heard that I was lazy and

extravagant with the allowance he made me ;

that I never thought of anyone but myself;

that I did exactly as I liked : that I'd forgotten

half what I learned at the 'Varsity; that

I knew only things I'd better not know;

that I was in debt; that I was altogether

a worthless fellow. So he sent for me, and

all my deceitful meekness and sweetness of

manner was of no use. He saw through me,

and told me I was an incorrigible young

scoundrel. Also, he told me his plan for

my future. It was, to cut down my allow-

ance from eight to one hundred pounds

a year, just

enough to

keep me fed,

clothed, and

housed in de-

cency, which, in

his opinionâ��and

in mine, when I

came to think of

it â�� was more

than I deserved.

As for the bulk

of his money, my

uncle had not

quite made up

his mind where

to leave it. The

one thing he

thought he had

decided upon

was, not to leave

it to me.

" I heard him

through to the

end, and then

proposed a sub-

stitute plan. I

admitted the

young scoundrel,

but denied the

incorrigible. I said I thought that he might

give me a chance to show that I had a back-

bone. As proof of its existence I refused

the allowance, asking my uncle to keep his

money and reserve his judgment. Said I :

' If within a year I'm a reformed characterâ��

that is, if I've shown that I'm able not only

to make my own way in the world, but to

make it like a gentlemanâ��will you reconsider,

and not leave the family house and the

money away from the last representative of

your name ?'

" ' All right,' said he, ' it's a bargain. But

I don't believe you can do it.'

" I believed I could. So I sold the

furniture, books, pictures, and ornaments in

my chambers and got a tidy enough sum. I

also sold my motor-car for what I could get,

and bought anotherâ��for what I hoped to

get. Already I was a fair driver; but 1 dis-

appeared for months from public life and

learned, in a good school for chauffeurs,

how to be a first-rate one, and an all-round

practical mechanic as well.

" My car was my fortune. She was built

to please me, and I confess that I love her

as Pygmalion loved Galatea. I don't believe

she has her superior in beauty, or in the

brains she wears under her bonnet.

HE TOLD ME I WAS AN INCORRIGIBLE YOUNG SCOUNDREL.

Vol. xxxii.â��89.
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" When she was ready to make her debut I

advertised largely, pictorially, and expensively

for clients who wished to be conducted on

tours round England in particular or the

world in general. No serious answers were

received. The end of the trial year and the

end of my money were drawing to a close,

when, to pile Pelion on Ossa, I had a letter

from my uncle. He wished to know how

much I had earned during my probation.

' Nothing yet,' said I, in my answer. Then

came a wire. If I could not earn, and prove

to him that I had earned, by my own exer-

tions, at least the small sum of five guineas

before the year's end, the bargain was off,

and he need wait no longer before deciding

on what worthy institution he would bestow

his money.

" That wire was sent on two days ago

from my last lodgings. I nearly missed

getting it, but when I did get it I put pride

in my pocket, started out, procured a licence,

turned my beautiful Scarlet Runner into a

conveyance for public convenience, andâ��

had had two hours' bad luck when I ran

across you."

" I am glad to be the one who brings you

luck," said the young man's passenger. " I

believe you must have bewitched my motor."

" I should certainly not have neglected

doing so if I had thought of it," said

Christopher Race. " I hope I haven't bored

you ? "

" On the contrary, you have entertained

me," replied the other. " But we are in

Kensington already, are we not ? It seems

impossible."

" In three minutes I shall land you at

Desmond House,'' said Christopher.

And hardly as much time had passed

before they were at the gates of that fine

old place on the farther verge of Kensington.

As they arrived, so also did several cabs,

which came in a bunch, and contained faces

familiar to Christopher Race. He had seen

them on the music-hall stage, where their

owners were shining lights ; and he deduced

that they were to help provide amusement

for the distinguished dinner guests. Evidently

there was a good reason for making the

dinner-hour early, and it was to be a long

affair.

" You are at my disposal for the evening,

I believe," said Christopher's passenger, as

Scarlet Runner entered the drive and slowed

down for its approach to the door. " My car

may come, or it may not. In any case, I wish

you to wait. Andâ��there is a question I

should like to ask before going inâ��a question

I could ask only of a. gentleman. I have

shown some curiosity in regard to you. Do

you retaliate ? "

" I have no curiosity," said Christopher.

" You mean "

" I meanâ��whatever you would prefer me

to mean, sir."

" Thank you. I'm sure you are as dis-

creet as you are original. An revotr."

Christopher stood by the car with his cap

in his hand, as two splendid footmen received

the gentleman with the waxed moustache, the

shining hat, and the neat overcoat. There

was also a flashing glimpse of a welcoming

host and hostess ; but the door closed, and

the glowing picture was gone.

It was only just on the stroke of eight, but

no doubt all other guests had arrived ; for

one does not risk keeping Royalty waiting,

even when Royalty is incognito and the

entertainment informal.

One of the footmen came out into the cold

to ask the chauffeur of the great personage to

drive his car into the coach-house, where he

would find a place for it, though there was no

garage, and come himself into the house

until the time appointed for departure. But

Christopher courteously refused. He did not

know at what time he might be wanted, and

would prefer to wait near the door, out of the

way of other vehicles in case any should

arrive. He also declined food, though he

had begun to be conscious that it was dinner-

time.

After all, he thought, when he was left

alone seated in his car, this was turning out

to be a tolerably commonplace affair, not so

interesting as he had expected it to be when

it began. To be sure, the fare he had

luckily picked up was one of the first cele-

brities in Europe. But what was that to him,

except that he had had an agreeable and

sympathetic companion, and had earned the

vitally necessary sum of five guineas very

pleasantly ?

The idea of mystery which he had scented

in Charles Street, he abandoned at Desmond

House. To be sure it was a little odd

that the great man should have come out

from a private hotel in a quiet, unfashionable

street, when he was stayingâ��or said to be

stayingâ��at his own Embassy. But, after all,

why not ? Perhaps he had been calling upon

friends; or perhaps his motor had broken

down in front of the hotel, and he had

preferred to wait in a warm room rather than

endure the winter cold.

Ten minutes passed, maybe, and the

thoughts of Christopher Race had glided from
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the affairs of his late passenger to his own.

J-f e was wondering when he might expect to

get his dinner, when the one thing which

of all others he did not expect happened.

Close to Scarlet Runner appeared the figure

\vhich a few minutes ago had been cere-

moniously ushered into the house. There

it wasâ��the slim, soldierly form, seeming

taller than it was because of its upright

bearing. There was the shining hat, shading

the clear features ; there the folded white

handkerchief and the neat overcoat.

Surprised, but hiding surprise at sight of

the guest of the

evening, unescorted

and out of doors

when he ought still

to have been en-

gaged with his.

oysters, Christopher

sprang from his seat

and awaited orders.

"Saunders's

H otel, Charles

Street, Pall Mall-

quick !" said the

crisp voice with the

foreign accent. But

it was less crisp than

before, and betrayed

agitation.

Had his passen-

ger's last question

been now repeated,

Christopher Race

could not have an-

swered it truthfully

and at the same

time decorously, for

he was consumed

with curiosity.

One had always

heard that this cele-

brated personage

was erratic and ad-

dicted to making

decisions on

impulse ; but his latest caprice bade fair,

it seemed, to break the record. A Royal

gentleman is asked to a friendly dinner; he

accepts, goes ; and before he has had five

minutes at his host's table out he pops,

unattended, nervous in manner, and demands

to be taken promptly back whence he

came !

The one explanation which appeared fea-

sible to Christopher was that a thing of

importance had been forgotten in Charles

Streetâ��a thing of so much importance that

no one else could be sent to fetch it, or even

trusted as a companion.

Unconcerned outwardly, but inwardly

wondering what must be the state of mind

of the host and hostess, to say nothing of

their guests, the amateur chauffeur prepared

to start. This time the distinguished fare

did not contemplate sitting beside the driver.

He stood waiting in silence for the door of

the tonneau to be opened, and got in without

a word. Christopher helped him pull up the

handsome fur rug which was not an " extra,"

and in another moment Scarlet Runner had

whizzed between the

open gates of Des-

mond House.

He had been told

to go fast, and he

did go fast. It was

the "dead middle "

of that quiet inter-

val when restaurants

and theatres are full

and streets are

empty, therefore he

ran no risk in spin-

ning from one de-

serted thoroughfare

to another on the

way back to Pall

Mall. But he had

not left Desmond

House half a mile

behind when his

passenger tapped

imperatively on the

front glass. Slowing

down, Christopher

glanced round, and

saw an upraised

finger which

motioned " Stop !"

He obeyed in-

stantly, and lowered

the glass to hear

orders.

" You are driving

too fast," said the Royal voice; " much too

fast. I don't like it."

" I am sorry," returned Christopher. " I

understood that you wished "

" I don't wish to have my neck broken,"

was the answer. " Get on again, but no

recklessness. Put up the window, please."

Again Scarlet Runner started, but this

time with no burst of speed, and her driver

was more curious than ever.

This was a new trait for the great personage

to developâ��timidity in an automobile ! One

1 HE STOOD WAITING IN SILENCE FOR THE DOOR OF THE TONNEAU

TO BE OPENED, AND GOT IN WITHOUT A WORD."
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"'YOU ARK DRIVING MUCH TOO FAST,' SAID THE ROVAI. VOICK."

might almost fancy him an amateur at the

game, instead of an old motorist and a

thorough sportsman. Of course, he might

fear an awkward contretemps if stopped by

the police ; but there was no possible danger

of such a catastrophe, and as an experienced

driver he ought to have known it. He ought

to be able to judge speed, and to know that

theirs was not excessive enough at this hour

of the evening to attract police notice.

However, Christopher drove on, in a

reflective mood and at a pace to suit it, until

he had reached Charles Street. There, at

the door which had given him his fare and

his adventure, he stopped.

"Go in and inquire if Lord Thanet and

Lady Ivy de Lisle have come," the foreign

voice directed, brusquely.

Christopher's face made no comment on

these instructions, but that was because he

had the habits of a man of the world. Within,

he was excited and curious, for the Earl of

Thanet and his daughter were distant cousins

of Christopher Race, and naturally he would

have liked to know the why and wherefore of

His Majesty's interest in their movements.

If the name of Lord Thanet alone had been

mentioned it would not have struck him so

oddly, for Lord Thanet had at one time been

connected with the diplomatic service, and

had spent years on the Continent. But why

did one of the first gentlemen of Europe leave

a dinner-party in the midst to inquire at an

hotel for Ivy de Lisle?

His Majesty had a consort to whom he

was devoted, and he was not to be tempted

to a flirtation even by such a beauty as Lord

Thanet's twenty-year-old daughter, who had

been one of the successes of last season.

But, then, a man highly placed is occasionally

unselfish enough to interest himself in a girl

for the sake of another man who needs an

advocate. And there were two men whose

names Christopher had heard coupled with

Lady Ivy de Lisle's.

Either might have persuaded this Sovereign

to plead his cause with the girl's father, for

both could claim his country as the land of

their birth. One was Baron von Hess, the

enormously rich inventor of the latest quick-

firing gun adopted by the Triple Alliance ; the

other was young Max Lindâ��whom Chris-

topher had known slightly and admired

greatly at Oxfordâ��the son of a notorious

Socialist who had adopted England for a

country when discarded by his own. A year

or two ago there had been a rapprochement

between Max the elder and an outraged

monarch, and a place in the diplomatic

service for young Max had been held out as

an olive branch.

Baron von Hess was a good match for any

girl below Royalty ; Max Lind, on the con-

trary, would have difficulty in making his
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cause good with Lady Ivy's' father, unless,

indeed, a monarch should turn matchmaker.

As Christopher started to obey orders he

hoped that this mysterious visit had to do

with Max Lind and Ivy de Lisle. If it had

he was glad that he was concerned with it,

for Max Lindâ��all unknown to Max Lind's

clever and handsome selfâ��had been the hero

of Christopher's two best years at Oxford.

His hand was on the door, when a call

from his employer gave him pause. " Stop!"

said the great man. " I left a letter here for

â��let me seeâ��was it for Lord Thanet or his

daughter?â��one of the two; I really forget

to which I addressed it. That letter I want

back. I have changed my mind and prefer

to write a different one. If Lord Thanet has

not arrived, or if he has arrived, but has not

yet read the letter, I wish to have it again.

Should you learn, on the other hand, that the

letter has already been received, I will send a

message."

Christopher went in somewhat bewildered,

but knowing that somehow he must succeed

in accomplishing his errand.

In the entrance-hall stood an old man and

a girl, obsequiously attended by all the hotel

authorities, from the elderly manager down to

the still more elderly head waiter.

The man's back was turned to Christopher,

but there was no mistaking the silver sheen

of the hair or the soldierly set of the

shoulders. The girl, however, faced the

front door, and looked up from a bunch of

letters which she held in her hand, as the

young man entered.

Christopher was only a poor relation, a

mere " forty-second cousin," and, moreover,

was under the ban of family disapproval.

Nevertheless, Lady Ivy gave him a lovely

smile of surprised recognition.

She was always more than pretty, and

a radiant beauty when she smiledâ��smiled

with grey eyes and pink cheeks, and a pair

of dimples that gave new life and meaning to

red lips.

" Why, father, it's Christopher !" she said.

" Naughty Cousin Kit! Have you come

here to see us?"

" I came to see if you were here," he

replied, hat in hand for her and for Lord

Thanet, who had only the ghost of a smile,

with no emphasizing dimples. " I was sent,"

he added, " by a gentleman who not long

ago left a letter to await your arrival."

Lord Thanet's eyes flashed surprise. " Do

you mean that His Majesty has asked

youâ��

"To take him back his letter. He has

changed his mind, it seems, and will write

another. You have read it?"

" Not yet. We have been in the house

scarcely more than five minutes. We have

just been given our letters, and on one left

by hand this evening recognised His Majesty's

handwriting. I didn't know that you had the

honour of his acquaintance."

"The story of how I made it would be

longer than the acquaintance itself," said

Christopher. " But what about the letterâ��

will you give it to me unread ? I fancy that

is what His Majesty would prefer."

" Oh, no; we must see what's in it!"

broke in the girl. " I can't wait. Kit, you

knew Max Lind at Oxford "

" Ivy !" warned Lord Thanet.

"Why shouldn't I tell, as Kit's in His

Majesty's confidence ?" asked the girl,

wilfully. "We hopeâ��we thinkâ��that Max

is to be thanked and honoured for a service

â��oh, well, I'm not going to say u'hatâ��a.

secret kind of service, but most important.

And if he has succeeded, father's promised

that Max and I "

" Really, Ivy, you are most imprudentâ��

and premature," Lord Thanet cut her short.

"As for the letter, of course I take your

word for it, Christopher, that you're His

Majesty's messenger : but "

" He's waiting for me in a motor-car," said

Christopher Race. He did not think it worth

while to add that it was his own motor-car,

for that would have meant telling the story.

"You can get a glimpse of him if you

choose to look through those glass peep-

holes in the outer door." .

Lord Thanet's proud old face flushed

faindy. " Give me the letter, Ivy," he said.

The girl gave it reluctantly. It was the

one uppermost in her hand. Evidently father

and daughter had just discovered it in their

budget when Christopher appeared.

" I will take it to His Majesty myself,"

suggested Lord Thanet, and went to the

door ; but in an instant he had returned.

There had been no time for him to do more

than look through the double squares of

glass and learn for himself who sat in the

tonneau of the red car. "On second

thoughts," he began again, "perhaps it is

better not, unless a desire was expressed "

He glanced at Christopher.

" It was not expressed," replied the young

man. " But no doubt â�¢"

" You can take him the letter, tell him

that my daughter and I have just arrived, that

he can guess the errand which has brought us

up from the country to town at this time;
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"NAUGHTY COUSIN KIT! HAVE YOU COME HERE TO SEE us?'

that I am completely at his service should he

wish to speak with me instead of writing ;

and we will remain here in the hall awaiting

his message."

Sympathetic now as well as puzzled,

Christopher took the letter and carried it

out to his passenger, who all but snatched it

in his eagerness. " Good !" exclaimed His

Majesty. " Now let us get away."

" But, sir," said Christopher, " Lord

Thanet has come, and "

The gentleman in the tonneau hastily

examined the envelope. " It is still un-

opened," he muttered.

"Lord Thanet had not yet had time to

read the letter. He wishes to know if he

may have the honour of coming out to "

" No," said His Majesty, imperatively.

Then, with less abruptness : " Go back, give

Lord Thanet my compliments, and say that

I regret not having the time to speak with

him this evening, as I have an important

engagement, for which I am already in danger

of being late. My compliments also to Lady

Ivy de Lisle, and I am obliged for their

courtesy in returning the letter unread. They

shall hear from me. That is all; and

remember that I am in haste."

The message evidently gave disappoint-

ment both to father and daughter, though

Christopher guessed that it was for different

reasons.

"Oh, Kit, Cousin Kitâ��you'll be a good

and not a naughty Cousin Kit if you will

use your influence to make him kind," said

Ivy, detaining the hand she had taken for

good-bye. " Father has brought me to town

because we're sure that all will be wellâ��that

Max will have succeeded and be in great

favour, butâ��his coming and taking back the

letter frightens me. How can I wait ? "

Lord Thanet frowned and shook his head,

but Christopher pressed the girl's hand as he

let it go. Once he had come very near fall-

ing in love with Ivy, and still he had a tender-

ness for her. She was an adorable girl, and

he felt that he would do anything to serve her

interests. But he did not quite like the look

on the face of his Royal passenger as he

remounted the car. It radiated satisfaction,

but it was not genial satisfaction; and

Christopher was not sure that he admired the

face as much as he had admired it earlier.

It was harder and less noble in expression

than he had thought it at first.

He did not doubt that the " important

engagement" for which his fare had declared

himself " in danger of being late" was a

continuation of the unfortunate dinner-party

at Desmond House; therefore the order
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vhich came from the tonneau gave him a

double surprise :â��

"The Wood, No Thoroughfare Street^

Hammersmith." The words struck sharply

on Christopher's ears.

His Majesty was not going back to the

dinner-party. He was going to the house of

Max Lind the elderâ��Max Lind, the long-

ago banished Socialist.

Once, years ago, when Christopher was an

undergrad at Oxford, he had dined there

with young Max, who had invited him on a

sudden impulse, and he had never forgotten

the circle of brilliant, eccentric men who had

been his fellow-guests. Above all, he had

not forgotten " Father Max," as young Max

affectionately called the black-haired, heavy-

browed, star-eyed old man who had been

both father and mother to the boy whose

English mother died at his birth.

Often Christopher had thought of that

night, and of the old Socialist's eyes as he

looked at his handsome son ; and he had

been glad, not long ago, to hear that young

Max was in favour with the Government

which had banished old Max when he, too,

was young.

What did it mean, Chris asked himselfâ��

that the autocratic head of that Government

was going to pay a secret visit to The Wood

to-night ?

Max senior was away from home and out

of England. Christopher Race had read only

a few days ago in the paper that the famous

Socialist had gone to America on a lecturing

tour. And young Max, so far as Christopher

knew, was somewhere in the East on a

diplomatic mission for his own forgiving

country.

It was not, however, the part of a chauffeur

to offer unsolicited information to an

employer, especially such an employer as

this, and Christopher drove towards Ham-

mersmith, decorously keeping his private

knowledge to himself.

Nothing could be more unpromising to

visitors than the aspect of The Wood when

the red car stopped before the tall iron gates.

The house was set back from the road a

distance of no more than forty feet, but so

screened was it with huge old oaks and

beeches that by night, unless the windows

were lighted, it was invisible to passers-by.

Now, not a single cheering yellow ray gemmed

the black network of crowding branches, and

the heavy iron lantern suspended over the

shut gates was unlighted.

There was no drive leading up to the

house, and Scarlet Runner must wait at the

kerbstone in the deserted street appropriately

named "No Thoroughfare." Christopher

got down to open the gates, half expecting to

find them locked ; but they swung apart

with a rusty creak, and His Majesty was

instantly swallowed up in shadow.

Christopher did not go back to the car,

but paced the pavement. It was cold, and

he was restless. Once he had been hungry,

but he had forgotten his dinner now. Was

he right, he asked himself, in letting such a

person go into that dark house unattended ?

Was not his a great responsibility, and was

he not using it ill ?

It was well enough to argue that the affair

was not his affair, and that, whatever hap-

pened, he must not mix himself in it. But

there was no getting round the fact that His

Majesty, who was famed for reckless daring,

might have been lured to this desolate place

for some evil purpose.

The I.inds, father and son, were above

suspicion of treachery ; but Max senior was,

or had been, notorious for his anti-Royalist

ideas, and some firebrand friend might have

taken base advantage of his absence.

What if the man had gone into a trap and

should never come out alive ?

This idea alone was bad enough ; but

Christopher could not help thinking of him-

self in connection with it. If His Majesty

were murdered in a house to which heâ��

Christopher Raceâ��had brought him in his

car, it might be difficult to prove his own

innocence. A fine way of finishing his first

evening as a professional chauffeur, if he were

accused of complicity in an Anarchist plot

to assassinate one of the most powerful

Sovereigns in Europe !

Christopher could bear inaction no longer.

Leaving Scarlet Runner to look after herself,

he slipped through the gates and tiptoed up

the path towards the hidden house.

The night was clear, and the moon, sailing

high, looked down over the tall tree-tops to

strike with a bleak, white glint on the panes

of a long row of unlighted windows. Gazing

up at the dark,-repellent faÂ£ade, Christopher

hesitated.

Ten minutes at least had passed since His

Majesty was devoured by shadows. If he

had knocked and found no one within, there

had been more than time for him to return

to the automobile. Someone, then, must

have received him, but whether in loyalty or

treachery Christopher could not hope to dis-

cover by blundering to the front door and

ringing the bell.

Treading on grass to avoid gravel, he



712

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

skirted the path round the house to the right,

and was somewhat relieved to see a sprinkling

of light on the frosted lawn. It was thrown

from a long French window, which opened to

the ground, and as the casements were ajar,

the heavy green curtains half drawn back,

Christopher could see into the room beyond.

He approached cautiously, absolving his

conscience from any less worthy motive than

a wish to defend his late passenger if need

be, and if all seemed to be well he intended

to move away again. But the lighted picture

framed by the green curtains arrested him.

His Majesty stood with his back half

turned to the window, and facing him was

young Max Lind, in travelling dress, his white

face carved in stone, his eyes dark with

tragedy. The visitor held out tc his host a

small revolver, and Max was taking it.

" It is the best thing you can do," His

Majesty said, and through the open window

the words reached ears for which they were

not meant. " The only thing left for you to

do in honour."

"Very well," Max answered, dully. And

he looked at the weapon. But Christopher

"THR VISITOR HEI n OUT TO HI

L REVOLVER.

thrilled as he felt that it was not the revolver

which those tragic eyes really saw. " He

sees Ivy," Ivy's cousin said to himself.

" You will do it ? "

"I will do it, sir. But "

" There is a ' but' ? "

" My God ! Yes, sir, theft is a ' but'â��

more than one. There is my father. He

was so happy and proud. He believed that

I should succeedâ��that I should be able to

satisfy you. And there isâ��you know well,

sir, there is another."

" It is better for them both that you should

take this one way of wiping out disgrace"

" Disgrace ! It's a hard word. 1 tried so

earnestly. I thoughtâ��I was so certain, only

a quarter of an hour ago, that I had done

wellâ��as well as a man could do."

" And now that I tell you you were utterly

fooled, outwitted by men you should never

have trusted, don't you see where you

stand ? "

" I see," said Max. " Perhaps you are

right. Why should 1 go on living when

my life's in ruins ? And yetâ��I shall be

breaking my father's heart if I do this."

" If I know him, he will

thank Heaven for your sake

and for his that you are out

of the world, beyond criticism.

If a man pays for a mistake

with his lifeâ��he pays."

" I have said that I would

pay," answered Max.

" When "will you do it ? "

" Is it your wish, sir, to see

it done ? "

Christopher started for-

ward, but checked himself.

His Majesty put up a protest-

ing hand.

" No, no. But it should

be while your blood is warm

for it."

"Or cold for it? I ask

only time to write two

letters."

"Another mistake, and a

fatal one," said His Majesty.

" Are you mad, Lind ? No

one must know."

" You misunderstand me,

sir. But you may trust me,

at least in this little matter,

though you say I have failed

you in the big one. I shall

say in the two lettersâ��only

good - bye ; with my love ;

and that it had to beâ��
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nothing else. The writing of each one will

take no longer than five minutes. Thenâ��

I promise that I won't fail again."

" You are wise. And, after all, what 'do

you miss ? What is life ? A series of dis-

illusions. I stayâ��to face those I have not

had already. Good night. I trust you."

" Good night, sir. You will learn to-

morrow that this time it wasn't in vain."

His Majesty took a step towards a door

opposite the window, but Max reached it

before him and opened it.

" I prefer to find my way out alone," said

the visitor. His host bowed submissively,

and stood at the door until the erect figure

in the dark overcoat had passed out of sight.

Then, softly, he closed the door, and as he

came back to a desk which was placed

between door and window Christopher Race

threw the casements wide open.

"Lind!" he exclaimed, before the other

could move or speak,' "it's Iâ��Christopher

Race. Don't you remember me? There's

no time to apologize and explain, except to

say that I drove him to the house, andâ��I've

heard some things. I thought you were

away, and your father. I followed to-protect

His Majesty in case of a plot; I've stayed to

defend you from one."

" There is no plot," said Max Lind.

" I am not so sure. I've seen Ivy to-night

â��you remember we're cousins. She loves

you. This will break her heart, poor child."

" Don't! " stammered Max.

" I wouldn't, if there were no hope, but,

believe me, there is. I want you to wait. I

want you to promise "

"One such promise as I've made to-night

is enough," Max cut in, his voice like ice.

" You don't know "

" I don't know what it is you tried to do,

and failed in, if you did fail. I suppose you

were sent on some missionâ��perhaps one of

those which no Government will acknowledge

if it fails, and "

" You are right there. 1, stupid fool, thought

I had been a brilliant success, and expected

a personal letter of congratulation. Ivy, too,

and her fatherâ��but I cannot talk of it. It

seems that I played into the hands of the

enemy all the while I dreamed that they were

playing into mine. I don't even now under-

stand, butâ��one takes the word of Royalty.

You overheard something, but I know you

won't betray it. You meant wellâ��though

it's no use. You must forget this sceneâ��-

wipe it off the slate. To-morrowâ��you must

be surprised, with the rest of the world,

when "

VoL xxxii -90.

" Yes, if. But it's only ' if.' Lind, I ask

you to wait till I come back, with news which

may make all the difference in the world

to you."

The white face flushed painfully and the

tragic eyes dilated. " If you mean to fetch

Ivy "

" I mean only to fetch His Majesty. No

one else. I will speak to no one else. Give

me an hour, just one hour, and then, if I

don't bring him here, not to forgive you,

mind, but for something better than that, it

will be because I've had a mad thought, and

have failed. Then, if you must, fulfil the

promise I heard you make, but not before.

Grant me this favour for auld lang syne,

or I shall be sick of life and want to go out

of it with you."

Max Lind looked at a. clock on the nigh

mantel. " Very well ; an hour, then," he said,

with a smile which Christopher Race would

never forget. " But it will be a long hour.

I would sooner have got it over within the

next ten minutes. You had better go. If

you drove him here, he may come back to

look for you."

" He'll not think of my being with you.

I know what I shall say to him," answered

Christopher. " Hut I'll go. And youâ��are

you in this house alone ? "

" Alone," said Max. " The caretaker, an

old soldier, has leave for the night. It's New

Year's Eve, you know. . I shall see the New

Year inâ��

" You will see it in here with me and

another," broke in Max. " You'll see it in

joyouslyâ��unless "

" Yesâ��unless ! " And Max laughedâ��a

laugh that was sad on a young man's lips, and

the heart in Christopher Race was stabbed

by the sound of it. " I think it will be

'unless.' But I thank you all the same.

Good-bye."

They grasped hands, and Christopher went

quickly out by the way he had come.

There, by the car, stood the neat figure in

the dark overcoat, the keen eyes looking this

way and that, under a penthouse frown.

" I beg a thousand pardons for keeping

you, sir," said Christopher, as he shot out

between the half-open gates, "but some-

thing's gone wrong with the motor, and I

went inside to look for you, just to say that

I must get her to the nearest garage before

I can take you on. I won't be long; not

many minutes are needed for repairs."

"I could not think what had become of

you," exclaimed His Majesty, sharply. " I

will go with you to the garage."
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This was what Christopher had expected,

but did not desire. His mind flew back

to his passenger's surprising betrayal of

amateurishness and timidity in traffic, and

a wily thought crept into his brain.

"I'm afraid I ought to warn you that it

may beâ��erâ��not exactly dangerous, perhaps,

but risky," said he. " If you would spare

me the responsibility by waiting here for a

short time, I assure you I should be most

awfully grateful."

"The car seemed in perfect condition

when we came," said His Majesty. " What

has suddenly gone wrong?"

" I'll show you, sir," replied Christopher,

stooping beside Scarlet Runner, with his

heart in his mouth. For this was to be a

great bluff, and if the strange idea in his

head were as mad as it might be, all hope for

Max Lind and his life and his love was

over.

He bent and fumbled, and with a few

turns of a spanner loosened the joint of

the exhaust-pipe near the silencer. Then

quiekly he turned the starting handle, and

Scarlet Runner broke into a series of sharp

explosions, dry as the barking of giant

fire-crackers.

His Majesty stepped back with,less dignity

than haste, and uttered some exclamation in

his native tongue, which was lost among the

explosions.

" I'll wait for you," he said. And not a

word about the silencer.

Christopher Race could have shouted as

he flashed away, the car yelping maledictions.

When he had turned two corners and was

well out of earshot from No Thoroughfare

Street he stopped and screwed up the

loosened joint, then darted on again; but

not to a garage.

It was well for him and well for Scarlet

Runner that traffic had gone to sleep, and

policemen had something more engrossing to

think of than springing traps upon reckless

motorists, for Christopher drove as if for the

winning of a cup; and in eight minutes he

was at the door of Desmond House-

There, too, was the green car which, by

breaking down in Charles Street, had given

him his chance. The chauffeur recognised

him and grinned, not knowing, perhaps, that

his rival was sure of full money in any

event.

The man in green and brown had, like

Christopher, refused coach-house accommo-

dation, but preferrred to be ready at an

instant's notice for any impulsive whim of

his master.

The carved oak double doors of Desmond

House were closed now, and the superb foot-

men were no longer in attendance on the

porch. All the activities of the mansion

were concentrated within, and the many

lighted windows were like eyes shining with

proud content.

To the extreme surprise of the chauffeur

in green and brown, the gentleman chauffeur

sounded the big bronze knocker with the

self-confidence of a prince.

The door flew open, and a footman stood

revealed, staring.

Christopher wrote something on a visiting-

card.

" This must be given instantly to the

gentleman whose name I have written across

the top," he said, pointing at an underscored

line.

" Impossible, sir," replied the servant,

though not without respect for a man so

daring : and, then, Christopher was well

dressed. "There is a dinner-party, and "

" I know that," broke in Christopher.

" But the card must be delivered, and with-

out delay."

" It's as much as my place is worthâ��more,

sir," stammered the footman, his respect

increasing as the visitor's peremptoriness

increased. " I don't see how I could

manage it."

" I don't care how you manage it, pro-

vided you do manage it; but it will have to

be managed," said Christopher. "Give me

the card again."

The man gave it, wondering.

Christopher took from his pocket a five-

pound note (his last, by the way, but that

was a detail) and wrapped it round the card.

" I will wait here," said he, " and I expect

an answer in ten minutes at latest"

He got it in six ; but it was neither verbal

nor in writing. The man to whom he had

sent the urgent message appeared himself at

the door.

"You are very good," Christopher ex-

claimed. " But I knew you would come."

" Of course I came. I am not made of

stone," said the other. " And you wrote that

it was a matter of life and death for a man I

valued."

"Do you value young Max Lind, sir?"

asked Christopher.

" I do indeed, and intend to show my

appreciation. He has just rendered me a

great service, in accomplishing a mission

tactfully, adroitly, as few other young men

could have accomplished it. And I have

done my best not only to assure his career,
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but his happiness for the future as a reward.

Why do you ask such a question ? "

" Because at this moment Max Lincl

believes that you have doomed him to death,

as a ghastly failure who has compromised

the Government for which he was working.

He believes that you have put into his hand

a revolver and told him the only thing to do

is to blow out his brains."

"(ireat heavens ! But this is a madness."

" It will be suicide in less than an hour,

unless you will consent to come with me,

sir."

" Leave my friends who are entertaining

meâ��to goâ��where ? "

"To The Wood, Hammersmith, the house

of the Linds, where a man who usurps your

dignity and uses it for his ownâ��or some

other'sâ��advantage is expecting me back

every moment."

"A man who Can you mean Gustav

Krokesius ? "

"If Gustav Krokesius is the living image

of you, sir, has cultivated a voice like yours,

and wears clothes copied

from yours."

"He does, and for the best

of reasons â��â�¢ because he is

what you English would call

my understudy. A man who

naturally resembles me re-

markably, and is paid to

cultivate every detail of that

resemblance,takingmy place

during my visit here when-

ever I wish it, before the

public, that I

may enjoy my-

self as I please

and not be spied

upon by re-

porters o r â��

Anarchists. But

he is off duty to-

night."

"Officially,

perhaps. Yet

he has been at

work. He went

to the Charles

Street hotel, got

back a letter

left by you for

Lord Thanet,

whois mycousin,

and drove out to

The Wood "

" How do you know all this ? "

" Because I took him for you, and acted

as his chauffeur until I began to suspect.

Then I came here to get you to save my

friend, Max Lind, from misery and disgraceâ��

my cousin, Ivy de Lisle, from a broken

heart."

" That lovely girl! Ah, I guess the

mystery. He is paid for this business by

Von Hess, who loves Lady Ivy and hates

Lind. But Von Hess shall pay more. He

shall pay me. As for Krokesiusâ��-it's a

pity. I shall never again find so valuable

an understudy. But his engagement is

finished, and his punishment is to begin.

Did you say we should find him still at The

Wood?"

" I said that I left him thereâ��watching.

When he sees you coming with me- '

" We will be too quick for him," said His

Majesty, looking pleased.

And they were too quick ; for he is a man

whose prophecies usually come true.

He made several people happy that night:

but Gustav

Krokesius was

not one of them,

nor Baron von

Hess.

As for Chris-

top her, he

was so charmed

with himself

and his friends,

old and new,

but more

especially with

the car by

whose aid he

had played his

great game

of bluff, that

just as the bells

rang in the

New Year he

poured a glass

of champagne

over Scarlet

Runner's bon-

net.

"That's a

libation, my

beauty," said

he. And he paid

for it with HL

Ma j e sty's

money.

1 HE I'OL'KEI) A GLASS OF CHAMPAGNE OVER SCAKLET RUNNER S

BONNKT."
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I.-THE BEST GAMES EVER PLAYED AT BRIDGE.

BY WILLIAM DALTON.

Author of " Da/Ion on Bridge" " ' Saturday' Bridge," " Bridge at a Glance" etc.

T is rather difficult to say at a

moment's notice what is the

best-played hand at bridge

that one has ever seen. There

are so many different varieties

of the game. There is the

play of the dealer, with twenty-six cards

under his control, and there is the defending

game by the adversaries. Then there is

bridge with no trumps, and there is bridge

with a trump suit, which are really two quite

distinct games, although they are both classed

under the heading of " bridge."

There seems to be a prevalent idea that

the No-Trump game offers greater oppor-

tunities for the exercise of skill in playing

the cards than the trump-suit game does, but

the idea is quite an erroneous one. Some-

times an inferior player, playing with a good

partner, will declare no trumps on a passed

hand and then say, " I only made it no

trumps, partner, because you had to play the

hand." This is doubtless intended as a

compliment, but it is really rather the reverse,

as most hands require more skill to extract

the full value from them with a trump

declaration than they do at No Trumps. So

many No-Trump hands are cut and dried. In

these days of advanced bridge there are any

number of players who can be trusted to

extract the utmost value from an ordinary

No-Trump hand as dealer; the result would

probably be the same if any one of ten first-

class players played the hand. If one of them

won or lost more than the others it would

rather be owing to the bad or good play of

his opponents than to any act of his own.

With a suit declaration the situation is not

nearly so stereotypedâ��there is then plenty

of scope for the exercise of the dealer's

talent, if he has any, and it is in the trump-

suit game that the really line points of play

â��fine, that is, from the advanced bridge-

player's point of viewâ��arise.

The No-Trump game is universally popular,

and quite rightly so, as it is the very soul and

essence of bridge, but I entirely dissent from

the popular idea that it_'offers greater oppor-

tunities to the scientific bridge-player than

the trump-suit game does. It is really quite

the reverse. Occasionally the dealer in a

No-Trump game is able to bring off a coup

by counting and placing correctly the cards

held by his adversaries, as is illustrated in

Hand No. i : but beyond this he is able to

do very little except to make his winning cards

in either hand as soon as he gets in, and the

result of the game depends much more upon

the tactics employed by the adversaries than

on anything that the dealer can do. With

a suit declaration it is quite different; the

adversaries do not necessarily open with

their long suit and the attack is generally,

from the very first, in the hands of the dealer.
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In order to thoroughly illustrate the dif-

ferent varieties of the game, I propose to

describe four hands, played under widely

differing conditions:â��

1. Good play by the dealer in a No-Trump game.

2. Good defence by the opponents in a No-Trump

game.

3. Good play by the dealer with a suit declaration.

4. A well-saved game against a suit declaration.

All four are hands which occurred in

actual play, and were correctly played, and

I consider them to be, each in its own par-

ticular line, the best-played bridge hands

which have ever come under my own

personal knowledge.

HAND No. i.

(Goon PLAY BY THE DEALER.)

The following hand struck me at the time

as being the best-played No-Trump hand I

had ever seenâ��that is to say, the hand which

involved the closest attention to the fall of the

cards, and the drawing of the shrewdest

deductions, in order to bring it to a successful

termination :â��

B's HAND (DUMMY).

Heartsâ��Knave, 10.

Diamondsâ��King, knave, 8, 3.

Clubsâ��6, 5, 3.

Spadesâ��Knave, 10, 7, a.

A's HAND (DEALER).

Heartsâ��King, 4.

Diamondsâ��Oufen, 5, 4.

Clubsâ��Ace, king, queen, 10, 9, 4.

Spadesâ��Ace, quren.

Score, one game all; A B love, Y Z 28.

A dealt and declared no trumps.

Y led the 7 of hearts.

Directly the dummy hand was exposed A

could see a certainty of two by cards, unless

the remaining four clubs were all in one hand,

which was very improbable; but two by cards

was not enoughâ��it was essential to win the

game on that handâ��and the question was

how the ninth trick was to be secured, with

the whole heart suit and the ace of diamonds

against him.

TRICK i.

or he would have echoed. Also, by an

application of the eleven rule, Z was marked

with one heart higher than the 7, either the

8 or 9. Y was therefore marked with either

six or seven hearts, and A played out all his

clubs, trusting to be able to count Y's hand

exactly from the discards.

TRICK 3.

B

A *

L+..+.I

N

Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, o.

The first trick told A that Y had at least

six hearts, headed by the ace and queen. Z

followed suit with the 2, and therefore he

could not hold more than three of the suit

Tricks

: A B, 2 ; Y Z, o.

Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, o

TRICK

B

4-

1

"RICK 5.

B

M

rH

il%

r

0 0]

Y O O

* * *

Y. *

Z

*

*$ - L__o_

0 0 '++* t* *

^ k

N_ *&$:

A "

A" '

Tricks : A B, 5 ; Y Z, c

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, o.

TRICK 6.

B

TRICK 7.

B

^/1S

Â» A

_ , o

f -t_*

Z

Y <?

u 'ii 4

^

fo

v

\

o +"^

.._,

N

* *i * *

* + J-

*. -*.

Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, o.

A

Tricks : A B, 7 ; Y Z, o.

Trick 6.â�� Z's discard of the 5 of hearts

showed A that Y had originally six hearts

exactly.

Trick 7. â�� Y discards the 3 of hearts,

and Z can now count his hand. He is

marked with four hearts and two other cards,

which must be either the ace of diamonds

and one spade, or two spades. If he had

the ace of diamonds he would certainly not

have discarded a winning heart at trick 7 to

keep a losing spade, therefore his two un-

known cards must be two spades, presumably

king and another. Z is marked with the 8

or 9 of hearts. A's obvious lead at trick 8

would appear to be the queen of diamonds,

so as to clear the suit for B, but if he had

done this he would have lost one trick in

diamonds and four in hearts, and would not
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have won the game. The actual player of

A's hand was. clever enough to realize the

position and to count Y's hand correctly.

He led the king of hearts, thereby allow-

ing Y to make four tricks in hearts, and

leaving him no alternative but to lead up to

his (A's) ace and queen of spades. The

play of the remaining tricks is obvious. A

discards his three diamonds on Y's hearts,

and takes tricks 12 and 13 with his ace and

queen of spades, winning three by cards,

game, and rubber. The four hands were :â��

Heartsâ��Knave, 10.

Diamondsâ��King, knave, 8, 3.

Clubsâ��6, 5, a.

Spadesâ��Knave, 10, 7, 2.

TRICK i.

B

Hearts â�� Ace, queen, 9,

. 7. 6, 3.

Diamondsâ�� 10, 6

Clubsâ�� 7, 3.

Spades â�� King, 8, 3.

(dummy) 1

Y Z!

(dealer)

B

Hearts â�� 8, 5, 2.

Diamonds â�� Ace,

9-

7. =â�¢

Clubsâ�� Knave, 8.

Spades â�� 9, 6, 5, 4.

Heartsâ��King, 4.

Diamondsâ��Queen, 5, 4.

Clubsâ��Ace, King, queen, 10, 9, 4.

Spadesâ��Ace, queen.

The above reasoning may seem to be quite

easy when it is worked out in black and

white, and, no doubt, if the hand were given

as a bridge problem, a large number of

solvers would solve it correctly, but how

many of them would play it correctly at the

bridge table ? Hardly one. It is quite safe

to say that forty-nine bridge-players out of

fifty would have led the queen of diamonds

at trick 8, and would have said to their

partner : " It was not possible to win it." It

was the fiftieth who happened to be playing

the hand, and who had the sense to realize

that the only possible chance of winning the

game was by giving away four tricks in the

heart suit.

HAND No. 2.

(A GAME WELL SAVED.)

The following is the best instance of a

well-defended No-Trump hand which I ever

remember to have seen played. It is not an

instance of one particular coup, but of a

hand very carefully thought out, with the

utmost value given to every card and every

combination of the cards, and not a chance

thrown away.

The score was A B 18, Y Z 12. A dealt

and declared no trumps.

Y led the three of diamonds.

Heartsâ��Queen, 7.

Diamondsâ��Knnve, 8, 6, 2.

Clubsâ��10, 8, a.

Spades--Q, 8, 5, 3.

(dealer)

A

A

Tricks : A B, o ; Y Z, I. Tricks : A B, o ; Y Z, 2.

Trick i.â��Z's play of the ace of diamonds

was a fine instance of a false card, which was

false as against his adversary, but not as

against his partner. He knew that his

partner had led from four diamonds, and

therefore that the dealer (A) had only one,

so that the position of the king must be

disclosed on the second round to his partner,

but not to his opponent. It is an excellent

general rule never to play a false card when

you have a partner, but the brilliant player is

the one who knows when to depart from rule.

Trick 2.â��Z returned the small diamond,

not the king, so as to keep the command

over dummy's knave.

Clubsâ��Queen, knave, 9.

Spadesâ��Queen, 7, 4.

Tricks : A B, o ; Y Z, 3. Tricks : A B, i ; Y Z, 3.

Trick 3. â�� The dealer knew from the

original lead of the 3 that each of his oppo-

nents had two more diamonds, and accord-

ing to the fall of the cards the king was

marked in Y's hand; therefore, when the 7

was led, it looked a certainty that Y was

trying to underplay him ; in fact, in the

actual game, the dealer said, as he put up

the knave, "That is a little too thin," but he

was rather outplayed.

Trick 4.â��Mark Z's play at this point.

The ordinary player would have led his

other diamond and would have lost the game.

Not so our friend Z. It is always well to

consider, before putting one's partner in with

a winning card, what that partner will be

likely to lead next. In this case it would

almost certainly have been a heart through

the singly-guarded queen, which was pre-

cisely what Z wanted to avoid, therefore he

led the queen of clubs first, so as to show his

partner which suit he wanted, he himself
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being quite certain to get in again in order

to lead the last diamond.

TRICK 5. TRICK 6.

B ' B

A A

Tricks : A B, 2 ; Y Z, 3. ! Tricks ; A B, 3 ; Y Z, 3.

Tricks 5 and 6.â��A having four spades in

each hand went for the chance of catching

the qeeen, but it did not come off.

Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, 4. i Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, 5.

Trick 8.â��Z put his partner in with the

diamond, having already shown him which

suit to lead.

TRICK 9. TRICK to.

B B

A A

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 5. Tricks : A B, 5; Y Z, 5.

A was then left with no alternative but to

lead a heart, and Z make the king of hearts

and the queen of clubs, winning the odd

trick and saving the game.

Z's play of this hand was exceptionally

good all through, and the players who would

have saved it as the cards happened to lie

are very few and far between.

The four hands were:â��

Heartsâ��Queen, 7.

Diamondsâ��Knave, 8. 6, 2.

Clubsâ��10, 8, 2.

Spadesâ��9, 8, 5, â�¢*.

"B

Heartsâ�� 10, 9, 5, 4.

Diamonds â�� Queen, 9,

(dummy)

He.irts â�� King, S

Diamonds â��Ace,

â�¢;.

king,

Clubs â�� 6, 4, 3.

Spadesâ�� 6, i.

7t 3.

Y Z

Clubsâ�� Queen, k

Spades â�� Queen,

iave,9.

7Â» 4-

5- 4.

(dealer)

A

Heartsâ��Ate, knave, 6( 2.

Diamondsâ��10.

Clubsâ��Ace, king, 7, 5.

Spadesâ��Ace, king, knave, 10.

HAND No. 3.

(A HEART HAND WELL PLAYED BY THE

DEALER.)

This was a very interesting hand owing to

the extraordinary distribution of the cards.

Such hands are of very little interest in them-

selves, apart from questions of play ; but in

this case the uncommon distribution of the

cards led up to some extremely interesting

points of play.

The four hands were :â��

Heartsâ��None.

Diamondsâ��Queen, knave, 10, 4.

Club*â��Ace, queen, 9, 3.

Spadesâ��Ace, king, queen, 6, a.

Heartsâ�� None.

Diamonds â�� Ace, 8, 7,

5> 2.

Clubsâ�� King, 8, 5.

Spadesâ�� 9, 8, 7, 4, 3.

(dummy)

JD

Hearts â�� King, queen,

knave, 10, 9, 6

Diamondsâ�� King, 9.

Clubs â�� 10, 7, 4.

Spades â�� Knave, 10.

Y Z

(dealer)

A

Heartsâ��Ace, 8, 7, 5, 4, 3, 2.

Diamondsâ��6, i,

Clubsâ��Knave,"6, Â».

Spadesâ��5.

Score, love-all. A dealt and declared

hearts, Z doubled, and B redoubled. Z re-

doubled again, making it 64 a trick, and A

took it up to the limit of too points per trick.

B was quite right to redouble, although he

had no trump at all. The trumps were

obviously divided between A and Z, and B

calculated that the good cards which he held

in the other suits would certainly turn the

scale in his favour. Z's redouble was not

so sound, but A had no hesitation in going

on up to the maximum when he knew that

his partner was strong in the plain suits.

Tricks : A B, o ; Y Z, I.

O_0|

A

Tricks : A B, o ; Y Z, 2.

Trick i.â��Y opened his best suit, and con-

tinued with it at trick 2, as his partner must

have the king or no more.

TRICK 3.

Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, 2. , Tricks : A B, 2 ; Y Z, 2.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

720

Trick 3.â��Z led the king of trumps in the

hope of being able to draw all A's trumps.

When Y was found to be also void of trumps

the situation was perfectly clear to both A

and 7., and it became a match between them.

A at once realized that he had a trump too

many, and would eventually have to lead

trumps up to Z unless he got rid of his

superfluous one.

TRICK 5. | TRICK 6.

B ' B

Tricks : A B, 3 ; V Z, 2.

Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, 3.

Trick 5. â�� A proceeded to get rid of his

superfluous trump, and' then, at trick 6, put

Z in again to force him to lead clubs up to B.

TRICK 7. TRICK 8.

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 3. Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 4.

Trick 7.â��Z's only hope now was that his

partner held the king and knave of clubs.

He would be obliged to lead a club sooner

or later, so he might as well do it at once.

Trick 8.â��/, trumped with the 10, hoping

that A would discard a club and so leave

himself again with a trump too many, but A

was too wary. He had an absolute certainty

of the game as long as he kept himself with

the same number of trumps as Z, and there-

fore he threw a small trump under Z's 10.

If Z had discarded a club, A would also have

discarded a club.

Tricks 9 and 10.â��History repeated itself,

and again A threw away a superfluous trump.

TRICK ii. TRICK 12.

B B

Tricks : A B, 6

Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, 6.

A was left with the best trump, and won

the odd trick. If he had once made a

mistake and discarded a club to keep a trump

he would have lost the odd trick and the

game. Trumping a winning card of one's

partner, or throwing away a trump under a

higher one, is known as the grand coup and is

supposed to be a great effort of genius, but

in this hand A had to play the grand coup

not once but three times. It was a very high

trial for any bridge-player, but the player of

the hand was equal to the occasion and

brought it off with success.

HAND No. 4.

The following instance of defending the

game against a suit declaration is probably

the best instance on record of a well-played

hand at bridge. All the four players were

quite first-class, and every card in the hand

was played to the greatest possible advantage.

Score, one game all; A B 18, Y Z 24. A

dealt and left it to B, who declared diamonds.

Y led the knave of clubs, and B put down :â��

Heartsâ��King, 8, 4.

Diamondsâ��Ace, king, queen, 10, 8, 3.

Clubsâ��6.

Spadesâ��Ace, 8, 6.

â��a very good hand indeed, which looked like

a certainty of at least two by cards.

Z's hand was :â��

Heartsâ��Ace, 9, 7.

Diamondsâ��Knave, O.

Clubsâ��Ace, king, 5.

Spadesâ��King, queen,

TRICK i. 7, 5. 4-

B

Tricks:

A A

A B, 5 ; Y Z, 4. Tricks : A B, 5 ; Y Z, 5.

Z had to consider whether it was possible to

save the game, and, if so, how it was to be
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done. He could see seven absolutely certain

tricks in B's hand, six trumps and the ace of

spades ; therefore it was necessary for him

and his partner to win every other trick.

A B obviously could not win the extra trick

in either clubs or spades, and in order to

save the game his partner Y must hold the

queen and knave of hearts, therefore Z at

once placed those cards in his partner's hand.

Also there was no possible chance of Y

trumping anything; his knave of clubs could

not well be a singleton, and if he had had a

single spade he would have led it. It was of

supreme importance to prevent the weak

hand A from making a ruff, and the strong

hand was too strong to be weakened by

forcing, therefore Z decided to depart from

all rule and to lead trumps right up to the

strong hand.

Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, I. Tricks : A B, I ; Y Z, 2.

Trick 3.â��B's lead showed Z that A had

only two spades and was trying to make a

ruff on the third round. If A had three

trumps originally this could not be stopped,

but if he had only two it could be stopped,

therefore Z again led trumps up to B.

TRICK 5.

0 0

0 ~0\

0 0

0 0

Tricks : A B, 2 ; Y Z, 2.

Tricks : A B, 3 ; Y Z, 2.

The dealer led out two extra rounds of

trumps in order to force discards and to find

out a little how the land lay. Z was rather

taken aback at having to make three discards.

He could not throw his ace of clubs, and he

must on no account part with a heart, there-

fore he was obliged to discard two spades.

Y's discards were easy.

The dealer could now count Z's handâ��

king and one other spade, the ace of clubs,

and three heartsâ��so he led the ace and

another spade, thinking that Z would

have to win the second round and would

then be obliged to lead up to B's guarded

king of hearts.

TRICK 8.

B

A A

Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, 2. Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, 3.

Trick 8.â��Z was in trouble. If he played

his small diamond he would have to win the

next trick with his king, and he could then

lead the ace of clubs, but he knew the dealer's

play well enough to be sure that the force

would not be taken, and he would then be

obliged to lead up to B's guarded king of

hearts. He was sure that A had only one

more spade, and, therefore, Y must have

either the knave or 9, so he threw away his

king of spades to avoid getting the lead at

the next trick.

A A

Tricks : A B, 4 ; Y Z, 2. Tricks : A B, 5 ; Y 7., 2.

VoL xxjcii.-9i.

A A

Tricks : A B, 6 ; Y Z, 4. Tricks : A B, 7 ; Y Z, 4.

Trick io.â��B did not cover the queen of

hearts as he could gain nothing by so

doing; but if the knave had been led at

trick n he would have covered that and

would have won the game. Y, however,

played too well, and led a club, which

B was obliged to trump, and Y Z won

six tricks and saved the game.
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Tricks : A B, 7 ; Y Z, 5. I Tricks : A B, 7 ; Y Z, 6.

The four hands were :â��

Heartsâ��King, 8, ^.

Diamondsâ��Ace, king, queen, 10, 8, 3.

Clubsâ��6.

Spadesâ��Ace, 8, 6.

Hearts â�� Q u een ,

knave, 3.

Diamonds â�� 7, 4, a.

Clubs â�� Knave, 10, 9, 3.

Spadesâ�� 9, 3 a.

(dummy)

B

Hearts â�� Ace, 9, 7,

Diamondsâ�� Knave, 9.

Clubs â�� Ace, king, 5.

Spadesâ�� King, queen,

7.5.4-

V Z

(dealer)

A

Heartsâ��10, 6, 5, 3.

Diamondsâ��6t 5.

Clubsâ��Queen, 8, 7, 4, a.

Spadesâ��Knave, 10.

The above is quite the best instance that I

ever saw of an intelligent reading of the cards

and of taking the only possible chance of

saving the game. Two really fine points of

play were required of Z, first leading trumps

at once up to the strong hand, and secondly

throwing away the best spade in order to

avoid getting the lead, and there are very few

players alive who would have saved the game

under such circumstances. In discussing

the hand afterwards it was suggested that Z

might have discarded the ace of clubs instead

of a second spade, but if he had done so he

would have lost the game. When he led the

fourth spade B would not have taken the

force, and he would then have been obliged

to lead the hearts up to B's king. A study

of the four hands will show that the cards

were played in the only possible way to save

the game, and that, even at double dummy,

with the position of every card known, it

could not have been saved in any other way ;

and that is the highest praise which can be

given to the play of any hand.

It will be noticed that in all the above

hands the result turns on the correct placing

of the unknown cards. That is the whole

secret of good play at bridge, and it is a

faculty which everyone who aspires to become

a good player ought to cultivate assiduously.

It is no heaven-born gift. It is a matter of

practice, of knowledge of the recognised

leads, of a close observation of the fall of the

cards, and of ordinary common-sense reason-

ing. It is astonishing how easily this faculty

can be acquired by steady practice. It is

well within the reach of anybody, whether or

not he possesses what is called a good card

memory, and no one will ever become a first-

class bridge-player who does not accustom

himself to place missing cards as the game

progresses, and then and there to make a

mental note of them and to remember them

for future use.

II.-THE BEST GAMES EVER PLAYED AT CHESS.

BY J. H. BLACKBURNE, BRITISH CHESS CHAMPION

RILLIANCY in chess is a

rarity. It is like the sparkling

of a multi-faceted diamond,

which can illume darkness

and shine best under provoca-

tion. Electricians would say it

is the bright spark that signalizes the over-

coming of resistance. It is not a very

common or ordinary experience. It would

cease to be a wonder if it were. It would fail

to command the great admiration usually

bestowed on things of rarity.

The best quality of brilliancy occurs

between great contending forcesâ��the powers

of antagonistic minds. And so it is that,

generally speaking, the highest products issue

from conflict wherein very great players are

""gagedâ��players accustomed to exert very

ng powers of mind against their adver-

saries. There is then the pressure of strong

and skilful opposition provoking strong dis-

play, until at length out flashes the brilliancy

which thrills the spectators as well as the

producer, and sometimes has almost a

benumbing effect upon the vanquished

player.

Brilliancy in actual play very often prevails

in spite of a flawâ��the dax/ling effect, as it

were, rendering the flaw invisible.

Sound or flawless brilliancy in chess is tht

brilliancy that deserves the fullest considera-

tion. The production of it sheds lustre on

the happy producer, while it also serves a

high educational function in giving us some-

thing to admire and study.

The alternation of stroke or " move,"

combined with the necessity of parrying

as well as delivering the stroke, has
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brought about in chess a practice of

adopting aggresso-defensive tactics. It has

developed an even higher ideal. It has led

to the adoption, wherever possible, of a

doubly attacking moveâ��such as that of a

knight forking two of the adverse pieces, or

that of a bishop attacking or pinning on the

one diagonal two or more of the opposing

pieces. And, better still, it has led to the

adoption, wherever possible, of such forking

or raking moves as will include a check, or

double check, to the adverse king; and,

higher still, a move which, under every con-

ceivable circumstance, will enable the player

next moving to adopt one of these many-

purpose moves.

It is chiefly in pursuit of some of these

advantageous moves that brilliancy occurs.

It may occur as a means of withdrawing, or

paralyzing, or obstructing some of the hostile

pieces, so as to get them out of the way or

nullify their action, or make them embarrass

their own king's mobility. Design is the pro-

lific source of ingenious brilliancy; yet, in a

minor degree, luck contributes to the pro-

duction. Some of these observations can

be tested in examining the sample games

appended.

Meanwhile a few words as to famous ex-

ponents of brilliancy in the past.

First and foremost comes the immortal

Morphy, who in 1858 came over from

America and overwhelmed all the European

masters, or, at least, those who cared to

oppose him. His games were splendid

specimens of brilliancy; and probably many

of his sparkling gems will be reproduced,

studied, and admired when the efforts of

the so-called " position player" and the

" accumulator of minute advantages " school

have been forgotten. Then there was

1 .abourdonnais, the renowned French expert,

who also vanquished all-comers ; and what

chess-player has not received pleasure and

instruction in playing over the games of

Professor Anderssen and his illustrious pupil,

Dr. Zukertort?

Then, again, there was Captain Mackenzie,

a Scot by birth, an enthusiastic disciple of

Morphy, and who became champion of

America after that master's retirement.

De Vere, at one time British chess cham-

pion ; the two Macdonnells, both Irishmen ;

Pillsbury, and Baron Kolisch were all worthy

exemplars of brilliancy.

And last, though not least, the young

Hungarian, Charousek, who a few years ago

startled the chess world by his aggressive and

hazardous play against older and more expe-

rienced masters, and justly earned the title

of the " New Morphy " ; and, considering

his short chess career, has left us wondering

what he might not have attained had he

lived.

To living masters like Bird, Maroczy, Mar-

shall, Janowski, and Tchigorin, it is hard to

do justice without seeming to indulge in

flattery; yet it is not possible to omit them

and give anything like a true account of

chess brilliancy. We have in England for

nearly two-thirds of a century enjoyed the

splendid style of Mr. H. E. Bird, especially

notable for his originality. He may by his

devotion to brilliancy have several times

missed the chess crown. He has always

apparently set less value on that than on the

achievement of some brilliant mate. The

same may be said of Tchigorin, the famous

Russian player. Marshall and Janowski have

given us many pieces of rich brilliancy, and

Maroczy for his time has pretty well earned

a title to brilliancy. But for him the future

has still much in store.

Brilliancy does not appear to be on the

wane. The new school (as a fresher one

than the " modern ") is distinctly endued with

love of adventure and brilliancy. The

younger players, under its healthy influence,

are able, when taking part in tournament

play, to infuse life and brilliancy into their

games and suffer nothing as a penalty for

rashness. It is a good sign, and possibly

portends further improvement in this direction.

I will now proceed to consider three games

which stand on record as perhaps the most

brilliant in the annals of chess.

The following game was played in 1851 at

the Grand Cigar Divan, Strand. It is known

among chess-players as the "Immortal

Game":â��

KING'S BISHOP'S GAMBIT.

WHITE (ANUERSSEN). BLACK (KIESERITZKY).

1. P to K 4th P to K 4th

2. P to K B 4th P takes P

3. B to B 4ih Q to R 5th (ch)

4. K to B sq P to Q Kt 4

This move was invariably adopted by

Kieseritzky and became known as his defence,

although originally suggested and played by

a well-known American amateur. It has,

however, been discarded for many years as

unsatisfactory. The usual continuation at

the present day is P to Q 4th.

5. B takes Kt P Kt to K B 3rd

6. Kt to K B 3rd Q to K 3rd

7. P to Q 3rd Kt to R 4th

g. Kt to R 4th Q to Kt 4th

9. Kt to B sth P to Q B 3rd

10. P to K Kt 4th Kt to B 3rd

11. R to Kt sq P takes B
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12. P to K R 4lh Q to Kt 3rd

13. P to R 5lh Q to Kt 4th

14. Q to B 3rd Kt to Kt sq

15. B takes P Q to B 3^

16. Kt to B 3rd B to B 4th

17. Kt to Q 5th

No Fabian tactics here. No believer in

the old writer on chess, who recommends the

player to "occasionally count the pieces, and

if he finds he has lost one or more, then to

carefully rally his remaining forces and thereby

win."

White, although a piece minus, elects to

continue the attack, and carries it on with

unflagging brilliancy and force to the end.

17. O takes I'

18. B to Q 6th

A beautiful continuation, to which there is

no satisfactory defence ; for if B takes B, then

19. Kt takes B (ch), K to Q sq ; 20. Kt takes

P (ch), K to K sq; 21. Kt to Q 6th (ch),

followed by 22. Q to B 8th (mate).

Position after White's l8lh move.

BLACK.

1 8.

19. P to K sth

B takes R

Q takes R (ch)

Kl to Q R 3rd

K to Q sq

Kt takes Q

20. K to K 2nd

21. Kt takes P (ch)

22. Q to B 6th (ch)

23. B to K 7 (mate)

This is considered by many to be the most

beautiful ending ever played.

Game played in the

Tournament, 1883 :â��

ENGLISH

London International

OPENING.

WHITE.

(UK. ZUKKRTORT.)

1. P to Q B 4th

2. P to K 3rd

3. Kt to K B 3rd

4. B to K 2nd

5. Castles

6. P to Q 4th

7. Kt to B 3rd

8. P to O Kt 3rd

9. B to Kt 2nd

BLACK.

(J. II. Bl.ACKBURNE.)

P to K 3rd

Kt to K B 3rd

P to Q Kt 3rd

B to Kt 2nd

P to Q 4th

B to Q 3rd

Caslles

Q Kt to O 2nd

Q to K 2nd

Better to have continued with P to Q B 4th,

the usual move in all forms of the close

openings.

10. Kt to Q Kt 5th Kt to K 51(1

11. Kt takes B . P takes Kt

12. Kt to Q 2nd Q Kt to B 3rd

The stronger move was P to B 4th, pre-

venting the advance of the king's pawn later

on. The play up to now has been some-

what tame and uninteresting.

13. P to B 3rd Kt takes Kt

14. Q takes Kt P takes P

15. B takes P P to Q 4th

16. B to Q 3rd K R to B sq

Black certainly underrated the strength of

the coming attack, otherwise he would have

adopted more defensive tactics. His scheme

was to double the rooks on Q B file, and so

try to divert White's intended assault on

the king's quarters. White's next move, 17.

Q R to K sq, is very deep and subtle. A

diagram of the position is given. White evi-

dently had in his mind's eye the subsequent

beautiful sacrifices, otherwise he would have

disputed Black's command of the Q B file.

Position after White's 17th move.

BLACK.

R to B 2nd

<j k to Q B sq

Kt to K sq

P to Kt 3rd

P to B 4th

Kt takes P

Kl to K 5th

P lakes B

R to B 7th

WHITE.

17. Q R to K sq

18. P to K4th

19. P to K 5th

20. P to B 4th

21. R to K 3rd

22. P tks P (en passant}

23. P to B 5lh

24. B takes Kt

25. P takes Kt P

Black has now attained his object, and at

first sight looks as if he must win a piece.

26. P takes P (ch) K to R sq

27. P to O 5th (dis ch) P to K 4th

White has no way, apparently, of saving the

bishop, and his ;.ext move somewhat startled

the spectators, many of whom thought his

position hopeless. A diagram of the position

is given :â��
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White to make his 28th move.

BLACK.

WH1TB.

28. Q to Kt 4th

A grand stroke, to which there is no reply.

An enthusiastic critic, who, by the way, was

not present, says : " This move literally

electrified the lookers-on." Whether this be

so or not Black did anticipate it, but had not

foreseen White's sacrifice of the rook, which

came as a surprise. It may be mentioned

that, if Black capture the proffered queen,

he is mated in seven moves, as follows : 29.

B take; I' (ch), K takes P : 30. R to R

3rd (ch), K to Kt 3rd ; 31. R to Kt 3rd (ch),

K to R 3rd : 32. R to B 6th (ch), K to R

4th : 33. R to B sth (ch), K to R 3rd; 34.

B to B 4th (ch), K moves; 34. K R mates.

28. Q R to B 4th

29. R to B Sth (ch)

Steinitz, in annotating this game in " Turf,

Field, and Farm," remarks on this move :

" In conjunction with White's previous play,

this forms one of the most noble combina-

tions ever conceived over the chessboard."

It is obvious that if Q takes R the reply is

30. B takes P (ch), K takes P ; 31. Q takes P

(ch), mating in a few more moves.

31. B takes P (ch) K takes R

32. B to Kt 7 (ch) Resigns

Again Steinitz says: "A worthy finish to

one of the most brilliant games on record."

The following brilliant little gem by

Morphy against the Duke of Brunswick and

Count Isouard consulting was played in

the Duke's private box, during the perform-

ance of "The Barber of Seville," at the

Grand Opera House, Paris, 1858:â��

PHILIDOR'S DEFENCE.

29. K takes P

30. Q takes P (ch) K to Kt 2

WHITE (MORPHV).

1. 1' to K 4th

2. Kt to K B 3rd

3. P to Q 4ih

4. P takes P

>J. O takes B

6. B to Q B 4th

7. O to O Kt jrcl

8. Kt to B 3rd

BLACK (ALLIES).

P to K 4lh

P to Q jrd

B to Kt 5th

B takes Kt

P lakes P

Kt to K B 3rd

Qto K 2nd

P to B 3rd

P to (,) Kt 4lh

B to K Kt 5th

White to make his loth move.

BLACK.

WHITE.

10. Kt takes P

11. B takes KlP(ch)

12. Castles Q R

13. R takes Kt

14. R to Q so,

15. B takes R (ch)

16. Q to Kt 8 (ch)

17. R to Q 8 (mate)

P takes Kt

<v> Kt to O 2nd

R to Qsq

R takes K

Q to K 3rd

Kt takes B

Kt takes O
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I.

ANY people in Brayton

thought that old Mr. Grange,

of Grange and Son, had closed

a cautiously successful busi-

ness career by an astounding

act of folly.

People looked at him and spoke of him as

he walked about the town, stood upon the

stone bridge and watched the running water,

or, leaving behind him the noisy streets and

the noisy railway station, strolled on the

meadow paths between the river and the

canal. A tall grey man, with a Panama hat,

which he carried sometimes in his strong,

bony hand ; dressed in a grey suit of nc

fashion ; wearing his goat-like beard after the

manner of Americans; with close-shut mouth,

big nose, bushy eyebrows over keen grey

eyesâ��nothing, in truth, remarkable or un-

usual to cause one to look at him ; and yet

one always looked.

"There he goes," said the inhabitants of

the flourishing Midland town. "Just like a

man in a dreamâ��never seeing you, if you

touch your hat to himâ��out of politeness. He

was one of the biggest men in Brayton, and

now he is no more than a pensioner in his

son's house."

This was what had hap-

pened :â��

Grange and Son were an old-

established, prosperous firm.

Except the church and the

ruined castle, Grange's Pottery

Works was the oldest thing in

Brayton. The original red-brick

quadrangle was built at the

time when the canal was cutâ��

'775- The first barge to float

on the new water carried direc-

tors, county magnates, the lord-

lieutenant, etc., but the second

barge carried china - clay for

Grange's. Here, in the angle

formed by river and canal, the

works had spread themselves;

here, during all the years, within

sight of the pleasant beech-

woods and the stretching moor-

land, Grange's had made por-

celain, earthenware, stoneware,

glazed tiles, choice bricks, terra-

cotta door lintels, drain-pipes;

here had reigned, like small

princes of industry, Grange after

Grange. Death transferred the

principality from father to son

always. Never till the last reign had any

prince abdicated.

Old Henry. Grange, of the Panama hat,

ruling his prosperous realm cautiously and

wisely, was a happy prince. The revenue

from the works was steadily risingâ��six

thousand, seven thousand, eight thousand a

year flowed from the solid trade. Why push
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and strive and lie awake at night when one

was making more money than one could

spend ? Old Henry built for himself, his

good wife, and his three children a house

that in Brayton appeared to be almost a

palace. It was a noble stone mansion on

the high road, just outside the town ; not

exactly a town house and not quite a country

houseâ��it really looked as if it had come

from Piccadilly or Park Lane to astonish

Brayton. Without and within it was splendid

â��iron gates, immense lamps, balustrades,

marble vases, a mahogany door big enough

for the Bank of England ; grand hall and

double staircase, suite of lofty reception

rooms, parquetry, velvet curtains, tapestry

curtains. Surrounded by these splendours

the head of the family lived still modestly

and wisely, not in the least caring if parlour-

maids were incongruous in those lofty halls,

or if the old-fashioned three-course dinner

was almost an insult to the vast dining-room.

Young Henry, the only son, was given a

sound commercial educationâ��Repton, Bonn,

Paris, Lambethâ��and on his twenty-first birth-

day was taken into the business as a partner :

and henceforth the firm was Grange and Son

in fact as well as in name.

Mr. Henry, juniorâ��tall, smart, good-look-

ingâ��proved himself an untiring worker, in

spite of his youth and his natural and

acquired charms. He thought of nothing

but the business, of expanding and push-

ing it on and on to bigger and bigger

things. He was at the works early and late ;

ambitious dreams made him toss and turn

on his soft pillow in the fine stone house.

"Sir," he used to say to his father, "I

have an idea," and his face used to flush with

excitement. " Do, sir, let me go to Derby

and see if 1 can't push our new foot tiles

with the railway people."

He always called his father " sir," and his

mother loved the sound of it.

" It sounds old-fashioned," the good dame

would tell her friends; "but I like the old

fashions. I think the old fashions are the

best. My boy is a comfort to his father ....

Yes, we have been blessed in our children.

Mrs. Sellsâ��I am speaking of my elder

daughter, Emilyâ��is well married. Edith,

my other girl, is skilled with her pencil. She

has painted her father's portrait. She has

taken him to the life, but the expression is

too severe. That is the only fault."

" My dear mother is showing signs of

age," young Henry would say. " She is only

fifty, butâ��since this last winter, especially

â��she has shown signs of age."

You see, young Henry was quick of ob-

servationâ��nothing escaped him : whether it

might be something wrong with mamma, or

a screw loose at the works.

The boy was truly a source of comfort as

well as pride to his father. Papa could not

take up all the young fellow's new ideas, but

he was pleased to recognise that they were

often brilliant. " He is of the new generation

and I am of the old/' he used to think, with-

out the least bitterness. " I seem a slow-

coach to him, and he seems too flyaway to

me." He refused to take up new ventures,

to build, to sink capital on untried lines ; but

he gave the new partner a free hand for what

he called " legitimate expansion." Master

Harry might attempt anything he liked in the

way of "travellers"; he might secure as many

contracts as he could ; old Henry would see

that the stuff was turned out.

Young Henry's efforts in this direction

were crowned with success. As the years

passed, papa seemed scared sometimes by

the extent of this success. His son was great

in getting contracts.

The old boy used to wait for business ; the

son went to find businessâ��to make business.

He had London friends, belonged to a

London Lodge of Freemasons, was a member

of a London club. He would run up to

London for a night or two and give dinners

at his club. He was a pleasant host : offer-

ing his jolly guests the best of everythingâ��

the oldest champagne, the choicest cigars.

It was all smiles and careless hospitality ;

and then, just -at the end, the very last thing

â��business.

" Don't run away, old chap ; finish your

cigarâ��and, I say! Are we all right ? Are

you going to let us have it? Don't let us

lose itâ��for a trumpery discount. . . .

Waiter ! Whisky and soda. . . . This is

masonic. I'm not keen because of the profit

hanging to it. I see you mean to knock all

the gilt off the ginger-bread, you old villain.

But I ask you as a pal. I want the jobâ��for

the honour of the house."

That was how young Mr. Grange got a

contract sometimes. He was all of the new

style. That phrase, " the honour of the

house," was the only thing he had taken

from his old-fashioned father. Papa used

the phrase â�� on serious occasions â�� very

pompously. The son used it, whenever it

came in handyâ��quite lightly.

From London, in spite of all these visits,

there reached the stone house no whisper of

bachelor dissipationâ��no far-off rustle of silk

petticoats or faint perfume of patchouli. He
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was a steady young man, who could pass

through temptation without falling into vice.

After so many years he still used his latch-

key without abusing the privilege. He never

lingered at the Brayton club. Papa and

mamma, in their vast bedroom on the first

floor, could hear Henryâ��aged thirty â�� let

himself in and cross the stone hall and

mount the stairs before 11.30 p.m.' They

slept the sounder

for the knowledge

that their beloved

junior partner was

safe in his comfort-

able rooms on the

second floor.

He was thirty-

four when he told

his father that he

wished to get

married.

"Sir, I have

come to you for

help."

"What is it,

Hal?" and the

father's hand was

laid affectionately

on his shoulder.

"I think I can

promise my help.

What is it?"

It was dark-

haired, graceful

Mildred Carter,

down at Brayford,

five miles away,

and Mr. Henry

eagerly unfolded

his new idea. The

Carters were coun-

try magnates â��

large landed pro-

prietors, owning a

grand old house,

river, woods,

moors; lordly

cousins, uncles,

and aunts. One

read in the news-

papers of their

autumn shooting-

parties. At such

epochs pretty

Mildred sat at meat with as many as three

lords at a time, and perhaps called one of

them Cousin Dick.

" I hope, sir, I'm not a snob," and Mr.

Henry's face flushed from excitement ; " but,

socially, it will mean a lift in the world for

me."

" I don't see that," said his father, proudly.

" I suppose we have been making nearly as

long as they have been spending."

" Sir, I've set my heart on it. Don't say

you disapprove."

" No, I won't say that. I was twenty-two

when I married your mother. It is time you

were married. But,

Harry, will your fine

lady look down on usâ��

on your mother ? Are

you sure it is the girl you

have set your heart on

â��and not the family ?"

ARE YOU SURK IT IS THE GIRL YOU HAVE SET

VOfR HBART ONâ��AND NOT HIE FAMILY?"

Mr. Henry said the social

advantages were merely thrown in

â��it was the girl he wanted. And

his father helped him to get her.

But before the wedding day

Mr. Grange, senior, was dressed

in deep black instead of sober

grey. A wife was coming to the Granges,

but a wife had gone from them. The

head of the firm had lost the partner of

his private life, and, with bowed head, walk-

ing to and fro in his office, or, with clasped
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hands, walking by the swift river, he seemed

like a man walking in a dream. The zest

had gone from life. Nothing mattered nowâ��-

or ever could matter. All zest in life had

gone ; all that was real and substantial had

gone; he was a shadow walking among

shadows. Thus he felt when he determined

to abdicate, and had the first of many

business interviews with his old friend, Mr.

Lawrence, the solicitor.

Three months after the funeral and a

month before the postponed wedding he told

his son what he was doing.

" Henry, when you bring your wife home

here, it will be to your own house. I shall

make everything over to you absolutelyâ��the

business, this house, everything. I won't

keep you waitingâ��tillâ��till I go and lie

down again by your mother's side."

Mr. Grange, junior, protested.

" Sir, you overwhelm me. You â�� to

retireâ��in the prime of life! You are only

sixty."

But his father told him that he had made

up his mind. In fact, he had almost accom-

plished the whole transfer.

" Lawrence has drafted the last deed. I

have executed the others. I have provided

for Emily. Edith will have an income of

five hundred a year, and live here. You

won't mind that? She will be a companion

for your wife. And you must harbour me,

too. I shall take your old rooms on the

second floor, and you must allow me two

hundred a year. It is more than I shall

spend, but I shall trust you to pay me so

much every year."

"My dear father, indeed you may trust

me. But we'll have it all in order. Mr.

Lawrence must see to that. Of course I'll

sign anything."

" No," said Mr. Grange, with dignity;

" that I won't have in writing. I prefer to

trust you. Rememberâ��I am trusting you

with greater things. I am trusting you with

the honour of our house."

II.

THEN came change â�� slow at first, then

faster, until it seemed to him that within and

without the house all the world was changing.

He was conscious of the change when he

put by his black suit and, resuming his grey,

began walking about the streets to fill his

empty hours. The town was expanding

rapidly ; there seemed to be a sudden rage for

building. The Pottery Works were expanding:

in one year of the new reign there had been

more building there than in the last twenty

Vol. xxxii.â��92

years. His son was master now ; his word

was law. He and his new manager were

going ahead now in earnest. New tile plant,

newest brick plant, terra-cotta unbelievable.

Papa had been satisfied in making door

lintels from stock patterns : now they were

making whole shop fronts, whole terra-cotta

streets, from any design the architect-artists

could send them. It was their boast now

that they could do at Brayton all that was

being done at Lambeth.

Mr. Grange, leaning on a field gate, day

after day watched men building the new

embankment and bridge, laying the metals

for the new sidings which would bring the

Midland Railway right into the heart of the

works. One day he watched an engine come

[luffing with a train of brand-new trucks.

He had been content to see his goods carried

in trucks with " M. R. " on them ; but his son

must own his own trucks and paint his own

name on them. Old Mr. Grange started as

he read the big lettering. " Henry Grange "

â��nothing more.

He talked to his son of the new trucks

that night at dinner.

"Oh, yes," said Harry. "An economyâ��

really. Travelling advertisements."

" But, Harry, you are not changing the

style of the firm, are you ? Grange and Son

â��what?"

Harry explained that " Grange and Son "

had an old-world, sleepy sound. "Grange" was

really sufficient. Later on, if they ever cared

to float themselves as a company, "Grange,

Limited," would be just the thing.

The new orderâ��change, expansion, push.

Old Mr. Grange understood; at home or

abroad he could see it. He belonged to the

past ; a new generation had arisen. One

should not want to stop the hands of the

clock.

His son never called him "sir" now. It

was always " My dear father."

" My dear father, you are the honoured

guest here. Ask whomsoever you wish."

This was when he had requested that his

old friends, Mr. Lawrence, the solicitor, and

Mr. Martin, the doctor, should be invited to

dinner.

" Oh, yes, father," said pretty Mildred.

" Do ask all your old cronies. Let's get up a

dinner for them this week."

Dark-haired Mildred called him Fatherâ��

although she had a real father five miles

away at Brayford ; and gave him unobtrusive

love and respect always. The old man was

very fond of Mildred. She was a gentle,

yielding creature ; and, as the years glided,
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he became fonder of her than of his own

daughters. Miss Edith Grange was the first

person to show him plainly that when a

prince has abdicated, and lost the power to

give or withhold, lie must look for love and

respect as a favour, not as a right.

Mr. Lawrence and the other old boys

came to the house several times during the

first year or two, and then came no more.

Their friend could go and see them whenever

he pleased to do so. But the stone house

had changed inwardly; they were out of

place there now, and felt uncomfortable.

The old servants were all gone. No more

parlourmaids : a smart young butler now and

two footmen, with Mr. Henry's own man to

help them when people came to dinner. At

great dinner-partiesâ��in the autumn season

especially â�� the guests sometimes brought

still more footmen, and it seemed that a

servant was standing behind every chair.

The Carter clan, perhaps, had come in force,

whirling through the night on gigantic snort-

ing motorsâ��bringing two lords and a Lady

Jemima with them. The electric light

dazzled one in the great dining-room, flashed

on bare shoulders, white shirts, white waist-

coats, precious gems ; the chatter and

high-pitched laughter deafened, stupefied

one.

Old Mr. Grange, sitting at one of these

feasts in his black tie and black waistcoat,

looked solemn, incongruous, out of date.

He was slow of speech, unable to spring

from topic to topic; while he pondered

his next remark the stream of talk rolled

away from him. He fell silent, think-

ing. At such times as he sat thus with bent

brows, all the light and strength faded from

his eyes, deep lines came at the sides of his

mouth, and he looked of a sudden ten years

older.

Then Miss Edith would rouse him sharply.

" Father, a pennyâ��a penny for your

thoughts ! " and she laughed shrilly. " Don't

go to sleep."

She had not roused him because of her

love, but because, as she once told her

brother, he was looking odd and old and

foolish.

Were his thoughts worth a penny? Surely

notâ��he had given all his pennies away. But

his thoughts were at any rate strong and clear

still, while he watched the company from

beneath bent brows.

This was the new orderâ��the new style.

He must not speak ; he could only watch.

Pretty Mildred was secretly bullied, overtly

snubbed by her husband. He was fond of

her, but he was cruel to her, breaking her

spirit by petty tyranny, wounding her, stab-

bing her perpetually. She, too, was afraid

to speak freelyâ��even to-night with her own

folk about her. You could hear the note of

repression in her low voice as she talked to

Mr. Dick Hartley, the new manager. Mr.

Hartley, in spite of his handsome face, his

smart manner, his fine relations', was a snob

and a cad, if not something worse. Mr.

Hartley needed close watching. Miss Edith's

bodice was disgustingly, disgracefully too

low. The grandchildrenâ��little Harry and

little Mildredâ��should have been sleeping

in bed instead of hanging about corridors,

dressed up like monkeys, waiting to come in

and show themselves at dessert. No one but

their mother wanted to see them. All these

fine guests were liars, hypocrites, worthless

shams.

A penny for your thoughts, old man.

But all these great people hung on his

son's words, flattered him. He was the

reigning prince nowâ��able to bully and to

brag because he was powerful and successful.

The servants studied his face, feared him ;

all the world bowed down to him. He was

bragging nowâ��in the new style: lightly, with

airy cynicismâ��half man of business, half

man of fashion.

" No. \Ve can't admit sentiment in

business. If a man gets in your way, you

must brush him asideâ��sweep him out of

your path. It don't do to turn sentimental

and think of his wife and children. We don't

dare to think of all that, do we, Hartley ? "

The new style. Bare shoulders and leer-

ing men. A manager who sits at your

table, drinking your wine and trying to

make love to your wife. A penny for your

thoughts.

He was alone in the big house, really. He

was alone in the world, one might almost

say. The world was moving fast; the men

of his time were passing like shadows from

the stage of life; old friends cannot be

replaced. Except for old I^awrence and one

or two more, he had no real friends.

He excused himself from attending his

son's banquets, and his excuses were readily

accepted.

" My dear father, it is your comfort I want

to study. If you prefer to have your dinner

served in your own rooms," etc.

Sometimes the children â�� Harry and

Mildredâ��came up and watched him eat his

sole and his chop, and then rushed off for the

grand dessert. The servants kept him wait-

ing sometimes for his solitary meal; but he
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did not complain. He was only the

"honoured guest." His son was master of

the house. Doubtless the busy servants

were grumbling. " And drat it all, there's

that old man's dinner to be lugged up."

He must not complain. XVhen Charles V.

abdicated he entered a convent ; he

did not go and live with son Philip at

Madrid.

One winter old Mr. Grange had a touch of

influenza, and stayed upstairs in his rooms

on the second floor day after day for a long

time.

Mr. Grange, junior, meeting the doctor in

the hall on a Sunday afternoon, asked for

news of the patient. " He is better in his

own room, of course ? "

"No," said the doctor; "he is better out

of it. I have told him he may come down

to-day, and to-morrow he may go outâ��a

little wayâ��in the sunshine."

"Well," said Henry, as he wrapped him-
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self in his motor-coat, " we don't want the

influenza to run through the house, but we'll

get him down to-morrow â�� to-day we are

expecting company."

"Company will do him good," said the

doctor, looking hard at Mr. Henry. " He is

weak from his illness, but he is full of energy

by nature. He is rusting from inaction."

" Is that so?" said Mr. Henry, not really

listening. " Good-bye," and he hurried off

to join the others in the snorting motor.

The patient came down and found the

house deserted. He walked feebly, making

his way from room to room, finding each

empty and cheerless. At last he established

himself, by the fireside of a pretty drawing-,

room, in a huge- arm-chairâ��a true grand-

father's chair. Here" the children came to

him and welcomed him most affectionatelyâ��

little Mildred throwing her arm round his

neck and clambering upon his knees, Master

Harry holding his hand and

patting it. Master Harry was

most affectionate and winning

â�� when he wanted anything.

His grandfather would look

at him thoughtfully and say,

" You are like your father,

Harry. You are very like

your father."

Harry wanted something

now. " We want you to read

to us. Do read to us."

"My.boy, I think I'm too

tired to readâ��and there's not

enough light. But I'll tell

you a story. Will that do? "

They made a pretty picture

â��the grey old man half lost

in the shadow of the big chair,

and. the two children hanging

about him, now in the fire-

light, now in the shadow; and

behind them the grey dust

falling fast.

" Very well. I'll tell you a

storyâ��the storyof King Lear."

But soon the motorists re-

turned, and the little group

by the fire were plunged into

dire disgrace. The master of

the house, his wife Mildred,

his sister Edith, and his smart

governess came into the room,

and out flashed the daz/.ling

electric light. The children

were whisked away, and their

grandfather was rated by all

but Mildred.

It

was too inconsiderate

course he had given the

of him. Of

dear children

influenza. Edith and his son both chid him

for his want of consideration.

" I was only telling them a story," he said,

as they bustled the children out of the room.

" Too bad of him," said Edith, following

her brother and the governess. " Too bad.

It really is too bad."

Alone again, the old man sprang to his

feet, waved his hand above his head, and

stared at the door through which his children

had passed.

"Yesâ��by Heaven, it is too bad. King

Lear ! King Lear ! " and he sank down in his

chair, coughing and shaking.

To him presently, as he sat alone by the

fire, came Mildred, to apologize for other

people's unkindness ; to take his hand and

press it; to say, in effect, that she is very

sorry that they spoke unkindly, that she is

..* â�¢:â�¢">'.''

E SANK DOWN IN HIS CHAIK, COUGHING AND SHAI(JNq."
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always his true friend, though she does not

always dare show it.

" Father ! You understand, don't you ?"

"Yes, my dear; and there's something 1

want you to understand. You have a friend

in meâ��not an impotent friend, if the need .

ever conies."

III.

THE tragedy of it lay in this: he had loved

his son with all the strength of his strong,

stanch nature, had asked only to go on

loving him, had tried not to see the change.

His son was not unkind ; listening lo his

son, he refused to hear the careless tone, to

understand the slighting word. His son

might sneer at the past t but could not sneer

at him. He was " the honoured guest " at

the works as well as at home, and he loved

to walk through the meadows and fill an

empty hour by strolling beneath the archway,

past the old porter's lodge, into the old

quadrangle.

" Harry," he would ask, with a smile,

" what's this new-fangled process of kneading

your Poole clay ? You seem to be spending

a lot (jf money on it."

" My dear father, it would take me a week

to explain it to youâ��

" I used to understand things quick enough,

Harry-

" Oh, yes, but times are changed, and, of

course, you haven't grown younger since

then."

" No ; I am old. That's true enough,

Harry. I am old."

He made up his mind then that he would

never return to the works, and yet he

returned. His son had said a cruel thingâ��

without thinking, by accident. He came

back often, visiting only the old part of the

worksâ��the part that he loved. He loved to

lounge about the old tile yards, to study the

clay weathering in its shallow beds, to watch

it mellowing in its water pits until it was ripe

for the pug mill. Above all he loved the

old quadrangle, the four kilns, and all that

appertained to the famous original porcelain.

The platemakers' hot-house was not too hot

for him. He would stand there for twenty

minutes, and, leaving it, come into the open

air without a bead of perspiration on his

forehead. The workmen were respectful, but

feared him no more. He who a little time

ago could lean out of a window, shout an

order, and make the whole world tremble,

was now of no more real consequence than

an intelligent child watching the workmen at

their appointed tasks.

One day he made an appeal to his son on

behalf of old friendsâ��Bennets, established

1805. A foreman had been telling him that

the "guv'nor" meant to smash Bennets, kill

them by competition, cut them out in their

own little old-fashioned line, undersell them

at a loss till they put up their shutters and

owned themselves beat.

" Harry, is it necessary ? Jack Bennet's

father and I were boys together."

But to this sentimental appeal the "guv'nor"

was no solter than a piece of his latest model

stoneware. He stood on the office hearth-

rug, with legs apart, and harangued his father

good-humouredly enough, but as a grown-up

speaks to a troublesome child.

" My dear father, in business there can

only be one interestâ��self-interest. If a man

stands in your path, yo.u must sweep' him

asideâ��brush him out of the wayâ��smash

him before he grows big enough to smash

you."

That was the last time but one that old

Mr. Grange entered the office. On the last

time of all, the " guv'nor " was writing at his

large table. He looked up, then down at

his papers, and went on writing; and when

his father called his name sharply, he too

spoke sharply,

" I am busy. Surely you can see that I

am very busy ? "

His father never visited the works again.

As. he walked away by the river his face was

flushed and his lips worked tremulously.

He thought of the past and of the present.

He thought of how little Harry had visited

him many years agoâ��in the officeâ��while he

worked; of how the boy had fidgeted, asked

questions, tampered with the letter - press,

rendered work impossible. And he had

said, " Wait for me, Hal, and I'll strike work

and walk home with you," and they had gone

back together, hand in hand.

Doubtless bitter thoughts mingled them-

selves with such recollections. Wounded

pride, wounded love, anger at a slight from

youth to age, from son to father ? Hot

anger, perhaps, as he thought of the long

tale of such slights ? That anger of outraged

love which sees no solace but in hate ?

He hated the new order, the new style.

He hated the new town, the electric trams,

the clock towers, the noise, the push, the

vulgar bounce of it. To his eye the good

old solid trade had gone : all was sham, pre-

tence, rottenness. He hated the new, cheap,

tawdry shops, opened with a flourish of

trumpets to-day, silently closed in bank-

ruptcy to-morrow. Walking through new

streets, he muttered to himself:â��
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" Tradeâ��no ! Bosh, bunkum, bounce,

half the time:â��most of the time."

Standing one afternoon on the stone

bridge, he looked back at his son's new-

works, extensions, and improved buildingsâ��

and he hated them all. Was it solidâ��was it-

merely show? Why, to justify such expan-

sion their trade should have leapt into a

profit of forty or fifty thousand pounds a

year ! Could it be possible ?

He hated the fine-gentleman managerâ��

this swaggering snob who rode to hounds in

a pink coat and went to the works in an

electric brougham, who leered and whispered

with other men's wives. Another afternoon,

when he had followed the running stream

half way to Brayford, he iret Mr. Hartley

walking and whispering with dark-haired

Mildred. But Milly had said she must be

solicitorâ��grey, wise, solidâ��did his work

with three old clerks in the panelled parlours

of an untouched Georgian mansion. The

house stood back from the noise of the

streets; it was silent, reposeful. Mr. Grange,

senior, went there often and loved it.

" Lawrence," he said to-day, " you must do

what I ask you. You must find me a weapon

to use against this Hartley fellow. He's a

rascal."

" Yes, that may be; but it's another thing

to prove it."

"Work out his careerâ��I promise you'll

find proof enough. Trace out the dog's life

â��with detectives. Have him watchedâ��here

and in London."

" Yes, and you may have a pretty detectives'

bill to pay, and thenâ��

" I don't mind. Do as I ask you. Make

NfO

4

"TRACE OUT THE nod's LIFEâ��WITH DKTKCTIVES."

with her mother to-day. What did it mean ? meâ��what do they call it in Par-

Those two had not met by chance. dossier " ; and old Mr. Grange r'

In all the town there seemed to be only fiercely. " Dossierâ��that's it. '

one house of business that was unchanged man's dossier."

â��unchanging. Old Mr. Lawrence, the These old men would stND s"*K'N(i-'
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parlour and talk together by the hour. Mr.

Lawrence was never too busy for a chat; his

work was solid; it could wait. They had

very few secrets from each other. One

evening, when Mr. Lawrence's oil lamps had

just been lit, Mr. Grange, senior, talked for a

long time about his son's enterprise.

" I-nwrence, what are they doing

now ? "

' They are borrowing money again."

' From whom ? "

' Carterâ��and his fine friends."

' On what security ? "

1 Oh, none, I should think," and old Mr.

Lawrence laughed. "The great Mr. Grange's

word, I should think. You knowâ��the new

style. ' Dear boy, do you want ten per cent,

for twelve months ? Very well; give me all

your loose thousands and don't tell anyone

about it.' ' Oh, thank you, Mr. Grange.' "

IV.

IN such a lamp-lit hour as this, when the

two old men were sitting together exchang-

ing their old fashioned, played-out views,

the young man, Mr. Henry Grange, was

alone in his lately refurnished office. The

heavy curtains were drawn; the shaded

electric light glowed here and there on

polished mahogany, brass handles, nickel

fittings; at his huge American bureau the

"guv'nor" sat waiting for his manager. Mr.

Hartley had been in London for two days ;

unless he had missed his train, he should be

here soon, bringing good news or bad news.

Waiting alone in the splendid, silent office,

Mr. Grange, junior, laid by the smiling, self-

satisfied mask that he wore before the world.

One would scarcely have recognised the

prosperous, opulent, overbearing " guv'nor."

His face was haggard ; his lips were loose;

his fingers shook as they fumbled with the

keys and drawers of his patent desk. He

looked like a dreamer who has had rose-

tinted dreams and awakened to drab-hued

facts.

In truth it was all shamâ��the triumphant

expansion, the glorious progress. At first the

success had been real enough : a solid increase

of solid trade ; then he had been carried on

from substance to shadows. Fora long time

he had been a shadow-hunter.

Insolvent really â�� half of his works an

outward show, each new extension a drain

down which the good gold poured never to

return. Every month now a fight to hide

the secret: a desperate fighting for timeâ��

fighting for life. At all hazards, at all costs,

the fight to maintain the credit slowly built

up by father and son during a hundred and

twenty years.

"What is it?"

He looked round with a stifled exclamation.

His manager had returned ; moving

silently across the thick carpet, had come to

his desk, was beginning to whisper the result

of the mission.

Mr. Hartley had failed to raise money in

London. He had made the risky attempt

in many quarters, but had failed. He had

done no good; he hoped he had done no

harm. But in London they had said it was

a curious requestâ��people would wonder. A

time loan should be obtained locally. Surely

there could be no difficulty about so small a

sum locally.

Then these two young men spoke of a

date looming fatally large before them.

Thirteen days to the twenty-fifth of the

month. Twenty thousand pounds by the

twenty-fifthâ��or the bubble burst.

" Hartley, get it locally. Get itâ��on any

termsâ��at any price."

There were, thought Mr. Hartley, only

two men in Brayton who could do it for

them. One was the manager of the Great

Central Bank. He could do itâ��if he sent

to head quarters for authority, he could do

it. But then it would be dangerousâ��it must

be known. The other man was Lawrence,

the solicitor.

"Old Lawrence? He hasn't control of

twenty thousand pence."

"Yes, he has. He always has money to

put out on mortgageâ��large sums. I wouldn't

believe it, but they told me at the bank.

He has clients' funds always passing through

his hands."

" I didn't think that he had a client left.

. . . But try him. It's our only chance."

Then young Mr. Grange went home in his

electric broughamâ��a man driven by furies :

awake or asleep haunted, tortured, stifled by

the sense of his vainglorious failure. No

thought now for wife, children, fatherâ��only

dread of what was surely coming to him, and

a prayer to fate, to blind chance, for escape

and safety.

Old Mr. Grange came often to the quiet

Georgian house to ask for " the dossier."

The dossier was not ready. Old Mr. Grange

was being obeyed, but he must have patience:

old Mr. Lawrence was doing his best for him.

" But I have something else to talk

about," said Mr. Lawrence. " I must tell

you the latest development. I believe they

are in their last trench,"
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" No ? " And old Mr. Grange, listening

intently, shaded his eyes with his hand.

"The man himself was here to-day, sitting

in that chair. He was full of swaggerâ��

dropped in to throw something good in my

wayâ��a little confidential business."

" What was it ? "

"They want," said Mr. I^awrence, impres-

sively, " twenty thousand pounds. They

want it so badly and so confidentially that

they are willing to charge the whole concern

â��a first charge, mark you, on freeholds,

business, plant, everything."

" Ah !"

" You see what that means ? Overboard

with all unsecured creditors. Let our fine

friends fight for their money. So much for

my lord's word "

" Lawrence," and old Mr. Grange took his

hand from his eyes and struck the table

with his clenched fist, " it's not commonly

honestâ��not commonly honest. What did

you say ? "

"I told him," said Mr. Lawrence, "I'd

think about it. I told him to call again. I

said: as it happened, I had so much as that

in my care just now, that I might possibly

lend it â�� for my clientsâ��for, say, three

monthsâ��they duly executing the mortgage

deed that I should prepare."

" What did he say to that ? "

" He was cocksure they could repay the

money in three months if I would not lend

it for longer. ... I told him that the

matter must be considered strictly confi-

dential. The money, of course, would be

clients' money; but, if I lent it at all, I

should lend it in my own name."

V.

THE fateful twenty-fifth had come and gone;

young Mr. Henry had obtained his loan.

Safeâ��for three months. His secrets safe,

at any rate, till then. Another respiteâ��time

to look about one, plot, devise, scheme : time

for Mr. Hartley to go hunting again in his

red coat, to meet his employer's wife and

whisper to her; time for young Mr. Grange

to walk, drive, eat, and sleep as a doomed

man may do these thingsâ��haunted, awake

or asleep, with the sense of his impotence

and failure.

It was in the second month of this respite

that old Mr. Grange received a note from

Mr. Lawrence.

" Your dossier, as you call it, is ready. If

you can come down at six o'clock I will go

through it with you, and hand you copies of

some interesting documents."

By a quarter to seven old Mr. Grange had

mastered the pile of notes and papers on the

solicitor's desk, had put his copies in his

pocket, and was ready to go into the streets

again.

" I'll find him at the club. Yesâ��yes.

Nou> I think I can tackle him."

"Take care what you're about," said Mr.

Lawrence. "I tell youâ��in spite of his

bounce and all thatâ��he'll be a hard nut to

crack. Let me go with you."

"No. Our conversation must be quite

private."

The December evening was chilly and

there was a drizzle of rainâ��no Panama-hat

weather. Old Mr. Grangeâ��in a black hat,

black cape, with a woollen muffler round his

neck â�� walked briskly, almost vigorously,

through the streets, and resolutely marched

into the hall of the noisy new club. Yes,

Mr. Hartley was in. The visitor was shown

into a small waiting or writing room, and

was left to listen to the distant click of billiard

balls, men's loud voices, the rattle of cue-butts

on the floor.

" Good evening to you," said Mr. Hartley.

" Won't you come upstairs ? ''

" No, thank you. We sha'n't be disturbed

here, shall we? That's right. Please shut

the door."

" Now, my dear sirâ��I am all attention."

"Mr. Hartley, I want to speak to youâ��

about the honour of the house."

" Oh, I think that is in safe hands."

"Yes; I hope so. Mr. Hartley, it is in

my hands."

" I don't quite follow you."

" Mr. Hartley, I am taking something on

myselfâ��to help my son. My son is a very

busy man. He tries to look after everything.

But there is one important thingâ��at leastâ��

that he has neglected. So I am going to

take care of that."

"And what may that be?"

" His wife."

In twenty minutes' time old Mr. Grange

was dictating a letter and Mr. Hartley was

writing it.

".Dear Mrs. Grange," wrote Mr. Hartley,

to his visitor's dictation, "I cannot dine

with you and your husband as arranged. I

cannot come and see you again when your

husband is at the works. I cannot meet you

or write to you again. In fact, you will not

again be troubled by yours respectfully,

RICHARD HARTI.KV.''

" Thank you," said old Mr. Grange,

putting the letter in his pocket. Aj the
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door of the little room he turned and spoke

again.

" Mr. Hartley, I have only shown you my

weaponsâ��don't forget that. But I can use

the weapons."

He walked home briskly, with his head

held higher than he had held it for years.

He had cracked his nut quite in the old

style. His daughter-in-lawâ��the servants told

himâ��was alone in the boudoir, but he did

not go to her until he had brought Master

Harry from the nursery.

He came into the room

with the boy following

him.

" Harry ! Now give this

letter to your mother.

.Milly, dear, read itâ��read

it carefully. I think you'll

understand why 1 wished

that letter to be given to

you by your son's hand.

Now run away, my boy.

You have done your task."

It seemed that little

Harry's task was to make

his mother cry, for soon

she was weeping most

bitterly. She was gasping,

sobbing, kneeling at old

Mr. Grange's feetâ��pour-

ing out her heart, re-

counting her many wrongs,

confessing her few indis-

cretions, promising, vow-

ing, imploring; and old Mr. Grange was sooth-

ing, comforting, putting new heart into her.

" Thenâ��fatherâ��you do trust me ? '

" Yes."

" And what will you tell him â�� my

husband ? "

" Nothing. I shall tell him nothing. If

you have forgotten your husband, it is his

own fault. I know that you could not forget

your children."

VI.

THE swift months glided, and Mr. Hartley

came no more to the stgne house. The

master of the house never noticed the fact.

He had no thought for wife, children, father.

He was a doomed manâ��reprieved once, but

his respite nearly over.

February, nearly all the month of March,

had slipped by. Mr. Lawrence wanted his

money ; notices, urgent notices, final letters

had come to the works ; the patience of Mr.

Lawrence was exhausted ; he must apply to

the Court, get his order for foreclosure. He

Vol. 1 " "

"SHE WAS GASPING, SOBBING, KNFEL1NG AT OI.D

MR. CHANGE'S FEET."

pointed out that he had shown delicacy

and consideration. Under the provisions of

the mortgage he could have stepped into Mr.

Henry Grange's office and assumed command

of everything pending the satisfaction of his

claim. Now there could be no more'

nonsense. What will you ? Business is

business. It was not Mr. Lawrence's money;

it was the money of a client. The client

required his money.

Alone in his office Mr. Grange, junior,

thought of his doom â��like a swimmer

struggling in deep water, fought for life.

Only timeâ��with such a little money, and he

could be saved. This twenty thousand, with,

sny, fifteen more, and time to look about one,

and he could save himself yet ; could own

that he was nearly beat, dismiss hundreds of

hands, shut down three-quarters of the works,



738

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

sell useless plant, and win through to safety ;

tell the truth to the friends who had trusted

him, and in the end pay them.

He was insolvent, he must fail; but his

failure would have nothing grand in it â��a

paltry failure for a paltry sum. He knew

nowâ��when April was nearâ��that he would

never raise the twenty thousand pounds

required to take over this cursed mortgage.

Already the whisper had gone round : the

trade firms were pressing him ; the noble,

slowly built up credit was shaken ; at any

minute it might fall.

Like a drowning man he clutched at

straws. One last appeal to Mr. Lawrence's

client. This was Mr.

Lawrence's suggestion. Mr.

Henry might, if he wished,

satisfy himself that the solicitor

could not help what he was

doing. " Yes, if you wish it, a

personal interview can be

arranged. Yes, my client will be in Brayton

to-morrow. Come with your manager and

see what you can do with him. Shall we

say at noon ? Very good."

The bright spring sunlight poured into the

pleasant, old-world parlour, and showed the

old solicitor seated at his table with an

empty chair by his side; showed young

Mr. Grange sitting by the wall opposite to

the table, fingering his lips, with eyes on the

ground; showed Mr. Hartley sitting on his

employer's left, ready still to give support

with bounce and brag and impudence, if

these qualities might still serve.

C

"HIS CI.FNCHKO FIST WAS SHAKING; HIS VOICK WAS I.OUI> AND HARSH."
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" I think, gentlemen," said Mr. I>a\vrence,

blandly, " you arc before your time. My

client will not keep you waiting. I have

seen him this morning."

What sort of a man would he be? All

night young Mr. Grunge had been thinking

of it. Some landowner ? A big Derbyshire

proprietor, who had been selling farms or

moving his investments ? Some young lord

just come into his estates ? Not one of the

Carter clan ? Not anyone who knew him !

" Hark," said the old solicitor, as a foot-

step sounded on the shallow stairs. Then,

" Gentlemen, my client," as one of the old

clerks threw open the door.

" Father ! "

Old Mr. Grange had come into the room

and was looking at his son.

" I should explain," said Mr. I,awrence.

" Have I your attention, Mr. Henry? I

should explain that, when handing things

over to you, your father did not quite denude

himself. Oh, no. That really would have

been too foolish. On my advice, he retained

considerable fundsâ��for emergencies."

"Father! Whatâ��do â�� you mean to

do?"

" By Heaven, I mean to smash you."

It was dreadful to see, it was dreadful to

hear. The old man's face was flushed; the

veins stood out on his forehead ; his clenched

fist was shaking; his voice was loud and

harsh, vibrating with rage.

"No friendshipâ��or loveâ��in businessâ��

that's what you say. Wellâ��don't expect it

now. When you find someone in your path

you brush him aside. Well, brush me aside,

/am the man standing in your pathâ��sweep

me aside. Smash me before I smash you."

It was horrible to hearâ��it was horrible to

think of. Rageâ��almost it seemed hateâ��

flashed from beneath the grey brows. He

was quoting his son's hated maxims ; he was

wiping off old scores; he was paying back

slight for slight, scorn for scorn. The rancour

of outraged love, the passion of revenge pos-

sessed him. The strength and force of the

grey old man seemed miraculousâ��the ex-

plosion of an extinct volcano, the bursting

into flame of a forest fire when the last

sparks had long since been trampled under

foot.

"And you, Hartleyâ��you, you rascal and

you blackguardâ��you go. Be off, I say. Be

out of Brayton this night, or I'll lay you by

the heels in Brayton jail ! "

The gay sunshine filled the room. Mr.

Hartley had gone. Young Mr. Grange was

sitting with bowed head. Old Mr. Grange

had sunk exhausted into the chair by his

friend's side. The explosion was quite

finished ; the storm of slowly gathered anger

had burst and ceased ; both of the old men

were trembling.

But the old men had won. Here, in this

quiet parlour, the old men had beaten the

young men. Here had been fought the

battle between the generations, the old

style and the new; and the old order had

triumphed.

" Henry ! " The old man stretched out

his shaking hand towards his son, and all the

anger had passed from his voice.

" Henry," he said again, "it's all rightâ��

really. I took you into partnership once.

I'll do it again. We'll make a clean start.

Grange and Sonâ��once more."

" No, sir. No ; I'm done. I'd best blow

out my brains."

"Henry, my boy"â��and the old man

crossed the room and laid a hand on his

son's shoulderâ��"you can't do that. I am

oldâ��very old. I need your helpâ��nowâ��-

and to carry onâ��when I am gone. You

â��you can't deÂ«ert meâ��for your wife's sakeâ��

for your children's sakeâ��for the honour of

our house."



Are We Funnier Than Our Grandfathers?

A SYMPOSIUM OF EMINENT LIVING HUMORISTS.

RE we duller or wittier than

our ancestors? In other words,

is the humour of to-day more

salient, more pungent, and

more mirth - provoking than

was the humour of a century

ago ? This is a point on which authorities

differ. Mr. W. D. Howells, for example,

recently gave utterance to the dictum that

" the English are to-day the most humorous

and humour-loving people in the world." Is

this really the case ? In the opinion of a

famous American humorist, it emphatically

is not. Commenting upon Mr. Howells's

statement he wrote : â��

It all depends on what is meant by humorous.

The English as a whole have far less and a slower

perception of a joke than they had fifty years ago.

The delicate drollery of Leech, the charming comedy

of du Maurier, the May.ing witticisms of Sydney

Smith have become

obsolete, and the

K ngl i sh public

now only laugh at

the mechanical flip

pancies of Punch,

ihe risque bon ino's

of musical comedy,

and the pert repar-

tees of Mayfair chil-

dren and Limehouse

bargees.

To this sweep-

ing denunciation

THE STRAND

MAGAZINE re- -GKEAT NOSE AND LITTLE NOSE.'

Cently directed The above is a vivid exnmple of eighteenth-century social caricature by

, r Thomas Sanders, the Phil May of his day. Its extreme ^rotesqueness

- attention Ot would be found ofl'ensive by the readers of a modern comic paper.

England's lead-

ing mirth-makers, and many and varied were

the opinions expressed on this interesting and

important question. Mr. George Bernard Shaw

was brief, but to the point. " Y'our famous

American humorist," he wrote, "has evi-

dently no sense of humour."

Mr. Owen Seaman, the editor of Punch,

whose witty verses are so well known through-

out the English-speaking world, writes: â��

If you ask me whether, in my opinion, a keen per-

ception of humour is commoner among all classes of

[englishmen than it was a generation ago, I reply,

" Certainly.''

the works of Messrs. Jacobs and Anstey Guthrie,

genuine humorists both, is on the increase, then I

should be inclined to say that the reading public of

to-day is possessed by the same sense of humour thai

it had when it appreciated Pickwick. If, on trie

contrary, the demand for the works of these authors

is on the decline, then I should say that either the

public is less humorous than it was, or is appreciative

of some different sort of humour. Yet, as I am

informed that the sale of Charles Dickens's works

does not diminish, I should, by my own rule of

measurement, be bound to conclude thai in the

opinion of the reading public these modern humorists.

do not come up to ihe Dickensian standard. Is

there so great a demand for Thackeray as there has

been, and as I believe there still is, for Dickens?

In certain moods I can enjoy Thackeray, and in

those moods I prefer him to Dickens. Stating my

case broadly, I may say I can read Thackeray occa-

sionally, but Dickens pretty regularly. I find no

indication that my literary taste in humour re-

presents in the least that of the public at the

present day, which seems within my own experience

to know very little of either '1 hackeray or Dickens.

Mr. \V. \V.

Jacobs himself

writes : â��

It is all a matter

of opinion, I sup-

pose. And, really,

how should / know

whether we have a

slower perception of

a joke than we h^d

fifty years ago ? I

have a faint idea

that the humour of

to-day is more deli-

cate and subtle than

that which sufliced

to amuse our ances-

tors.

I do not sul>-

scribe to the dictum

that all humour is essentially cruel, but when I have

given instances to the contrary I have Ix-en met hy

the fatal objection that they were not humorous. So

perhaps I am wrong.

Sir Francis Burnand, the late editor of

Putuh, whose recent " Conferences " on

Humour have proved so popular, writes :â��

I!y what list are we to decide? If the demand fur

Mr. Walter Emanuel, of " Charivaria "

fame, author of" A Dog Day," "The Dogs of

War," and other mirth provoking brochures,

writes : â��

Your question as to whether a keen perception of

humour is more common to-day than one hundred

years ago is somewhat difficult to answer, as I wa>

not born one hundred yenrs ago (though I hope to

have been one day). However, I do not fancy that

the British public has a very great sense of humour

to-day, though there are notable exceptions, such as

the present reader of these lines. We are essentially

a decorous nation â�� and it is not decorous to make

jokes. \Viih many of us it is always Sunday. It is,

anyhow, most dangerous in this country to jest unless
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you have a reputation

as a humorist. An ac-

quaintance of mine

went iiHo a post-office

the other day and said

to the rigid young lady

behind the counter,

'' Could you spare me

one of your penny

stamps ? " The girl

answered, " Sir, you

are no gentleman," and

passed on to the next

customer. Our greatest

humorists are supposed

to be 'bus-drivers, but

I must confess that I

have never heard a

wittv remark emerge

from tlie mouth of one

of these â�� anyhow, since

the retort " Get your

haircut" went out of

fashion. I think, how-

ever, that woman's

sense of humour has

increased in recent years,

readily tlian thev used to.

"DR. SYNTAX AND THE BULL."

A specimen of thr droll draughtsmanship of Rowlandson, which so tickled the fancy of _ our

grandfathers that his prints rapidly commanded a premium. Rowlandson's humour consisted chiefly

in the broad delineation of physical accidents and calamities.

They see jokes more

This is due to the fact

that they realize now that they look their best when

they are smiling.

Mr. Keble Howard, author of " The God

in the Garden," "The Smiths of Surbiton,"

"The Whip Hand," and other amusing

novels, writes :â��

This afternoon I made a pilgrimage to the Cortonet

Theatre to witness a special performance of Oliver

Goldsmith's " Good-Natur'd Man." This effort,

labelled " comedy," but in reality a cheap theatrical

hotch-potch of the feeblest, bored me so horribly that

had I attempted to sit it all out I should no doubt

have been carried from the auditorium in a condition

of hysteria.

A journey by motor-'bus soothed me a little, and

on arriving at my rooms I found your letter. The

coincidence seemed so curious that, although "The

Good-Natur'd Man" was produced in 1768, I hope

I am justified in taking it as the basis of my reply.

Many of your readers will remember the piece.

(I mean that they will have read it or have seen one

of the later revivals.) The chief comedian is a gentle-

man named Croaker, so called because he croaks

about the weather and the state of the country. What

should we think of your Mr. Jacobs if he labelled one

of his characters Joker because he was in the habit

of making jokes?

Again, in the first act of "The Good-Natur'd

Man," as in all eighteenth-century comedies, a lady

hides behind a screen. Heaven knows why !

Nobody cares a rush, apparently, whether she is

there or not. When, at last, she walks out nobody

expresses the slightest annoyance or surprise. Even

in our own musical comedies we do not get such

slavish conventionality as that.

Every generation, of course, gets the humorists it

deserves, and this is the most deserving generation in

the literarv history of the world. I am speaking, of

course, of English humorists. American humour

eludes me. Here is the kind of thing they are asked

to laugh at over there on the days when no English

papers are to hand : â��

She : " Is he in love with her, do you think ? "

He: "Why, certainly. Her father's a millionaire,

you know."

I thank you, sir, for allowing me to work oft' the

peevishness engendered of the claptrap of the late

Oliver Goldsmith.

Mr. Jerome K. Jerome writes :â��

Some of the funniest things going about would

appear to be the things I have never said. For

instance, you tell me, Sir, I am "credited " (I should

have thought "discredited" the apler word, but you

evidently wish to be polite) with the statement that

"All humour is brutal." I should like to have said

it. Almost it sounds absurd enough to be classed as

an epigram. Awhile ago, in similar fashion, I was

credited (to retain the kindlier verb) with the opinion

that Mark Twain had no sense of humour. Upon

which Professor Brander Mathews, of Columbia

University, wrote three columns in a Sunday paper

to reassure the American public that he had, with

annotated extracts enabling the reader to detect it

for himself. This necessitated my writing a private

letter to Mr. Clemens. I apologized for addressing

him in English, and begged him to believe that I

had never told a living soul he had no sense of

humour: it could not possibly have leaked out

through me. Also, it has been laid to my charge

that it was I who informed the public that there

are only thirteen original jokes, including Bernard

Shaw. It sounds much more like Bernard Shaw,

except that he would hardly have mentioned the

other twelve. It has often occurred to me that a

judicious selection from the things that I have never

even thought of could easily be popular. Hut whether

it would prove the humour of to-day to be mirth-pro-

voking is not for me to say. The humour of our

ancestors, in their unavoidable absence, it seems unfair

to discuss. Perhaps an incident of which I was the

hero while travelling in America last year may help to

a solution of the argument. I had lectured the night

before in Salt Lake City, and, seated in a dark corner

of the car, was compelled to listen to a heated sym-

posium on the subject of myself. Finally, one

gentleman, having cleared his throat for action,

summed up in stentorian tones what appeared to l>e

the feeling of the meeting. " You've got to remember

that he's not an American. But he's durned funny--
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for an Englishman." Mvown ancestors, from what I

hear of ihem, must have lieen amusing, possibly even

pungent and salientâ��Jor ancestors.

Mr. Frank Richardson, a most prolific

fun-maker, who has achieved notoriety by

reason of his strenuous anti-whisker cam-

paign, writes : â��

It seems to me that, beyond doubt, our perception

of humour is quite as keen as ever it was. It is

absurd to imagine that, while every other artistic

sense is more developed now than it was, say, a

hundred years ago, our feeling for humour should

have degenerated.

Obviously, as the world gets older, the production

of humour liecomes a more and more difficult n alter.

It must have been intensely easy to make Adam

laugh. He prol>ably went into out hursts of merri-

ment at the mere sight of the omithorhynrhus, and

the appearance of the ichthyosaurus must have caused

a twitch of mirth lieneath his beard. Now, if we were

to meet an ornithorhynchus in the street or an

ichthyosaurus in 1 lyde Park one would not laugh at

either of them. They are back numbers.

Ever since old man Noah entertained his lady-wife

during the rainy nights on board the Ark with

humorous anecdotes we have all been seeking for

jests. It seems probable, therefore, that all jokes

must have l>een made by now. I don't know what

would happen if a man made a new joke and used it in

a musical comedy. The audience, paralyzed with

astonishment, would probably cry for help.

Of course, it is much harder to make a joke in

England than in any other part of the world. A joke

that would do very well for a French or German

comic paper could not be printed in London. Also,

the English humorist is restricted, because he is

not allowed to deal, except in the mildest form, with

personalities. The American wit can say any old

thing about Mr. Roosevelt, or Mr. Bryan, or Mr.

\V. R. Hearst. He may say things that are

clearly libellous. But our satirists have to deal very

circumspectly with Mr. Balfour, or Sir Henry

Campbell-Bannerman, or Dr. Clifford.

I,.11 inuring under these difficulties, I think that the

English humorist is the greatest humorist in the

world, and I think the English public ought to be

the most grateful public in the world.

It is a deplorable thing, therefore, that no single

one of the brilliant contributors to this intellectual

symposium owns a mansion in Park Lane.

Which is bad hearing.

Mr. Mostyn T. Pigott, the well-known

composer of light and humorous poetry,

writes :â��

It is a little difficult, if not highly dangerous, to

start analysing a thing out of which one manages to

scrape a livelihood ; but I think we may fairly claim

that, as a people, we can hold our own in the matter

of humour.

Considering the huge output, the standard attained

is not discreditable, and from the fact that the demand

is still increasing it is reasonable to assume that the

quality of the supply meets with appreciation. The

English humour-monger is a particularly pertinacious

person, but, while his enterprise is lieyond dispute, he

provides in most cases a sound and wholesome article.

Several things are sacred to him, and an investigation

of his packing methods would result in no horrible

revelations.

There is, of cour>e, a section < f the populace whose

attitude can only be described as " sniffy." These

good people either deliberately refuse to concede the

merits or even the visibility of a joke, or gauntly

asperse its originality. But in their defence it may

be urged that this mental attitude may be due to an

abnormally developed sense of humour, while the

very fact of their existence may tend to keep the

manufacturer up to the mark.

On the whole, tl.erefore, I consider that there is no

real occasion for panic, and that there are other

features of our social system which call more loudly

for legislative meddling.

Mr. H. W. Lucy ("Toby, M.P.," of Punch)

writes :â��

I envy the American humorist's means of ascertain-

ing that "the English as a whole have far less and

a slower perception of a joke than they had fifty years

ago." But whilst I envy, I cannot imitate. There

are available no official returns that would enable less

gifted persons to institute a comparison. Board of

Trade statistics fight shy of the subject. No Blue-

book I am acquainted with presents tables on the

topic.

Of course, it is no new thing for persons of

assertive character to make unfavourable comparison

between to-day and the good old times. It is (or

was) a common complaint that even Pundi isn't as

good as it used to be. Whereto one of the slaff in

whose hearing that lament was politely uttered,

made answer, " No, it never was.5'

But when the American humorist particularizes,

averring in his cheerfully downright stxle that "the

delicate drollery of Leech, the charming comedy of

du Maurier, the blazing witticisms of Sydney Smith

have become obsolete, I humbly venture to differ

from the oracle. Few nineteenth-century wits are

quoted more frequently or with fuller appreciation

than is Sydney Smith. Reprints of Leech's cartoons,

of du Maurier's sketches, are poured forth from

Punch office in a constant stream, refreshing a

delighted public.

This conflict with familiar fads shows afresh how

dangerous it is for Daniel when he comes to judgment

to condescend to reasons and particulars.

Mr. George Grossmith, the popular enter-

tainer, writes :â��

It goes without saying that I agree with Mr. W. D.

Howells. Some humour is absolutely local, and

requires an educated mind to comprehend it.

The humour of Seringapatam, South Carolina, and

the boulevards of Paris requires a certain amount of

education to understand.

I love Americans and I love their humour, as I

always have done since the days of Sam Slick and

Arlemus Ward, the latter of whom I knew as a boy ;

as I have also known Mark Twain, Russell Lowell,

I.eland (Hans Breitmann), Bret Ilarte, Adams

(Little Yawcob Strauss), and many others. I have

never found that such I rilliant orators as Joseph

Choate and Chauncey Depew fail to recognise English

humour. With reference to the "mechanical flip-

pancies " of Punch, which has been a " cheMnut" in

America for many years, may I call attention to the

"mechanical flippancies" of Puik, Judge, and Life,

with their eternal jokes about " stealing chickens,"

the "butting goats," and " Cholly," to say nothing

of the cruel cartoons of "coloured gentlemen," the

" German Jew," and the " Irishman " ? I have been

to Ameiica five times during the last thirteen years,
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and the same old "chestnuts," like the brook, go on

for ever. I can only say there was never a more

glaring example of the pot calling the kettle black.

Humour is absolutely ephemeral. What was con-

sidered humorous a hundred years ago in all prob-

ability would not lie considered humorous to-day.

Humour must be essentially up-to-date, and I

think that modern society and readers of literature

must not be expected to roar with laughter at the

retorts of the gravedigger to Hamlet.

" Marry, corne up, thou scurvy knave," is not so

much appreciated

now. ,^^mmm^^^^mfmm^^mf^i^m

I remember when

I was a young man

hearing the great

Vance sing " Slap

Bang, I lere We Are

Again ! " I thought

it was one of the

finest pieces of

humour I ever heard

in my life ; I fear I

don't think so now.

Punning days are

over, with all due

respect to my former

friends, H. J. Byron

and Robert Recce.

With regard to

the question as to

whether weare duller

or wittier than our

ancestors, I should

say we are both.

Mr. Anstey

Guthrie (F. An-

stey), author of

"Vice Versa,"

" The Man from

Blankley's," etc.,

writes :â��

And if this course is not advisable fur an individual,

is it more so for a nation ?

Mr. W. L. Alden, author of "A Lost

Soul," "Told by the Colonel," and many

other humorous publications, writes :â��

The famous American humorist, whoever he may

be, does not know what he is talking about. - He has

evidently never heard of Ansley, Barry Pain, Zang-

will, Robert Barr, Barrie, Chesterton, Wells, or Rook.

And yet lie talks

about English

humour. From his

allusion to " bar-

gees," it is plain that

he has read Jacobs,

and equally plain

that he is incapable

of appreciating

Jacolis's delightful

humour. He sneers

at Punch, which was

never as bright as it

is to-day. Probably

he dislikes Jerome,

or possibly he has

never read him. To

use an expression

with which the

"famous American

humorist" is doubt-

less familiar, "He

makes me tired !"

Replying categori-

cally to your ques-

tion, I hold that the

humour of to-day is

far more mirth-pro-

voking and delight-

ful than the humour

of a century ago.

"TIME HAS NOT THINNED THY FLOWING HAIR.",

To-day most people, however keen their s^nse of humour, would consider

the above drawing t<jo extravagant to be funny. Yet its large sale

"amongst the gentry and nobility" proves that its very crudity was a

source of pleasure a century ago.

It seems to me

that the question can

only lie settled by

statistics. Is the

percentage of British subjects who "can see a joke

and laugh at it as such" larger now than it was in

1856? I have no idea. Even if I could testify,

from my own experience, that it is larger, the

opposer could always reply that the jokes of 1906 are

not as deserving of being laughed at.

I cannot remember the names of any humorists

living a century ago who could be described as

"salient, pungent, and mirth-provoking," except

Sheridan, Sydney Smith, Canning, and Charles Lamb,

a strong but not a very long list.

On the other hand, there are innumerable writers at

the present day to whom these qualities are attributed

by general opinion.

But whether this is proof that we are duller or

wittier than our ancestors is a question which I think

we might leave to the next century to decide.

Let us hope the decision may be in our favour.

In the meantime I hardly think we shall improve

our case by any outcry against the injustice of the

assertion that the national perception of a joke is no

longer what it used to be. Does an individual ever

increase his reputation for humour by protesting that,

as a matter of fact, he is more humorous than ever ?

Mr. Spencer

Leigh Hughes

("Sub Rosa" of

the Morning

Leader) writes:â��

Anyone endowed with a sense of humour, if he

has looked at Punch regularly during recent years,

must have noticed a most marked improvement, for

its pages are rich in true humour, in laughter-

producing incongruity of thought, in quaint turns of

fancy which appeal to the chuckling propensities of

man far more than mete sm.irtness of phrase. There

was a time wrhen every man who admired Dickens

felt bound to decry Thackeray, and vice versa, and so

there are people who, if they admire or enjoy English

humour, think they must sneer at the humour of

America. I am not one of those who take so re-

stricted a view of humour as to make it the possession

of any one land, or to tabulate it in a most-favoured-

nation clause. I can and do enjoy American humour

thoroughly, and I agree with a remark once made by

Mr. Gerald Balfour to the effect that one of the

charms of American humour is that it leaves something

for the listener to supply. Vou are not told every-

thing, but unless you belong to the intellectually lost

you see at once what is implied. Take the case of

the tale about the card-players, of whom it is said one

man held five aces, another held a revolver, and the

third held the inquestâ��you can see at once what
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"A LONC, STORY."

In this kind of social satire our grandfathers delighted, but he

equals in delicacy the pictures of du Maurier

happened williuut being told. Bui while I decline In

run down American humour simply because I can,

and do, revel in British humour, I must confess that,

after having had considerable experience of American

comic papers, I think we on this side need not shrink

from putting Punch into competition with its Trans-

atlantic rivals.

There are some people in every population who enjoy

" risque ban ma:s" but this I know as an absolute

factâ��if a m.m wants to capture and retain a following,

either as a humorous writer or speaker, he must avoid

anything suggestive, or anything containing a slippery

double meaning. There may be a few sour people

who object to jokes of any sort, and there may be

some others who lust after low and tricky allusions,

but the main part of the British public is keenly alive

to the charm of honest fun. I have heard it said that

the English like wit rather than humour. 1 do not

agree, though I believe they like both.

Mr. Harold Begbie, who enjoys a wide

reputation as a humorist, writes :â��

It was pointed out to an American, who boasted

that the glory of Christopher Columbus lay in his

discovery of America, that America had been dis-

covered hundreds of times before, but that hitherto it

had always tieen hushed up. America is for ever

inviting these remarks. It is always criticising

other nations; always the cowboy of culture. It

utters follies, even as the young cockerel crows,

namely, to alarm rather than to inspire affection in

the henroost.

No one who reads at all, or who moves about the

world, can doubt that the standard of humour is

improving in England. I'or one thing, we no longer

laugh at the extravagance of American wit. The

fashion to admire American exaggeration is as dead

as Dundreary whiskers. We are even ashamed of

is a bold nmn who contends that it

or Mi. Townsend.

our own Smollett,and

as for the drunken

sailor of comedy and

melodrama, he is not

to lie found even in the

music-halls of Lime-

house. All intellec-

tual movement is to-

wards truth.

runeh is infinitely

better than it was in

Leech's best days.

Compare the verses

of those days with

the brilliant work of

Mr. Owen Seaman.

Punch is not so bad

as it was ; and it

never was so good as

old fogies imagine.

It was once a buf-

foon : it is now some-

thing of a critic of

lif^. As for the play,

Mr. Bernard Shaw is

fifty limes wittier

than II. J. Byron; and

" Veronique " was

nicer than " Doro-

thy " and the bur-

lesques of Arthur

Rol>erts.

But while it is obvious and beyond question thÂ»t

the standard of humour is now infinitely higher in

Kngland than it was twenty or fifty years ago, the

more interesting question remains as to the desliny of

humour in the future development of humanity. I

am disposed to think that just as language begins in

poetry and ends in algebra, so humour, which begins

in mockery and buffoonery, will end in education.

Irony will be employed with sympathy, satire with dis-

cretion. We shall cease to laugh at ourseh es the

more we perceive that the chief interest of life lies

where man ends and the mystery of the universe

begins. Science, I mean, wh'^h i>: becoming every day

the paramount influence in Hie, will kill humour as

we understand that term to-day. Not as the Puritan

would have killed it, but intellectually. The jester

and the clown will cease to be interesting. I can

dream of a Punch in the next century which will be

devoted to satirising antagonistic schools of science,

instead of chaffing those least scientific of men, the

polili ians, or laughing at that infinitesimal section of

humanity which calls itself smart society. We shall

cease to be interested in politics and fashion and

human vanity ; we shall grow to be interested in the

main labour of the raceâ��the quest of truth.

In a word, while I feel sure that we appreciate

a more delicate humour than contented our port-

drinking, fox-hunting, and gout-bequeathing ancestors,

I am inclined to think that humour is not a perma-

nent accompaniment in the march of humanity. Life

is only amusing when we do not understand it, and

humanity is only ridiculous until we have learned to

sympathize with it. The evolution of humour during

the next hundred years will provide posterity with a

beguiling study. 1'erhaps in those days of fuller

knowledge humanity's last wonder will be concern-

ing the things which made us laugh.

According to the Arabs, laughter is only for

monkevs and white men.



The Christmas Eve Burglary.

BY ARNOLD BENNKTT.

I.

ADY DAIN said: " Jee, if

that portrait stays there much

longer, you'll just have to take

me off to Pirehill one of these

fine mornings."

Pirehill is 'the seat of the

great local hospital ; but it is also the seat of

the great local lunatic asylum ; and when the

inhabitants of the Five Towns say merely

" Pirehill," they mean the asylum.

" I do declare I can't fancy my food now-

adays," said Lady Dain, " and it's all that

portrait ! " She stared plaintively up at the

immense oil-painting which faced her as she

sat at the breakfast-table in her spacious

and opulent dining-room.

Sir [ehosophat made no remark.

Despite Lady Dain's animadversions upon

it, despite the undoubted fact that it was

generally disliked in the Five Towns, the

portrait had cost a thousand pounds (some

said guineas), and though not yet two years

old it was probably worth at least fifteen

hundred in the picture market. For it was a

Cressage; and not only was it a Cressageâ��

it was one of the finest Cressages in existence.

It marked the summit of Sir Jehosophat's

career. Sir Jehosophat's career was, perhaps,

the most successful and brilliant in the

entire social history of the Five Towns.

This famous man was the principal partner

in Dain Brothers. His brother was dead,

but two of Sir Jee's sons were in the firm.

Dain Brothers were the largest manufacturers

of cheap earthenware in the district, catering

chiefly for the American and Colonial buyer.

They had an extremely bad reputation for

cutting prices. They were hated by every

other firm in the Five Towns, and, to hear

rival manufacturers talk, one would gather

the impression that Sir Jee had acquired a

tremendous fortune by systematically selling

goods under cost. They were also hated by

between eighteen and nineteen hundred

employe's. But such hatred, however virulent,

Vul. xxxii.-Â«4.

had not marred the progress of Sir Jee's

career.

He had meant to make a name and he

had made it. The Five Towns might laugh

at his vulgar snobbishness. The Five Towns

might sneer at his calculated philanthropy.

But he was, nevertheless, the best-known

man in the Five Towns, and it was precisely

his snobbishness and his philanthropy which

had carried him to the top. Moreover, he

had been the first public man in the Five

Towns to gain a knighthood. The Five

Towns could not deny that it was very proud

indeed of this knighthood. The means by

which he had won this distinction were

neither here nor thereâ��he had won it. And

was he not the father of his native borough ?

Had he not been three times mayor of

his native borough ? Was not the whole

northern half of the county dotted and

spangled by his benefactions, his institutions,

his endowments?

And it could not be denied that he some-

times tickled the Five Towns as the Five

Towns likes being tickled. There was, for

example, the notorious Sneyd incident.

Sneyd Hall, belonging to the Earl of Chell,

lies a few miles south of the Five Towns, and

from it the pretty Countess of Chell exercises

that condescending meddlesomeness which

so frequently exasperates the Five Towns.

Sir Jee had got his title by the aid of the

Countessâ��" Interfering Iris," as she is locally

dubbed. Shortly afterwards he had contrived

to quarrel with the Countess ; and the quarrel

was conducted by Sir Jee as a quarrel

between equals, which delighted the district.

Sir Jee's final word in it had been to buy a

sizable tract of land near Sneyd village, just

off the Sneyd estate, and to erect thereon a

mansion quite as imposing as Sneyd Hall,

and far more up-to-date, and to call the

mansion Sneyd Castle. A mighty stroke !

Iris was furious; the Earl speechless with

fury. But they could do nothing. Naturally

the Five Towns was tickled.
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It was apropos of the house-warming of

Sneyd Castle, also of the completion of his

third mayoralty, and of the inauguration of

the Dain Technical Institute, that the move-

ment had been started (primarily by a few

toadies) for tendering to Sir Jee a popular

gift worthy to express the profound esteem

in which he was officially held in the Five

Towns. It having been generally felt that

the gift should take the form of a portrait,

a local dilettante had suggested Cressage,

and when the Five Towns had inquired into

Cressage and discovered that that genius from

the United States was celebrated throughout

Jee's portrait on his usual conditions ; namely,

that the sitter should go to the little village in

Bedfordshire where Cressage had his principal

studio, and that the painting should be ex-

hibited at the Royal Academy before being

shown anywhere else. (Cressage was an

R.A., but no one thought of putting R.A.

after his name He was so big that, instead

of the Royal Academy conferring distinction

on him, he conferred distinction on the Royal

Academy.)

Sir Jee went to Bedfordshire and was

rapidly painted, and he came back gloomy

The presentation committee went to Bedford-

"SIR JEE WA

the civilized world, and regarded as the equal

of Velazquez (whoever Velazquez might be),

and that he had painted half the aristocracy,

and that his income was regal, the suggestion

was accepted and Cressage was approached.

Cressage haughtily consented to paint Sir

shire later to inspect the portrait,

and they, too, came back

gloomy.

Then the Academy Exhibition

opened, and the portrait, showing

Sir Jee in his robe and chain and

in a chair, was instantly hailed as

possibly the most glorious master-

piece of modern times. All the critics were

of one accord. The committee and Sir Jee

were reassured, but only partially, and Sir Jee

rather less so than the committee. For there

was something in the enthusiastic criticisms

which gravely disturbed them. An enlight-
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â�¢ened generation, thoroughly familiar with

the dazzling yearly succession of Cressage's

portraits, need not be told what this some-

thing was. One critic wrote that Cressage

displayed even more than his " customary

astounding insight into character . . . ."

Another critic wrote that Cressage's observa-

tion was, as usual, "calmly and coldly hostile."

Another referred to the " typical provincial

mayor, immortalized for the diversion of

future ages."

Inhabitants of the Five Towns went to

London to see the work for which they

had subscribed, and they saw a mean, little,

â�¢old man, with thin lips and a straggling grey

beard, and shifty eyes, and pushful snob

written all over him ; ridiculous in his gew-

gaws of office. When you looked at the

picture close to, it was a meaningless mass of

coloured smudges, but when you stood fifteen

feet away from it the portrait was absolutely

lifelike, amazing, miraculous. It was so

â�¢wondrously lifelike that some of the inhabit

ants of the Five Towns burst out laughing.

Many people felt sorryâ��not for Sir Jeeâ��but

for Lady Dain. Lady Dain was beloved and

genuinely respeeted. She was a simple,

homely, sincere woman, her one weakness

being that she had never been able to see

through Sir Jee.

Of course, at the presentation ceremony

the portrait had been ecstatically referred to

as a possession precious for ever, and the

recipient and his wife pretended to be over-

flowing with pure joy in the ownership of it.

It had been hanging in the dining-room of

Sneyd Castle about sixteen months, when

Lady Dain told her husband that it would

ultimately drive her into the lunatic asylum.

" Don't be silly, wife," said Sir Jee. " I

wouldn't part with that portrait for ten times

what it cost."

This was, to speak bluntly, a downright lie.

Sir Jee secretly hated the portrait more than

anyone hated it. He would have been

almost ready to burn down Sneyd Qistle in

order to get rid of the thing. But it hap-

pened that on the previous evening, in con-

versation with the magistrates' clerk, his

receptive brain had been visited by a less

expensive scheme than burning down the

castle.

Lady Dain sighed.

" Are you going to town early ?" she

inquired.

"Yes," he replied. "I'm on the rota

to-day."

He was chairman of the borough Bench of

magistrates. As he drove into town he

revolved his scheme and thought it wild and

dangerous, but still feasible.

II.

ON the Bench that morning Sir Jee shocked

Mr. Sherratt, the magistrates' clerk, and he

utterly disgusted Mr. Bourne, superintendent

of the borough police. (I do not intend to

name the name of the borough â�� whether

Bursley, Hanbridge, Knype, Longshaw, or

Turnhill. The inhabitants of the Five Towns

will know without being told ; the rest of the

world has no right to know.) There had

recently occurred a somewhat thrilling series

of burglaries in the district, and the burglars

(a gang of them was presumed) had escaped

the solicitous attentions of the police. But

on the previous afternoon an underling of

Mr. Bourne's had caught a man who was

generally believed to be wholly or partly

responsible lor the burglaries. The Five Towns

breathed with relief and congratulated Mr.

Bourne ; and Mr. Bourne was well pleased

with himself. The Staffordshire Signal

headed the item of news, " Smart Capture of

a Supposed Burglar." The supposed burglar

gave his name as William Smith, and other-

wise behaved in an extremely suspicious

manner.

Now, Sir Jee, sitting as chief magistrate

in the police-court, actually dismissed the

charge against the man ! Overruling his

sole colleague on the Bench that morning,

Alderman Easton, he dismissed the charge

against William Smith, holding that the

evidence for the prosecution was insufficient

to justify even a remand. No wonder that

Mr. Bourne was discouraged, not to say

angry. No wonder that that pillar of the

law, Mr. Sherratt, was pained and shocked

At the conclusion of the case Sir Jehosophat

said that he would be glad to speak with

William Smith afterwards in the magistrates'

room, indicating that he sympathized with

William Smith, and wished to exercise upon

William Smith his renowned philanthropy.

And so, at about noon, when the Court

majestically rose, Sir Jee retired to the magis-

trates' room, where the humble Alderman

Easton was discreet enough not to follow

him, and awaited William Smith. And

William Smith came, guided thither by a

policeman, to whom, in parting from him, he

made a rude, surreptitious gesture.

Sir Jee, seated in the arm-chair which

dominates the other chairs round the elm

table in the magistrates' room, emitted a

preliminary cough.

" Smith," he said, sternly, leaning his elbows
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on the table, " you were very fortunate this

morning, you know."

And he gazed at Smith.

Smith stood near the door, cap in hand.

He did not resemble a burglar, who surely

ought to be big, muscular, and masterful.

He resembled an under-sized clerk who

has been out of work for a long time, but who

has nevertheless found the means to eat and

drink rather plenteously. He was clothed in

a very shabby navy-blue suit, frayed at the

wrists and ankles, and greasy in front. His

linen collar was brown with dirt, his lingers

were dirty, his hair was unkempt and long,

had legally established Smith's innocence.

Smith was as free as air, and had a perfect

right to adopt any tone he chose to any man

he chose. And Sir Jee desired a service

from William Smith.

" I was hoping I might be of use to you,"

said Sir Jehosophat, diplomatically.

" Well," said Smith, " that's all' right, that

is. But none of your philanthropic dodges,

you know. I don't want to lead a new life,

and I don't want to turn over a new leaf, and

I don't want a helpin' hand, nor none o' those

things. And, what's more, I don't want a

situation. I've got all the situation as I need.

But I never refuse money, nor

beer neither. Never did, and

I'm forty years old next month."

" I suppose burgling doesn't

"'YES, GOVERNOR,' SMITH KEFLIFU. ' AND WHAT'S YOUR GAMF.?'"

and a young and lusty black beard was

sprouting on his chin. His boots were not at

all pleasant.

" Yes, governor," Smith replied, lightly,

with a Manchester accent. "And what's

your game ? "

Sir Jee was taken aback. He, the chair-

man of the borough Bench, and the leading

philanthropist in the county, to be so spoken

to 1 But what could he do ? He himself

pay very well, does it?" Sir Jee boldly

ventured.

William Smith laughed coarsely.

" It pays right enough," said he. " But I

don't put my money on my back, governor :

I put it into a bit of public-house property,

when I get the chance."

"It may pay," said Sir Jee. "But it is

wrong. It is very anti-social.I:

" Is it, indeed ?" Smith returned, dryly.
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" Anti-social, is it? Well, I've heard it called

plenty o' things in my time, but never that.

Now, I should have called it quite sociable-

like, sort of making free with strangers, and

so on. However," he added, " I come across

a cove once as told me crime was nothing but

a disease and ought to be treated as such. I

asked him for a dozen o' port, but he never

sent it."

" Ever been caught before ?" Sir Jee

inquired.

"Not much!" Smith exclaimed. "And

this'll be a lesson to me, I can tell you.

Now, what are you getting at, governor ?

Because my time's money, my time is."

Sir Jee coughed once more.

" Sit down," said Sir Jee.

And William Smith sat down opposite to

him at the table, and put his shiny elbows

on the table precisely in the manner of Sir

Jee's elbows.

" Well ? " he cjieerfully encouraged Sir Jee.

" How should you like to commit a bur-

glary that was not a crime ? " said Sir Jee,

his shifty eyes wandering around the room.

" A perfectly lawful burglary ? "

" What are you getting at ?" William

Smith was genuinely astonished.

" At my residence, Sneyd Castle," Sir Jee

proceeded, " there's a large portrait of myself

in the dining-room that I want to have

stolen. You understand ? "

" Stolen ? "

" Yes. I want to get rid of it. And I

wantâ��erâ��people to think that it has been

stolen."

" Well, why don't you stop up one night

and steal it yourself, and then burn it?"

William Smith suggested.

"That would be deceitful," said Sir Jee,

gravely. " I could not tell my friends that

the portrait had been stolen if it had not been

stolen. The burglary must beentirely genuine."

" What's the figure? " said Smith, curtly.

"Figure?"

" What are you going to give me for the

job ? "

" Give you for doing the job?" Sir Jee

repeated, his secret and ineradicable mean-

ness aroused. " Give you ? Why, I'm giving

you the opportunity to honestly steal a

picture that's worth over a thousand pounds

â��I dare say it would be worth two thousand

pounds in Americaâ��and you want to be

paid into the bargain ! Do you know, my

man, that people come all the way from

Manchester, and even London, to see that

portrait?" He told Smith about the

painting.

" Then why are you in such a stew to be

nd of it?" queried the burglar.

" That's my affair," said Sir Jee. " I don't

like it. Lady Dain doesn't like it. But it's

a presentation portrait, and so 1 can'tâ��you

see, Mr. Smith ?"

"And how am I going to dispose of it

when I've got it ? " Smith demanded. " Yon

can't melt a portrait down as if it was silver.

By what you say, governor, it's known all

over the blessed world. Seems to me I

might just as well try to sell the Nelson,

Column."

"Oh, nonsense!" said Sir Jee. "Non-

sense. You'll sell it in America quite easily.

It'll be a fortune to you. Keep it for a year

first, â�¢ r.d then send it to New York."

William Smith shook his head and

drummed his fingers on the table; and

then quite suddenly he brightened and said:â��

" All right, governor. I'll take it on, just

to oblige you."

" When can you do it ? " asked Sir Jee,

hardly concealing his joy. " To-night ? "

" No," said Smith, mysteriously. " I'm

engaged to-night."

" Well, to-morrow night ? "

' Nor to-morrow. I'm engaged to-morrow,

too."

" You seem to be very much engaged, my

man," Sir |ee observed.

" What do you expect ? " Smith retorted.

" Business is business. I could do it the

night after to morrow."

"But that's Christmas Eve," Sir Jee

protested,

"What if it is Christmas Eve?" said

Smith, coldly "Would you prefer Christmas

Day? I'm engaged on Boxing Day, and the

day after.'1

" Not in the Five Towns, I trust ?" Sir

Tee remarked.

"No," said Smith, shortly. "The Five

Towns is about sucked dry."

The affair, was arranged for Christmas Eve.

" Now," Sir Jee suggested, " shall I draw

you a plan of the castle, so that you can ''

William Smiths face expressed terrific

scorn. " Do you suppose," he said, " as I

haven't had plans o' your castle ever since it

was built ? What do you take me for ? I'm

not a blooming excursionist, I'm not. I'm a

business manâ��that's what I am."

Sir Jee was snubbed, and he agreed sub-

missively to all William Smith's arrangements.

for the innocent burglary. He perceived

that in William Smith he had stumbled on

a professional of the highest class, and this

pood fortune pleased him.
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"There's only one thing that riles me,"

said Smith, in parting; "and that is that

you'll go and say that after you'd done every-

thing you could for me I went and burgled

your castle. And you'll talk about the

ingratitude of the lower classes. I know

you, governor!" m

ON the afternoon of the 24th of Decem-

ber Sir Jehosophat drove home to Sneyd

new house, a new wife, and a new baby (male).

John was a domineering person, and, being

rather proud of his house and all that was

his, he had obstinately decided to have his

own Christmas at his own hearth. Grand-

papa and grandmamma, drawn by the irresis-

tible attraction of that novelty, a grandson

(though Mrs. John had declined to have the

little thing named Jehosophat), had yielded to

John's solicitations, and the family gathering,

for the first time in

history, was not to

occur round Sir Jee's

mahogany.

Sir Jee, very

characteristically, said

nothing to I>ady Dain

immediately. He

allowed her to pro-

ceed with the packing

"'oil, JEE!' SHE EXCLAIMED. ' REALLY, YOU ARE TIRESOME.'

Castle from the principal of the three

Dain manufactories, and found Lady Dain

superintending the work of packing up

trunks. He and she were to quit the castle

that afternoon in order to spend Christmas

on the other side of the Five Towns, under

the roof of their eldest son, John, who had a

of the trunks, and then tea was served, and

the time was approaching for the carriage to

come round to take them to the station,

when at last he suddenly remarked :â��

" I sha'n't be able to go with you to John's

this afternoon."

" Oh, Jee ! " she exclaimed. " Really, you
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are tiresome. Why couldn't you tell me

before ? "

" I will come over to-morrow morningâ��

perhaps in time for church," he proceeded,

ignoring her demand for an explanation.

He always did ignore her demand for

an explanation, Indeed, she only asked for

explanations in a mechanical and perfunctory

mannerâ��she had long since ceased to expect

them. Sir Jee had been born like thatâ��

devious, mysterious, incalculable. And Lady

Dain accepted him as he was. She was

â�¢somewhat surprised, therefore, when he went

on :â��

" I have some minutes of committee

meetings that 1 really must go carefully

through and send off to-night, and you know

as well as I do that there'll be no chance of

â�¢doing that at John's. I've telegraphed to

John."

He was obviously nervous and self-con-

scious.

"There's no food in the house," sighed

Lady Dain. " And the servants are all going

away except Callear, and he can't cook your

â�¢dinner to-night. I think I'd better stay myself

and look after you."

" You'll do no such thing," said Sir Jee,

decisively. "As for my dinner, anything

will do for that. The servants have been

promised their holiday, to start from this

â�¢evening, and they must have it. I can

manage."

Here spoke the philanthropist with his

unshakable sense of justice.

So Lady Dain departed, anxious and

worried, having previously arranged some-

thing cold for Sir Jee in the dining-room,

and instructed Callear about boiling the

water for Sir Jee's tea on Christmas morn-

ing. Callear was the under-coachman and

a useful odd man. He it was who would

â�¢drive Sir Jee to the station on Christmas

morning, and then guard the castle and the

stables thereof during the absence of the

family and the other servants. Callear slept

over the stables.

And after Sir Jee had consumed his cold

repast in the dining-room the other servants

went, and Sir Jee was alone in the castle,

facing the portrait.

He had managed the affair fairly well, he

thought. Indeed, he had a talent for chicane,

and none knew it better than himself. It

would have been dangerous if the servants

had been left in the castle. They might have

suffered from insomnia, and heard William

Smith, and interfered with the operations of

William Smith. On the other hand, Sir Jee

had no intention whatever of leaving the

castle uninhabited to the mercies of William

Smith. He felt that he himself must be on

the spot to see that everything went right and

that nothing went wrong. Thus, the pre-

viously-arranged scheme for the servants'

holiday fitted perfectly into his plans, and all

that he had had to do was to refuse to leave

the castle till the morrow. It was ideal.

Nevertheless, he was a little afraid of what

he had done, and of what he was going to

permit U'illiam Smith to do. It was certainly

dangerous certainly rather a wild scheme.

However, the die was cast. And within

twelve hours he would be relieved of the

intolerable incubus of the portrait.

And when he thought of the humiliations

which that portrait had caused him ; when he

remembered the remarks of his sons concern-

ing it, especially John's remarks ; when he

recalled phrases about it in London news-

papers, he squirmed, and told himself that no

scheme for getting rid of it could be too wild

and perilous. And, after all, the burglary

dodge was the only dodge, absolutely the

only conceivable practical method of dis-

posing of the portraitâ��except burning down

the castle. And surely it was preferable to

a conflagration, to arson ! Moreover, in case

of fire at the castle some blundering fool

would be sure to cry : " The portrait! The

portrait must be saved !" And the portrait

would be saved.

He gazed at the repulsive, hateful thing.

In the centre of the lower part of the massive

gold frame was the legend : " Presented to

Sir Jehosophat Dain, Knight, as a mark of

public esteem and gratitude," etc. He

wondered if William Smith would steal the

frame. It was to be hoped that he would

not steal the frame. In fact, William Smith

would find it very difficult to steal that frame

unless he had an accomplice or so.

"This is the last time I shall see you !"

said Sir Jee to the portrait.

Then he unfastened the catch of one of

the windows in the dining-room (as per

contract with William Smith), turned out the

electric light, and went to bed in the deserted

castle.

He went to bed, but not to sleep. It was

no part of Sir Jee's programme to sleep. He

intended to listen, and he did listen.

And about two o'clock, precisely the hour

which Will am Smith had indicated, he

fancied he heard muffled and discreet noises.

Then he was sure that he heard them.

William Smith had kept his word. Then

the noises ceased for a period, and then
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*HE SAW THE PICTURE BEING PASSED THROUGH THE DINING-ROOM WINDOW."

they recommenced. Sir Jee restrained his

curiosity as long as he could, and when he

could restrain it no more he rose and silently

opened his bedroom window and put his

head out into the nipping night air of

Christmas. And by good fortune he saw the

vast oblong of the picture, carefully enveloped

in sheets, being passed by a couple of dark

figures through the dining-room window to

the garden outside. William Smith had a

colleague, then, and he was taking the frame

as well as the canvas. Sir Tee watched the

men disappear down the avenue, and they

did not reappear. Sir Jee returned to bed.

Yes, he felt himself equal to facing it out

with his family and friends. He felt himself

equal to pretending that he had no know-

ledge of the burglary.

Having slept a few hours, he got up early

and, half-dressed, descended to the dining-

room just to see what sort of a mess William

Smith had made.

The canvas of the portrait lay flat on the

hearthrug, with the following words written

on it in chalk : " This is no use to me.' It

was the massive gold frame that had gone.

Further, as was later discovered, all the silver

had gone. Not a spoon was left in the castle!
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XVIII.

F," explained Garry, " a sense

of duty induces the King to

celebrate his birthday in May,

why should not our sense of

duty to the public lead us to

celebrate Christmas on November gth ? "

Worming said the reasoning was absurd.

He himself was accustomed to consider

Christinas exclusively in August and Sep-

tember, when all his most humorous or

pathetic Christmas stories were written. He

had no objection to eating his Christmas

dinner on the ninth of November, or even

the fifth of that month, but was it not

dangerous in a subject to make Royalty a

precedent ?

In spite of this i

raillery, the Christ- < ,.

mas dinner of the

Strand Club on the

King's birthday was

a great success.

Hesketh was the

first of the after-

dinner speakers.

Hesketh: The

worst Christmas

experience I ever

had was when I

took a cottage at

Clapham years

ago. The roof .

began to leak dis-

gracefully, and in "

my distress I sent

for the landlord.

Vol. xxxii.-95.

" Landlord," I said, " it is all your fault

that the roof leaks like this."

" My fault! MY fault! " he roared, with

sardonic humour. " It's a wonder you don't

say Santa Claus did it gallopin' on the

roof!" Then he banged the door and

went out. It seems that he had seen the

miserable little Christmas-tree bearing six-

penn'orth of toys from the Lowther Arcade

as he ascended the stairs.

We all agreed that this story should most

appropriately go to Watersâ��and accordingly

that humorist promptly illustrated the story

of the satirical landlord and the impecunious

paterfamilias.

WATERS S IDEA OF THE SATIRICAL LANDLORD AND THE IMPECUNIOUS PATERFAMILIAS.
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HARRY FURN1SSS ILLUSTRATION TO LORRlSON's ANECIiOTK

ELDERLY SWELL AND THE LODGING-HOUSE KEEPER.

Lorrison : Apropos of landlords, here is a

little anecdote you may not have heard

before. An elderly buck who still imagined

himself to be comparatively juvenile

applied to the landlady of an apart-

ment-house for rooms. To his sur-

prise, Ihe landlady refused abruptly

to accept him as tenant.

" But why do you object to me ? "

" he queried, in amazement. " I have

no children, I do not play the piano,

and I cultivate neither cats nor

canaries."

" Well, sir, to be perfectly frank

with you," replied the landlady, with

some asperity, " I don't want to have

no funeral in this house. It do give

a place such a bad name."

At the request of the Chairman,

Harry Furniss proceeded to bring

into existence the sketch portrayed

above.

Garry related a story about a

bachelor friend of his who was on

one occasion compelled by force of

circumstances to celebrate his Christ-

mas festivities in solitary state.at a

restaurant. An oily-looking waiter

brought him the bill of'fare, and

having with much anxious delibera-

tion selected his meal therefrom, he

leaned back in his chair, closed his

eyes, and waited in luxurious antici-

pation for the forthcoming feast. An

hour or so later he was disturbed by

the waiter approaching him with a

large plate, in the centre of which

reposed three small peas of dubious

origin and undoubted antiquity.

" Hi, waiter ! " he cried, in aston-

ishment, "what's the meaning of

this ? I ordered duck and green

peas. Where's the duck ? "

â�¢ The waiter looked' aggrieved.

" The duck, sir ? " he replied, with

an unctuous bow. 'â�¢' W'y, it's just

be'ind that there other pea, sir ! "

Will Owen's' illustration to the

foregoing narrative was voted most

realistic.

Then, quite irrelevantly, and with

a nervousness which is not unbecom-

ing in a new member of the Strand

Club, Frank Richardson interposed.

Said he :â��

" I can tell you a story. It is a

beautiful anecdote of heroism in

modern life. The hero of the heroism

didn't look at all like a hero as

he stood one morning in the dentist's con-

sulting-room. He was a singularly un-

attractive little man, but without whiskers.

WILL OWEN S SKETCH TO ILLUSTRATE GARRY'S KE VIA UK ANT STORV.
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MCCOKMICK'S ILLUSTRATION TO THE STORY RELATED BY FRANK RICHARDSON.

" ' I want to make an appointment with

you for some time this afternoon.' he said to

the dentist.

" ' Half-past three ? ' was the reply.

" ' All right. It's to have a tooth drawn.

It's a very bad tooth, with three fangs.'

" ' In that case I should advise an anaes-

thetic.'

" ' How much

will it cost ?'

"'Halfaguinea.'

" ' Half a guinea

be hanged! I

want the tooth

drawn out in the

ordinary way. I'm

not going to waste

any half-guineas

on anaesthetics.'

" ' Quite so,' re-

plied the dentist,

surprised at the

courage of the

weedy little man,

who continued:â��

" ' Don't you

take any notice of

screams, or groans,

or moans.'

" Astounded at

his pluck, the

other congratu-

lated him :â��

"' My dear sir, you are a

most extraordinarily courageous

man.'

" ' Me courageous ! Don't

you think it! It's not my

tooth ; it's my wife's !'

" There is one favour I should

like to ask of the artist who

illustrates this story," added

Frank Richardson, " which is,

that I don't want to be drawn

as the hero of it."

It may here be mentioned

that neither of the figures in

McCormick's sketch bears the

least resemblance to the author

of the foregoing story.

Pears was the next to enliven

the proceedings with a rapid

sketch upon the drawing-board,

which he proceeded to explain

in the following manner :â��

Pears : Bertie Brown saw

Miss Sweetly standing under the

mistletoe, so he approached her

from behind cautiously, with the

intention of stealing a kiss ; but one of

the children had left a toy lamb (one of

those that squeak) upon the floor. Bertie

trod upon it, and from its inner parts came

the sound of " Baa-a-a-a-a!" and Bertie

made use of an unprintable expression as

Miss Sweetly turned round.

!

I

3

PEAKS S ILLUSTRATION TO THE MISTLETOE JOKE.
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Johns: At an

ICast-end theatre

there was a play

so weak in plot

and character

that even an un-

critical audience

was ashamed of

it. But the weak-

ness of the play

was nothing to

the weakness of

the acting. In

the middle of the

third act a baby

in the gallery

started bawling,

and a gamin

promptly called

out, "Chuck 'im

out ! "

"Chuck 'im

out ! " cried a

voice, in affected

contempt.

" Chuck 'im out!

W'y, 'e's the

b 1 o o m i n '

author!"

To Robinet

fell the task of

providing an ap-

propriate illustration to Johns's amusing

anecdote.

At this point the Chairman rose from his

seat with an open letter in his hand.

" Before these proceedings terminate," he

said, " it is my painful

duty to read to you a

letter I have just received

from our erstwhile friend

and comrade, Walter

Emanuel. It runs :â��

" Dear Sir,â��I am sorry

that I shall be unable to

attend the next meeting

of the Strand Club, but I

have received an invita-

tion to a funeral for the

same date, and you will

scarcely blame me for

choosing the more cheer-

ful function of the two.

(Hisses.)

KOIUNET s ILLUSTKAT1ON To JOHNS S THEATKLCAI. REMINISCKNCK.

"By the by,

apropos of sad-

ness, I should be

pleased if you

would draw atten

tion to a little

beauty appliance

which I have just

invented. If I

can find sufficient

fools, I shall

probably float a

company to run

the thing. So

please mention it

to the other

members.

" ' Remember/

says a ladies'

journal, in an

article entitled

' On Making the

Best of Oneself,

' that a cheerful

smile will go a

long way towards

improving the

appearance ; no

woman is really

beautiful if her

expression is dis-

contented or

morose.' This is very true, and my inven-

tion is for those who are by nature discon-

tented or morose. A clip, to which is

attached a piece of elastic, is fixed in each

corner of the upper lip. The elastic is

then passed over each

ear and drawn tightâ��

and a smile which can

scarcely be told from

the real thing is the

result. The accompany-

ing rough sketch will

give you an idea of the

contrivance.

"With kindest re-

gards to all the other

members, not forgetting

those in jail,

" Believe me,

" Yours always

respectfully,

"WALTER EMAXI/EL."

EMANLEL'S DESIGN TO EXPLAIN HIS NEWLY-



LI) C.-ESAR" was not the

man to flinch at adversity.

There was no tremor in his

voice when he addressed the

boys before they broke up

for the Christmas holidays,

and said good-bye to the school which he

had governed for thirty years.

" You may get a better head master," he

concluded, " or one you like better "â��the

furious shouts of denial drowned his voice

for some minutesâ��" you will never get one

more anxious to do well by the school." He

paused again during the outbreak of cheers.

" If you think that of meâ��Yes, yes; I

believe that you doâ��remember one thing

about ' Old Caesar,' and pass it on to the new

boys to keep in the school. 'We called the

old head "Caesar,"' you can tell them, 'because

he was always preaching to us to give Caesar

what is Caesar's. He meant that we were to

be fair to one another, and to everyone ; that

we were never to deny the debts that we owe

for kindness or help; that we were to do

good and not merely do well." Remember

that all through your lives and you won't go

far wrong. You mayn't climb so far up the

ladder of life, but you won't pull anybody

else down. Good-bye : and God bless you

all ! "

His voice did not break even then ; and

he was cheery â�� almost jovial â�� when he

shook hands with the boys, one by one, as

was his custom. Some of the elder lads

were a trifle inarticulate in their farewells ; a

few of the juniors rubbed their eyes with

their cuffs ; Jenkin, the scapegrace of the

school, snivelled undisguisedly ; but Old

Caesar never faltered.

He still kept a brave countenance when

they had all gone and he strode away to his

sanctum to write the reports, and after he

had closed the study door ; and that day and

the next, till the afternoon of Christmas Eve,

when he received a present, bought with a

hasty subscription that the boys had raised

in the tiain. Their kindness hit him in a

soft spot which adversity had missed.

He was writing the last report when the

parcel came, and the sun was just setting

over the long fields of snow which he saw

from his window. The snow kept the day-
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light after its time ; but it was almost dark

before he ceased blinking at the new gold

watch and the accompanying card :â��

Render unto Caesar the things which are Crcsar's.

With much respect and great regret,

From the School.

" The young rascals !" he said, in a voice

which tried vainly to be calm. "They know

I've always set my face against presents to

the masters. The young rascals ! We under-

stood one another! "

" We understood one another," he re-

peated, with a shaky note of triumph, when

it had grown too dark to re-read the card ;

and sat a long time, staring at the quiet

snow and pondering over the understanding

between him and his boys. Sometimes he

pushed back his scanty grey hair, and some-

times he sighed, and sometimes he smiled,

for the understanding had been shown on

occasions in curious ways. Once the upper

classes had a "book tea," and the prize

went to Ravenhill, who carried a battered

old Latin volume without a coverâ��"C.Jiilii

Ciesaris. De Bella Gallifo." It stood for

" Our respected head master," of course!

On another occasion the lower school secret

society (which was no secret to him) had

passed a resolution : " Old Cresar is a beast,

but no one is to say so, because he's fair."

They understood one another. That was the

sum total of it all. "The things which are

Caesar's!" Yes, he had fairly earned this

tribute from his boysâ��his boys no longer.

His boys no longer. He paced slowly up

and down the study, with his hands under

his coat-tails, his lung, lean fingers wrestling

with one another, wondering who would buy

this charge of three hundred young souls, and

how he would deal with them. Would he

keep a watchful but kindly eye upon Jenkin ?

Would he foster .the queer, perverse talent

of White ? Would he allow for the constitu-

tional nervousness of Smith ? Would he

guard against the outbreak of bullying in

the lower school ? Would he understand

when not to interfereâ��the hardest lesson

that a schoolmaster has to learn ? In short,

would he aim at turning out scholars or men ?

Graham would have grown men in the

school, if he could have handed it on to him

as he intended. He had been with him for

eighteen years, and had been his second for

twelve. He would have had no uneasiness

in giving over the reins to Graham. But he

had not meant to resign them to anyone for

some years yet. He was only sixty-two, and

hale and hearty ; and the school was doing

better than ever. He had contemplated an

addition to the west wing. He had eleven

thousand pounds in sound stocks before those

swindling bucket-shop circulars tempted him

to put it in a salted gold-mine. Now he

could barely pay his loss, even by selling the

school. His lawyer had hinted at "composi-

tion " and " arrangement," but he would have

none of it. The school was no longer his,

but his creditors'; though his loss was more

than their gain. To them it was only money;

to him it wasâ��the school! The school

that he had made what it was ; that he had

enlarged six-fold ; that year by year he had

improved and altered ; for which day by day

he had thought and planned. Anyhow, he

had made the school one to be proud of.

He would look round it now to see the work

of his hands, and know that it was good.

The lights were not lit in the empty rooms

and corridors, but he knew every inch of the

place in the dark; knew where each indi-

vidual boy worked, and played, and slept

He could always locate a disturbance by the

ear, and tell what boys were there, and how

they would behave. "Hassall's dormitory/"

he would mutter, listening to the sound of a

pillow-fight. " He won't let them go too

far " ; and he would walk away. " Ward's

room and Legge's. There's bad blood

between them," he would conclude, and

burst upon them like an outraged Provi-

dence. He knew the inner life of the school

better than anyone but Graham suspected;

for to him the school was wife, and child, and

friend.

This was the general room for the masters.

The enlargement which he had made five

years before began at this board that he felt

in the dark with his foot. The small billiard-

table was his last year's Christmas present to

them. The queer shaped, tall arm-chair had

come from his own room. Graham said that

it just fitted his back, so he gave it to him ;

and he left it " to keep a place ': in the old

room when he married and had a house of

his own. The consequences of his folly

were hard on Graham. He had never told

him that he was to have the school, but he

must have understood. Who but Graham

had a right to succeed to it ? And who was

so fit to rule it as good-humoured, ruddy,

burly old Graham ? How slowly he spoke,

and how his mind leapt! And how he

understood boys ! Boys and the making of

men. Old Cassar sighed and frowned at

himself in the dark.

The rocking-chair was Dale's present to

the room when he left. " Dandy Dale " they

called him. He was still a dandy when he
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came down last summer, though twenty years

had passed and he had grown prosperous

and middle-aged and fat. Old Caesar saw

him still as a tall, slim young man, languidly

stroking his well-groomed moustache. He

had the knack of managing boys. The

school would have been safe with him.

Carroll, Lewis, and Handley were good men,

too. He had been lucky with his masters.

The dusk seemed peopled with them. He

almost whispered " Good night " as he closed

the door.

The new baths and gymnasium that he

had spent a year's profits on were here, but

the doors were locked; the carpenter's shed,

built to his own design, was outlined against

the snow ; this was the class-room for the

very little boys. He seemed to see chubby

laces, and hear shrill, eager voices as he

at Berlin. And fierce, red-haired little

Batchelor, whose hot temper gave him so

much anxiety, but who grew up such a fine

lad; and Mason, the dearest little curly-

headed chap : and Payne, who would have

been his top boy if he had stayed ; and so

many others. The room was full of them

â��the children of a childless man.

He went through many other class-rooms,

and stood for a few minutes in each, looking

round in the darkness, with his thin chin on

his thin hand. Sometimes he stood by the

windows, gazing thoughtfully over the stretch

of untrodden snow. The snow-fields were

not bare to him, but crowded with boysâ��

boys who grew under his eyes to men. It

was out there that they learnt, through their

sports and games, the lesson of self-govern-

ment, as he planned that they should. He

" HE SEEMED TO SEE CHUbBY FACES, AND HEAR SHRILL, EAGER VOICES AS HE ENTERED."

entered: "Oh, pkase, sir!" " Do, sir!"

Little Edwards, who ailed so long, sat in the

third row next to the stove ; and after he

moved up the place belonged to little

orphaned Ryatt, who came youngest of any,

and used to toddle beside Old Cassar, hold-

ing his hand. Now Ryatt was Ambassador

had always insisted that they should manage

their affairs for themselves. If he or Graham

intervened it was only with an unobtrusive

hintâ��a few words that seemed unpremedi-

tated, but which they had often discussed

for hours ! " We must make men of them,

Graham," he would sayâ��" men ! " And
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Graham would draw away at his pipe and

nod.

He came at last to the big hall, where his

footsteps echoed hollowly. A single fire was

alight to keep out the damp. He paused in

front of it to warm himself. The flames

blazed up intermittently and cast a monstrous

shadow across the vacant benches, carved

with a medley of initials. They were not

vacant to him, but full of boysâ��boys at

prayers, boys at work, boys at play, boys

laughing with upturned faces, boys cheering,

as they had cheered

him the other day.

"We understood

one another," he

cried, almost

fiercely, " my boys

and I!"

The sound of his

voice in the hollow-

ness startled him.

He shut his mouth

sharply, frowned at

himself for drop-

ping even to him-

self his Spartan

mask of restraint,

and strode sharply

away. He did not

think where he was

going. It was mere

habit that took him

to his own class-

room â�� the room

where he gave a

few lessons to the

most advanced

boys ; for, busy as

he was with the

management of the

school, he could

never quite forego

the pleasure of

teaching; and the

boys who liked

learning loved to have a lesson from " Old

Cresar," for he was a rare scholar, though

humanity overrode scholarship in him.

He stood with his hand on the door-handle

for a full minute before he entered that room.

He must collect himself, he felt, before he

faced the ghosts in here ; the boys who knew

and understood him best, and who had been

almost friends to him ; the boys who were

old enough and clever enough to be critical

of his doings. He seemed as if he were going

to judgment before them. And who else

could fairly judge him ? He would stand or

HE STOOD WITH HIS HAND

FULL MINUTE BEFORE H

fall by the judgment of his boys. He drew

himself up and stalked into his phce, leav-

ing the door ajar. He could almost hear the

rustle of books and the boys' voices greeting

him ; almost see Stanley, his last head boy,

jump up and place his chair. A well-natured,

clever lad that, and likely to do well. He

placed his hand on the back of the chair and

faced the form. A row of keen faces was

watching him from the empty benches. He

could not see the benches in the dark, but he

could see themâ��his best boys !

Saunders caught

his eye first â�� the

tec.tt-_ â�¢-, - earliest of his really

brilliant boys. He

was leaning back

lazily, as usual : a

short, sleepy - look-

ing lad, with a

girlish face and

very light hair. He

held his head a

little on one side as

he asked a ques-

tion. There never

was such a boy to

put awkward ques-

tions. He would

spend hours look-

ing up a point to

pose Old Cxsar,

but Old Caesar

found the way to

pose him. H e

smiled now as he

went over the scene

again in the dark

class-room.

" You have evi-

dently looked up

this point with the

unkindly object of

posing me,

Saunders," he had

said, dryly â�� and

Old Caesar could be very dry. " Perhaps

you will put your knowledge to the more

commendable use of instructing me. I do

not know the answer. What is it ?"

" I beg your pardon, sir," Saunders had

said, promptly ; and from 'that time the posers

ceased. Saunders was a good boy, and now

he was the leader of the Bar. He had to

thank Old Caesar for his prosperity, he

always said, when he made his annual visit

to him.

The next was Merrill, who was top of the

school for nearly two years; a laughing,

ON THK DOOR-HANDLE FOR A

V. ENTERED THAT ROOM."
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jesting boy, as good at work as at play;

making play of work rather. He was a

famous comedian now and owned his

theatre, and didn't remember a word of his

school lessonsâ��only the out-of school lessons,

he had told Old Caesarâ��"the lessons that

made men of us, sir !"

" You'd have been a man, anyhow, Merrill,"

he told the empty benches. " You couldn't

help it. I had only to drum learning into

you ! "

Then there was Richards, who had passed

from knowledge, and Temple, who became a

missionary and died of fever, and Nugent-

frank, handsome Nugent, who went so

suddenly to the bad. Old Caesar had spent

a summer holiday finding him and setting him

on his feet again. Now he was a prosperous

and respected citi/.en. He would help readily

enough if he knew of this trouble, and so

would the rest of them ; but it was out of

the question that he should ask help from

his boys. They owed him nothing ; lie had

only done his duty to them ; but he wanted

to be clear that he had given them good

measure.

There was Mason also; never the top boy,

but perhaps the cleverest, and now a painter

of renown.

" I'm sorry I didn't get top, sir," he had

said, when he left, " but lessons aren't in my

line. I'm afraid I've disappointed you a bit;

butâ��you haven't had a fellow here who's

thought more of you, sir."

He had thought a lot of Mason, tooâ��a lot

of Mason.

Topliffe and Wainwright were good boys

also. They were all good boys, all of them

â�¢â��unlessâ��he had never been quite sure

about Harwood.

Harwood had become a millionaireâ��the

president of trusts and the chairman of

" rings." If the world gave him credit it

was for turning out Harwood ; but Harwood

wouldn't give any of the credit to him. He

had no respect for the things that belonged

to Caesarâ��or anyone. If he wanted a thing

he would have it; and Old Caisar was not

sure that he was always scrupulous about

the means. He had never known him abso-

lutely dishonest or untruthful; but he sailed

near the wind sometimes. He had talked to

him seriously upon several occasions, but

Harwood had received the admonitions

sullenly ; and though he had improved, or

seemed to improve, during his last term, Old

Cresar had feared that this was rather from

policy than from conviction, and their parting

had not been a happy one.

Vol. xxxii. 96

"I hope, Harwood," he had said, "that

you will turn out a good man. I am sure you

will be a successful one."

Harwood had looked at him in his obsti-

nate, broad-shouldert' way.

â�¢ " Caesar will have to look out for his own ! "

he had said. " For succeed I will! "

Old Caesar had never seen him since, and

did not want to. That a boy should leave

him despising his favourite counsel was an

outrage, and such a boy could come to no

good. But it was not his fault. He had done

his best for Harwoodâ��for all of them. He

leaned forward to the empty benches and

held up his hand.

" Boys !" he said, solemnly, " I did my best

with you. The results of my work have gone

from me ; but the work that I put into you

remains, and the world is richer for it. I

have made men. And I shall make them no

more !"

" No more !" There comes a time to

every man when these words are more than

words to him. It came then to Old

Caesar.

He groped for his chair in the dark, and

sat down on it with his face in his hands.

The door that was ajar opened softly, but he

did not hear.

" My dear old chief!" It was Saunders s

voice grown older. " Why didn't you send

and tell us ? "

" Wfll see you through!" That was

\Vainwright.

" We have a right to, sir." That was

Topliffe.

"The prodigal sons, come home rich, and

all that sort of thing, you know ! " He would

have known it was Merrill said that, if he

hadn't recognised the voice.

" Why, hang it all, sir," cried Nugent, " all

I have is yours !"

" My dear old chief," said Mason, huskily,

" we owe it to the worldâ��the men who've

got to beâ��that you should go on here.

Good old maker of men!" Mason had

always understood him best.

They wrung his fingers and put substantial

hands on his shoulders, these ghosts ; tall,

sturdy ghosts with moustaches and beards.

Some of them had grown portly and some of

them were a trifle bald ; but they laughed

like boys, and boys they were to him.

"My dear lads!" he said. "My dear

lads ! So you have heard ? And you come

â��of course you comeâ��to offer help to me.

I can't take it; but you are kind, most kind !

You've wives and families, and I can't rob

them. ' The things which are Caesar's !''
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" Most of what we have is Ciesar's," said cleanly, and I don't mind who hears me own

a decisive, broad man in the background ; it. Graham wrote and told me; and I dug

" and Cnesar has no right to refuse the tribute out the other fellows and brought them,

that is his." because â�� well, they were better chaps at

The old man gave a sudden cry. school than I was, and I thought you'd like

" THE DOOR THAT WAS AJAR OPENED SOFTLY, BUT HE DID NOT HEAR."

" Harwood ! " he said. " My boy ! "

" Harwood," said the broad man.

And in the dark their hands found each

other.

to have them round you. ' The things which

are Cesar's ! ' "

" You, too, Harwood ! " cried Old Cresar,

eagerly. " You, too ! Everybody who was

"There's nothing on my hand that you ever at the school! I â�� I â�� confound it

need mind shaking it," said the blunt voice. all ! â�� I'm growing into a snivelling old man !

"It's due to you that I've made my pile My boys 1â�� my boys!"



BY MARK HAMBOURG.

O write an article on piano-

playing in such a way that

would-be pianists may gather

cut-and-dried hints from it

would be almost as unnecessary

as it would be impossible, since,

in the first place, the A B C of piano-playing

can be learnt by anyone anywhere, and,

in the second place, because the tempera-

ment and emotional capabilities of players

differ to such an extraordinary degree. All I

shall attempt, therefore, in this article is to

direct the thoughts of my readers into

channels that many of them may have never

visited before, in the hope that 1 may for

them throw some new light upon music and

induce them to look upon it from a different

and from a wider point of view.

It is unnecessary for me to say other than

as a matter of course that very real genius,

or talent for his instrument, is absolutely

indispensable to the pianist with high artistic

aims, for the amount of competition in this

particular walk of life is almost appalling, and

in London alone there are literally thousands

of really brilliant pianists struggling for

existence. The very word " genius " implies

the possession of high and peculiar natural

gifts, and it is by exercising these in the best

and fullest way that their possessor is usually

enabled to show himself or herself superior

to others. But in piano-playing talent alone

will never raise the performer above that

" dead level of mediocrity" which stamps

the average amateur. Something more than

talent is needed; there must be earnestness,

devotion, whole-hearted enthusiasm. These

absent, success is scarcely possible; with

them, it is well within reach.

And it is in the very earliest stages of his

career that the devotion and enthusiasm so

essential to the highest success are developed

or crushed, according to how the player is

handled by those who have charge of him.

Indeed, the value of the young pianist's early

training cannot easily be over-estimated, for

by it he may be made or marred. Devotion

and enthusiasm, though essential factors of

success, must be kept within reasonable

bounds, especially in the early stages of

training. More particularly must care be

exercised in the case of a child, for it is in

childhood that the risk of over-pressure and

over-practice is greatest. The remedy lies,

of course, with the parent, who should

promptly detect, and as discreetly repress,

the very earliest symptoms of over-work in

his child. Were parents always on the alert

for such indications we should, I think, hear

less often of genius as synonymous with

madness. It is only because the physical

and mental structures are so often sacrificed

to the development of the one great gift that

this libel has attained a certain degree of

currency.

I well remember how, as a child, I was

always encouraged to take an active part in

boyish games, but I am afraid every youthful

enthusiast is not blessed with a father so

prudent in this respect as my own. In fact, I

am well assured that there is many a talented

child at this moment undergoing a musical

training which will be productive of more

harm than good owing to parental indis-

cretion. Serious practice should on no

account be commenced before the child is

eight years old.

Readers must not, however, imagine that

because I hold these views about the early

training of the very young, I advocate a lazy

life for all students of music. On the

contrary, no one knows better than myself

that it is only the strenuous worker who can

hope to succeed in public. That is why I

smile when I read, as 1 sometimes do, that

" Mark Hambourg works only for one hour

each day." As a matter of fact, I work pretty

nearly all day, but, of course, I do not spend
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all my time at the piano. As a general rule,

my actual practising occupies about three

hours, but I pass many more in studying the

great masterpieces of literature and in keeping

in close touch with current events. The

necessity for this will, I think, be apparent

on reflection, for, once out of touch with what

is going on about him, an artist cannot bring

the same breadth of mind to bear upon his art.

To all readers, therefore, I give this advice :

Widen your intelligence in every possible

way ; add liberally to your experience of life ;

extend your knowledge of travel; make

yourself thoroughly familiar with the thoughts

and writings of the poets, philosophers, and

historians of ancient and modern times.

Here is food in plenty for the mind of any-

one ; the result will find expression through

the widened intelligence that will be brought

to bear upon his or her

own special metier. Thus

the musician will im-

prove his playing, the

artist his painting, and

^^litterateur his writings,

and so on.

I advocate the " strenu-

ous life " to all, the more

heartily because I realize

how peculiarly liable

artistes are, as a body,

From this point of view, then, I advise

every would-be pianist to pay great attention

to his bodily comfort and to give every en-

couragement to anything that is likely to raise

the tone of his physical structure, otherwise

his mental and emotional conditions will

necessarily be impaired; and inasmuch as

taste, temperament, and emotion are the very

keynotes of artistic success in the sphere of

music, it will readily be seen how fatal must

be the effect of any cause that tends to pinch

or starve the emotions.

Engage, therefore, in everything that will

stimulate your emotion, and let emotion

direct your playing ; in other words, play

as you feel, never forgetting that the piano,

more than any other instrument, must be

played with feeling, since to the average hearer

the instrument itself is absolutely soulless.

Similarly constructed phrases should never be played quite in the same way. Thus, if a man

were to say, " 1 love you, dear," three times running, he would not say the words each time in

the same lone of voice. There are any number of ways of playing the above set of phrases,

all of which are equally correct. Five variations are shown by the expression marks above.

to become lazy and narrow-minded. Not that

this laziness necessarily comes out in the purely

professional studies of the musician ; it is

more likely to show itself in the indifference

with which he regards everything outside his

art. Indeed, I cannot sec how an artiste can

be other than indifferent if he has but one

great purpose in life ; there is bound to be a

certain measure of lassitude in every depart-

ment except that of his music, which will itself

suffer sooner or later in some degree.

Laziness in an artiste usually denotes lack

of balance, and Art is not lazy, though it

certainly inclines to luxury and, I think,

thrives best on it. There is, I admit, much in

the impetus of necessity, and many artistes, I

grant, have achieved fame only after a tre-

mendous struggle with adversity; but I cannot

help thinking that the physical temperament

of these men must have been impaired by

the privations they endured, and the incentive

of poverty is not, in my opinion, at all neces-

sary for the evolution of the truly great artiste.

Given talent, determination, and force of

character, the artiste will usually force his

way to the front from whatever station of life

he comes, but he is more likely to do this

if unhampered by worldly cares.

Another point â��which, by the way, is

often missed by musiciansâ��is that music,

being the expression of thoughts in sound,

has its grammar, its punctuation, and its

syntax, and therefore requires the same

means of interpretation as language. The

connection between music and language is,

indeed, much closer than people usually

imagine. For this reason I strongly recom-

mend all musicians to study declamation. \Ve

all know that a great actor in undertaking a

new role strains every nerve to make his

interpretation of it perfect. He neglects

nothing in the way of contrasts, climaxes,

pauses, emphases, and so onâ��each and all

of which play upon the emotions of his

audience. Is not the pianist's an exactly

parallel case ? He, too, must make his

contrasts, his climaxes, his pauses, and his

emphasesâ��in short, ever)- movement must

be rendered with the emotion it calls up.

This explains very largely the shade of

difference which usually marks the inter-

pretation of the same passage by different

players, and also explains why an artiste never

plays a piece twice running in exactly the

same way. In the first place, all pianists are

not equally e/notional, consequently their
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interpretations vary in some degree ; in the

second, no player is ever swayed by his

emotions to exactly the same extent every

time he plays a particular piece, the result

being that his performance of the work is but

an expression, so to speak, of the mood of

the moment.

To revert once more to the case of the

actor, the parallel will be found in the fact that

he rarely, if ever, speaks his most telling lines

with precisely the same intonation at every

performance, and this for the reason I have

given in the case of the pianist. In a similar

way the man who makes a speech and has

occasion to repeat some particular phrase

more than once is certain never to give the

words the same intonation each time. And

the pianist, who, remember, is expressing his

feelings just as much and as plainly as the

speaker, will never repeat in the same way

any phrase that occurs several times in a

piece, unless it is a phrase with a meaning

which demands an exact repetition each time,

such as the three bass notes that are the chief

characteristics of Rachmaninoff's Prelude,

and which are intended to represent the

regular wail of the peasants as they pull the

barges along the Volga in Russia.

I may perhaps be forgiven if at this

point I mention the story of the actress who

had to kiss her lover ten times, since

it is a good illustration of the importance

of varying the method of rendering a re-

curring phrase.

She kissed

him each time

in a different

way â�� and

brought the

house down.

I am led na-

turally by these

considerations

to the question

of traditions

and how closely

they should be

followed. In

the main they

be influenced, though not enslaved, by them ;

afterwards, when your mind is fully developed,

by all means give them the impress of indi-

viduality.

It is during your student days, also, that

you should listen to as much music as

possible. Some of that music will probably

be very poor stuff, in which case I advise you

to forget it as quickly as possible. In all

probability, however, most of the music which

you will hear at this time will be neither good

nor bad; still, you will derive a certain

amount of profit from listening to it, with a

view to detecting the weak points and making

mental notes of anything in the rendering

of the piece that strikes you as being capable

of improvement. More especially will a

mediocre performance be of use to you if

you have already heard one or two really fine

interpretations of the same piece. You will

then easily see what effects have been missed,

and will be able to judge the value of such

effects.

Some orthodox musicians are dead against

all this, and deny the artiste any liberty at all.

They insist that music calls for no individual

interpretation at the hands of its exponents.

" Play the notes as they are written," they

say, "and leave the composer alone." Now,

that rule may apply very well to live-finger

exercises ; but the music which is performed

by an artiste on the concert platform requires

very different treatment, for it is a language of

**.' r, .. r'f..

Animntn.t*.*.*:

ABEGG

Correct accentuation is the stumbling-block of mediocre musicians, who stick to the purely correct

metrical accent and omit the rhythmical accent, while, if they make an emotional accent, they do so

as a rule quite unconsciously. In the above passage, which is very typical of Schumann, the metrical

accent comes on the first note of each bar (a), but the rhythmical accent comes on the last note of the

bar (i), because that note matks the commencement of a phrase. In this case the metrical accent has to

be sacrificed entirely to the rhythmical accent, since, if music Is played without attention being paid to

phrasing, it is just as senseless as a sentence without stops.

must be accepted by the student, for they are

the outcome of years of study and experience

from the greatest geniuses in every country,

though some artistes have gone so far as to

say that " Traditions are the tomb of Art."

To declare open war against traditions and to

fancy that you are original simply because

you break away from them is both unneces-

sary and unwise. On the contrary, you should

study them carefully, and allow yourself to

beautiful sounds in which he has to express

his various emotions. Every great conductor

puts his own interpretation on the music

which he happens to be directing, just as

every great actor reads into his part the

meaning which best suits his own indi-

viduality. Why, then, should the pianist be

blamed for giving the stamp of individuality

to his interpretation of a musical work ?

Indeed, the stronger the individuality of the
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player the more effective, as a rule, will be

his rendering of the piece.

In music and in drama the work to be

performed is in the first instance created by

the composer and the playwright respectively,

but the work of creation does not end there.

The musician and the actor are also creators,

investing the music or words with the light

and shade without which the performance

would be stale, flat, and altogether unprofit-

able.

Can the musician guarantee to his audience

that every time he plays a given passage he

will be in the same mood ? Certainly not ;

but neither can the conductor or the actor in

their respective roles. In the case of a

musical artiste the difference between any

two of his renderings will be equally slightâ��

a note accentuated here, a subtlety of mean-

ing emphasized there, and so on ; still, it is

in this that his originality can be displayed,

and there will be a difference, although,

whatever be the mood of the performer, he

must, of course, adapt himself to the style of

the composer and the composition.

By all means, then, cultivate your origin-

ality. You will find that it is the creative

artiste who is

appreciated in

most quarters;

that he is in-

stinctively and

spontaneously

welcomed, for

instance, not

only by the

masses, but by

other artistesâ��

in fact, by all

whose minds

are quick to

recognise the

beautiful wher-

ever it exists.

You will find,

also, that where

originality is

viewed with

suspicion and disapproval, the cause can

almost always be traced either to ignorance

or to disappointed ambition. None but the

most mediocre of musicians will refuse to

admit that one artiste may have a very

different conception of a piece of music from

that held by another player. Again, it is

only the mediocre musician, or critic, who

somehow fails to see that both performances

may be correct, just as, for example, Hamlet

may be played quite correctly, though on

entirely different lines, by two or three great

actors.

On the important subject of technique I

could say a good deal, but I must on the

present occasion make my remarks as brief as

possible. The word "technique" it, I think,

generally misunderstood. If a pianist plays

quickly, but at the same time with a fair

amount of distinctness, the public exclaims,

" What marvellous technique '. " As a matter

of fact, that is not real technique at all. I

should prefer to call it a dexterous exhibition

of digital acrobatics. The real elements of

technique, as I understand them, are power,

execution, endurance, tone-production, touch,

velocity, intensity, and phrasing.

How, then, is this remarkable combination

to be acquired by the student ? In the first

place he must, as I have already pointed out,

at all costs keep physically in the pink of

condition ; in the second, he must cultivate

alertness of mind. Thus equipped he will l>e

able to derive the requisite benefit from the

actual practising. I recommend that the two

morning hours of practice be devoted to

technique, but these hours should be

separated by an interval, for benefit ceases

Here is another instance in which the metrical accent has to be sacrificed to the rhythmical accent.

The inner comes at the commencement of the phrases (i), while the former would fall upon the lost

note but one of the phrase. There is also an emotional accent in this passage (3), to which, when it

occurs, the rhythmical accent is partly sacrificed. This emotional accent occurs also at the finish of

the first phrase, though not in so marked a degree. In both cases, however, there should be a slight

break afterwards, similar to a pause for breath in a song. The phrasing at the end is slightly different,

as will be seen from the marks of accentuation.

as soon as the muscles show signs of fatigue.

To practise scales for four solid hours in a

state bordering upon physical and mental

collapse, under the impression that because

your muscles ache you must have strengthened

them enormously, is sheer folly, yet I have

known this to be done by more than one

deluded individual.

There are many who contend that a pianist

should never be powerful, and yet these very

persons insist that a violinist and a 'cellist must
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In Schumann's fourth variation on a theme of Clara Wieck is to be found a very striking example

of the almost entire sacrifice of both metrical and rhythmical accents to the emotional accent. 1 he

metrical accent would fail on the first bass chord (r), the rhythmical accent would come on C in the

md this will be the most accentuated note

:o show the rhythmical accent as well, but

right hand (2), but the emotional accent comes on D (3), and this will be the most accentuated note

in the phrase in each case, although care must be taken to

less prominently.

have a big tone, just as they expect to find a

powerful voice in a singer, actor, or public

speaker. They forget that the pianoforte is

an instrument of contrastsâ��the very name

conveys the ideaâ��and is a sort of miniature

orchestra, which calls for striking dynamic

effects.

At the risk of making a slight digression I

would here like to call the attention of my

readers to a somewhat curious point. It is,

I think, something more than a coincidence

that emotional piano-playing has been much

less developed in countries where the organ

is used. If proof be needed we have but to

contrast the style of the Russian pianist and

that of the player from Western Europe. In

Western Europe piano-playing has, as a rule,

been developed under the influence of the

organ, because the organ is a much older

instrument than the piano, and when the

latter was introduced pianists naturally turned

to the organâ��as being a similar instrument

â��as a pattern for the effects to be produced.

But the organist cannot perforce express

emotion through the pipes of the organ in

the same way that the pianist can through

the tips of his fingers and the wires of the

piano, and consequently the art of touch,

which plays so

where organ

music is com-

paratively un-

known, pianists

have developed

quite a different

style of playing,

for they have

acquired their

effects by copy-

ing the orches-

tra, the singer,

and the actor, so that declamation and variety

of colour in their playing were naturally

developed. Indeed, I may say that most of

the great emotional and imaginative pianists

have been either Russians or Poles, or have

at least been trained in the Russian school.

Such names as Paderewski, Rosenthal, Hoff-

mann, Essipoff, Leschetizky, and Rubinstein

will at once occur to the reader. Emil Sauer,

though neither a Russian nor a Pole, was

a pupil of Rubinstein, and therefore came

under Russian influence.

The study of expression is another very

important question. The watchword here

should be "breadth." Everything that is

broad and noble in the world of art is of

assistance. For tone-colour the art galleries

may be visited ; to understand the relation

of words to music and for suggestions of

rhythm, visit the Operaâ��in short, borrow

widely from Art to aid your art. There must

be no room in your mind for pettiness and

sordidness if you would be a great pianistâ��

or a great anything.

To give a few technical hints, I may say

that in practising the student should never

play a piece right through from beginning

to end till it has been thoroughly learned.

important apart

where the piano

is concerned,

never had the

same import-

ance with the

organ, and was

not, therefore,

cultivated. The

pianist who

took his ex-

ample from the

organ, then,

learnt nothing

about touch or

emotional play-

ing.

Now in Russia,

T20.

Chopin's twentieth prelude is a piece which appeals to the writer's emotions very acutely. It can be

played in many different ways, and hardiy ever appeals to him on two consecutive occasions exactly in^

the same manner.
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Study the music as you would a piece of

poetry which you purpose committing to

memoryâ��idea by idea, and so on. When

one phrase has been perfected, treat the next

in the same way; then play the two together,

making any modifications that suggest them-

selves to you as improving the effect. Pro-

ceed in this way till you have mastered the

whole piece and have assured yourself that

your rendering is as finished as you can

possibly make it.

Let the first days of serious practice be

devoted to Bach. No other composer teaches

u-i i \\ ^,*{rjj==s

compositions as if they were mere technical

studies is to violate the very principles of the

composer and to bring into disrepute the

interpretations of such masters as Liszt,

Rubinstein, and Kiilow.

I need hardly say that no piece should

ever be played in public till after many

months of practice. When it is remembered

that the late Sir Henry Irving himself con-

fessed that he studied Hamlet for ten years

before he ventured to play it, no one will, I

think, be prepared to deny that at least a year

of preparation should precede the inclusion

of an important piece

in the programme of

a big recital.

Of course,

throughout all this

period of prepara-

tion you must never

forget that mere

mechanical practice

is almost valueless.

Your whole heart

and soul must work

with your fingers :

otherwise you had

Here are three entirely different methods of rendering the recurring phrase in the twentieth

prelude. In the first instance the music is played straightforwardly, in the second the right

hand brings out the melody by accentuation of the top notes, and in the third case a different

effect entirely is produced by accentuating the harmony. In playing the piece the two phnuses

should never Iw played in the same way.

one so well the proper control of the hands

and fingers. Moreover, one has to be ever

on the alert to grasp and execute his meaning

correctly; hence you will find in Bach an

excellent cure for the moodiness that so

frequently makes you feel disinclined for

serious work. The attentive student will

have no difficulty in grasping at once the

meaning of the composer, for Bach's passages

are invariably short and well defined.

After Bach I recommend a thorough study

of Beethoven's sonatas, followed by a course

of the romantic school as interpreted by

Schubert, Schumann, and Chopin Schumann

especially will test your capacity for phrasing.

In studying Beethoven you must, above all,

bear in mind that he was a giant with a soul

above conventionalities. To treat Beethoven's

better leave the

piano alone al-

together.

As regards method

of attack, profes-

sional pianists have been accused of affecta-

tion and posing because they raise their hands

and arms high above the keyboard. I might

perhaps point out that while in organ-playing

this is obviously unnecessary, yet where the

piano is concerned the raising of the hand

and forearms to different heights above the

keys plays the same role in piano-playing that

lifting and changing the bow does in violin-

playing. The motion is used for purposes of

phrasing and to secure variety of tone colour.

All the great virtuosiâ��Rubinstein, Liszt, the

best pupils of the Leschetizky school, as well

as d'Albert, Rosenthal, Busoni, and Sauerâ��

employ this method, and everything a virtuoso

does is done for some purpose, since his aim

is always to infuse into his interpretation

intellect, soul, and life.
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MR. MARK HAM-

BOURG, whose

article on " Emo-

tions and the Piano"

occupying the preceding

pages will be read with

the greatest interest by

all lovers of music, is

universally known as

one of the greatest

masters of his instru-

ment now before the

public â�� a master not

only in the technique

of playing but, as the

article in question bears

evidence, in that feeling

for the emotional power

of music without which

the highest manual skill

is of no value. He was born on May

3oth, 1879, at Bogutchar, in the province of

Voronezh, Southern Russia. His father, who

studied under Nicholas Rubinstein at the

Conservatoire at Moscow, is well known as

frvm a]

a professor of advanced

piano - playing, and

was, therefore, able to

give the boy from

his earliest youth those

artistic surroundings

which, if not, perhaps,

absolutely essential

in the case of a natural

genius, are nevertheless

invaluable accessories

to its due development.

His musical inclina-

tions were displayed at

a very early age, and

almost as soon as he

could speak he used to

sing nearly all the folk-

songs of the district.

At the age of three

the boy began to show signs of unmistakable

musical genius, but his father, wiser than most

parents, did not allow this unusual aptitude

to tempt him into beginning the child's

musical education too early. When Mark

from n I /
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the opportuni-

ties of prepar-

ing him for his

future career,

Professor Ham-

bourg accepted

a professor-

ship at the Mos-

cow Conserva-

toire. Moscow-

being one of

the great musi-

cal centres af-

forded the young

musician many

facilities for

i mprovement,

and liis advance

was so rapid

that his father

soon decided t'rÂ°""l} *GE -Â°-

to migrate to

London. When the family settled in England

Mark was only ten years old, but the few

recitals he gave on his arrival so impressed

the critics and the public that he was

speedily engaged for a provincial tour, upon

which he was accompanied by his father,

who took special care that he should not

neglect his studies. Acting upon the advice

of Dr. Richter, Mr. Paderewski, and oilier

friends. Professor Hambourg next sent his

son to Vienna, where for three years he

studied under the great master, Lescheti/.ky,

who from the first took the keenest interest

in his pupil, eventually bringing him out at

was eight years one of the Philharmonic Concerts, then

old he received taking place under Richter's conductorship.

his first serious Upon his return to London Mark Harn-

lesson in bourg, after a few concerts, entered into an

music,and with- engagement for his first Australian tour.

in six months which proved a very successful one, while

had made suf- two years later, in 1897, he undertook a

ficient progress second tour in Australia. The two following

to take part years were spent in study, and, holding, a~

in a public con- he still does, that a true artiste must alsf>

cert, where he be a man of culture, he devoted much oi

secured quite his time to improving his knowledge of

an ovation. general subjects. Meanwhile he gave recitals

With a vie w occasionally at various European centro.

to increasing and in 1899 undertook his first Anu-r.

can tour. Sini r

then Mr. Ham

bourg has touu-r

almost continu

ally, until he i>

entitled to rank . s

almost as great a

traveller as he is a

musician. He was

the first single per-

former to test the

musical apprecia-

tion of the South

African pub-

lic, no one - man

show ever having

been attempted

there previously

to his tour twn

years ago. Mr.

Hambourg is at

present engaged

on an English

provincial tour,

while his recital

at the Queen's

Hall during

last October,

and the an-

nouncement of

his forthcoming

marriage, have

been two of the

most striking

events of the

present season.



MR. MARK HAMBOURG.

77i

MR. MARK HAMBOURG-PRESENT DAY.

Fran a Photo, hjr ruchtr-Srhnamipt, Uerlin.



four o'clock in the

afternoon of that snowy

winter night was already

at hand, and in the

palace forecourt the

guard was mounting

under the glaring arc-lamp. In the great

salon the Grand Duke Maximilian stood

in a window recess and watched the ceremony

with a curve of the lips, for the formal side

of life failed to impress him with his import-

ance. He was a tall, bony man, all of six

feet in height, with a hard, humorous face

fledged sparsely with heard and moustache,

and a drooping siouch to his heavy shoulders

that made his uniform hang on him clumsily.

His outward appearance betokened nothing

so much as a reckless and even a some-

what slovenly bonhomie â�� a great, good-

humoured clown, one would have said ; but

his suite made no such mistake. He was

famous through Russia for his ruthless self-

indulgence ; he was known for a conscience-

less satyr, an adroit panderer to each of his

desires ; and the guard was now mounting

before his palace to prevent a recurrence of

the attempts that had already been made to

kill him.

He stood, his red hands, like the hands of

some gnarled moujik, clasped behind his

back, and waited for the officer of the guird

to come and mike his report. He saw the

men bestowed upon their duties, the sentry

of the first watch receive his orders and fall-

to striding his beat, black against the trodden

snow, the others troop off to the guard-room,

and then the smart, fur-clad captain came

jauntily across the court and entered the

palace. A minute later, and he stood saluting

before the Grand Duke, drawling his brief and

formal report that the customary disposi-

tions had been made.

" Yes," answered the Grand Duke, care-

lessly, "but I wish you would not put your

confounded sentries near the little door on the

Moika. Iâ��er â��wanted to go out the other

night, on a little affair of my own, and their

challenges and salutes were as bad as a

review."

The officer fidgeted. If the Grand Duke

were to make changes in the arrangements,

the responsibility would remain where it was,

unaltered.

" Your Highness," he urged, " the shadow

in that place is a particular invitation to the

evilly disposed. I dare not leave such a gap

in the defences. Anyone coming along the

canal, say a man on a barge, could toss a

bomb through the windows of the first floor

or on to the platform of the little door. And

your Highness will remember that the respon-

sibility in this instance is mine."
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The Grand Duke smiled and looked up

quickly.

" Yes," he said, " that was a good ideaâ��

to make the officer of the guard responsible

personally was a stroke of genius. But I can-

not be troubled in this manner. I do not

care to make my goings-out a matter of

barrack chatter, and you must leave the little

door free. Why, man, it was for my special

purposes that I had that door pierced in the

wall."

The officer shuffled his feet nervously. He

was a young man, and the work was trying.

Moreover, the hard blue eyes and purposeful

smile of the Grand Duke discomfited him;

he suspected that he might protest and pro-

test and yet have to take his orders. But he

made another attempt.

" Really, sir, the times are very dangerous,"

he pleaded. "If only your Highness would

indicate the route you are likely to follow on

your excursions, we could at least police the

streets with agents in plain clothes and hold

cavalry in reserve near by. But ifâ��

He stopped ; the Grand Duke was frankly

laughing at him, with his great head cast

back so that the captain saw the coarse hair

that clothed his throat.

" Do you think that I go out at night

specially to publish my destination?" he

demanded. " Really, my young friend, you

have an unconscious humour which refreshes

me. But it wastes time," he went on, suddenly

becoming quite serious. He bent his heavy

brows on the young man imperiously. " You

will move the sentries, please, as I have

indicated, and you will do it at once. It will

not be necessary for you to give any reason

for doing so. See to it that my privacy is

assured."

He nodded to dismiss the officer, who was

staring at him aghast, and added, as he

turned away : " To be menaced is one thing :

to be inconvenienced is quite another."

The captain heard him rumbling this to

himself as he left the room to obey his orders.

It was late that night when the Grand

Duke at length proceeded to put the little

door to its use. He opened it cautiously

from within and reconnoitred with a head

thrust round its edge. He was clad in

commonplace mufti and furs that did not

show as expensive ; as he stepped forth and

closed the door behind him he might easily

have been taken for any worthy merchant

calmly braving the night in a troublous time.

The quay and the canal were alike void of

life as far as the eye carried, and the only

lights were those from the tall windows of

the palace, gleaming faintly on the thin,

rough ice of the canal. The Grand Duke

hurried towards the lights of the Nevsky

Prospekt, for his destination lay on the other

side of that highway, and came without delay

into the region of life and action.

He emerged from a side street at the point

where the Kazan Cathedral stands back in

the depths of an open space, and here there

was the usual disorderly crowd listening to

mob orators. He paused a moment to enjoy

the situation, and marked with amusement

how the fervour of the nearest demagogue

was tempered with a wise apprehension, and

how he glanced incessantly about him for the

first show of troops driving a lane through

the audience. The Grand Duke even heard

his own name and cocked an ear to gather

what was said. It was only the usual

denunciation in the unvarying phrasesâ��

"parasite," "lustful oppressor," and the rest.

It was not interesting, and a recitation of his

misdeeds which followed was not even true.

He yawned and was about to pass on, when

a howl from the orator and his quick leap

from his perch signalled that there were

soldiers on the scene and the time for saying

what one thought was at an end.

The infantrymen rushed the throng and

drove it into the side streets, and with it went

the Grand Duke. Scared men jostled him

and he jostled heartily in return ; one cursed

him in a frenzy of fear, and the Grand Duke

struck him across the face and pressed

forward over his body. One man who

stumbled caught at his arm.

"Hold me up, brother,' he prayed, "or

they will trample me to death."

"Up you come, then," said the Grand

Duke, and hoisted him to his feet, barring

the road to those who pressed behind till

he was established. He was a Russian to

the core, this Maximilian.

He knew St. Petersburg as few know it,

and fought his way clear of the crowd

presently to turn into a dark alley that

branched aside from the street. The mob

raved past, crazy with terror of the bayonets

and whips that had already ceased to follow

it, and Maximilian leaned against a wall to

draw his breath awhile. He was here in the

shadow of a gateway, when he heard and

then saw a man come round the corner and

into the alley. A lamp lower down let his

shape be seen, and the Grand Duke, from

his vantage in the shadow, watched him

silently. The man wheezed as with the

strain of running, and yet he seemed to

move with care, for silence rather than for
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speed, for he tiptoed his way with a grotesque

caution. In fact, his gait was so unusual

that the Grand Duke, for ever grateful for

something to break the orderliness of the

days, developed a strong curiosity, and was

pleased when

the man in his

turn came to an

anchor in a

doorway nearly

'opposite with a

1 oag sigh of

relief, and sat

down on his

haunches on

the snow.

He could be

seen, as I have

said, but with

no sharp dis-

tinctness. It was

rather the mass

of him that was

visible than the

contour, and no

sooner was he

seated than he

busied himself

with some in-

scrutable affair.

He appeared to

be labouring at

his clothing,

always with an

extreme cau-

tion, and more

than once he

paused to look

up and down

the alley in case

anyone should

be coming

velvet-footed over the snow. The Grand

Duke in his shelter craned to watch him,

and at last he was able to make out that the

man had drawn some object from a hiding-

place under his coat and had laid it on the

ground beside him. He was bending over

it, with both hands upon it, when the Grand

I >uke, as cautiously as he, ventured a step or

two forward and got his first clear view of

the thing. It was a small box, about the

size and shape of a cigar-box, and it told him

everything. He drew back noiselessly to his

doorway, and the hard, pitiless smile came

out on his face while he thought the matter

over. Here, at last, was a bomb throwerâ��

one of those dreaded moles of the revolution

who come to the surface only when they

THE GRAND DUKE STRUCK HIM ACROSS THE FACE.

loose death and terror on the world. Such

a bomb, no doubt, was the one which had

killed the horses of his troika in the street a

fortnight since. Possibly, even, this was the

man who had thrown it. His smile broadened

as he reflected,

and he shrank

back more

closely to the

veil of the

gloom as the

man repacked

his contrivance

under his coat

and rose to his

feet

He never

even searched

the corners near

by with a glance.

All his caution

was for the ends

of the alley, and

he moved away

at once. Maxi-

milian gave him

a start and then

followed, in-

terested at last,

as a man is

interested who,

after long hunt-

ing, finds the

spoor of worthy

game at last.

The appoint-

ment in the

little appartc-

ment across the

Nevsky Pro-

spekt was for-

gotten utterly;

he busied himself to keep his man in view and

not to be seen by him. He had no training

as a tracker of men, but he made no mis-

takes. The game touched the core of him ;

he came through the crowded places which

they presently reached with no ostentation or

haste, with never a false movement of hum",

that could draw attention to him, yet the

man he hunted was always within view. The

trail passed over to the quarters behind the

markets, where the narrow streets tangle in

filth, and still through the darkness the

Nihilist strode with his bomb under his

coat, and the Grand Duke dogged him

skilfully.

The streets were getting emptier, and at

last the man looked over his shoulder and



THE NIHILIST

775

saw the tall figure behind, walking on after

him in the pose of preoccupation. In that

grim trade, to be followedâ��to guess, if but

for a moment, that one is being followedâ��

is to taste the bitterness of the fear of death,

and the Nihilist doubled his pace and turned

the next corner and the next, and the next

after that. Then he looked round again, his

lips tightening to the measure of his dread as

he did so ; there, no farther away and no

nearer, was still the tall man, his head bowed.

To the Nihilist his advance, his dumb, un-

swerving persistence, seemed fraught with all

the force of fate ; and once more he set off,

to take the next corner and run at the top of

his speed.

He chased

through the silent

streets desperately.

He was an under-

fed factory hand,

normally, a creature

whose lungs were

wasted on indoor

air, and capable of

one supreme effort

of daring, and one

only. That would

be when he threw

his bomb, to perish

with his victim in

one red ruin ; and

now cold fingers

tightened on his

heart. He dashed

with a breath that

came in sobs round

one corner after

another ; and had

he but known it,

he shook the Grand

Duke altogether off

his trail. It was

sheer luck that

Maximilian, run-

ning too, with all

his vast power of

muscle to uphold

him against this

flimsy enemy,

should take one

turning before all others, and hear, near by,

the shuffling feet of one who ran. The

Grand Duke abated his pace at once ; he

could hardly restrain himself from laughing

aloud ; and so it was that the Nihilist, when

next he paused to make sure that he was

safe, saw again that tall man still following

him in the horror of silence and assurance.

THE MAN LOOK'Kl) OVER HIS

TALI. FIGURE

He started to run again, blind terror

capturing all his faculties for the moment, but

the reason he had nurtured so sedulously on

the literature of Russian Liberalism came

suddenly to his rescue. He recognised its

promptings, with a sense of surprise that

reason should have any sway over him in

such a crisis. It was as though he had

exhausted the resources of fear and been

stranded on this scanty acquirement. But

such as it was, it served him ; he turned

where he was, and -came slowly and

deliberately back to his pursuer. The two

paused and stood face to face, and for

perhaps the space of a minute there was no

word spoken.

Each scanned

the other closely;

the Grand Duke

saw only the usual

weakling, a wisp

of a man, ill-clad,

with the sharp,

pale face and eyes

of intelligence out-

distancing culture.

He smiled uncon-

sciously, and at this

the Nihilist made

an involuntary

movement of with-

drawing, for of all

the caricatures

circulated by the

secret leagues,

none portrayed

the Grand Duke

Maximilian save as

a lean man who

smiled callously.

The Nihilist knew

that smile. He

gasped and stam-

mered.

" Youâ��you are

Maximilian ! " he

cried, in incoherent

realization.

And the tall

man, whose face

was close to his, â�¢

and who smiled yet, answered with a

nod.

"What have you to do with me, then?"

quavered the younger.

" You interest me," answered Maximilian.

" I have several things to say to you. Is

there any place close at hand where we can

speak together ? "

BHOULOKM AND SAW THE

BEHINO."
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" None." The Nihilist spoke with emphasis.

He judged rightly that the Grand Duke had

other reasons for desiring to know where he

lived. " I have no home of my own, if that

is what you mean."

" Ah !" The Grand Duke gave no further

sign of disappointment but the smile. " But

I mean to talk to you at my ease all the

same. If the edge of the pavement is good

enough for me,

will it suit you?"

Disdaining cau-

tion, he turned

his back and

seated himself

on the high

kerb.

"Come," he

cried, looking

up mockingly

to where the

other stood in

bewilderment.

" Come, com-

rade, take the

seat at my

elbow. I am

not particular

about my guests

to-night, and

you can there-

fore afford to

be tolerant of

your host."

The other

obeyed; in the

way of large

geniality the

Grand Duke

Maximilian

could exercise

something akin

to charm.

T hey were

perched to-

gether at the

edge of the

gutter, the Grand Dulce with his legs stretched

before him, grossly at his ease, strong, smil-

ing, dominant ; the Nihilist crouched timidly,

his feet drawn under him, tense, fearful, and

nursing under his coat the machinery of

murder.

" Will you take a cigarette ?" suggested the

Grand Duke. " No? Well, I will srmke one

while we talk." He lit it with an extravagant

show of being at his ease, turning his back

on his companion to shield the match-flame

from the wind.

COME, COMRADE, TAKE THK SEAT AT MY ELBOW.

" Now," he said, as the end glowed and

lighted up his lean, whimsical face. " Now,

one does not run away from one's friends.

Why so particularize me, of all the people

you have met to-night, as to run from me in

that silly fashion?"

The Nihilist had his rare moments of good

quality, and one came to him now. " You

had distinguished me by chasing me," he

answered, with

some spirit:

" it seemed to

me 1 could do

no less than

give you a run

for it."

Maximilian

nodded seri-

ously. "But

you were

afraid," he

objected. "You

were clucking

like a scared

hen."

The Nihilist

suppressed a

shudder. "You

see," he a n-

swered, bravely,

"I did not

know I had to

do with your

Highness."

Maximilian

turned a cold

eye on him,

steely blue and

unwinking. The

younger man,

as he replied,

had shifted

away an inch

or two, but the

Grand Duke

refrained from

noticingthefact.

" You are relieved of your apprehensions

now, then ? " he demanded.

The Nihilist bowed, and under cover of

the gesture moved an inch or two farther

from his companion.

"Well, I am glad of it," said the

Grand Duke. "You appear to enter-

tain certain delusions regarding me. One

is that you are at all safe in my com-

pany or out of it, if I should chance to

dislike you. Tell me, are you one of those

who make it their business to criticise their
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betters as a step towards bettering them-

selves ? "

This question was too direct to be trilled

with, and the tone in which it was spoken

invited no persiflage. The Nihilist was not

equal to it. He could only stammer.

Maximilian watched his perturbation, and

saw, too, that he was still edging away.

" See here," he said. " Which of us two

is the better ? You, who flutter at a question

about your politics and fear for your life, and

cough like a sick girl when you run ; or I,

with all the faults you ascribe to me, who

can meet you on your own ground, unafraid

of any weapon

you may be

carrying, and

make you listen

to me? On

the face of it,

which shows

up best ? "

The Nihilist

had his hand

under his coat

now, and his

fingers were

gripped on the

bomb. He

knew that in

his hand he

held an energy

to destroy both

of them, but he

needed a

minute or two

to work him-

self up to the

point of pulling

it out and

dashing it to

the ground be-

tween them.

"On the

face of it," he

answered, "you

make the better

showing. But

there is an-

other aspect.

Who' dies best â�� I, a martyr to a great

cause, or you, straying after the lust of

the flesh ?" He felt the warmth glow-

in his cheeks as he spoke, the flush that

betokens nerves strung to pitch, and drew

the bomb from the wide pocket where it lay.

" Ah, who dies best ?" he cried, in a

passion of sacrifice, while the splendour of

words held him a moment from action.

Vol. xxxii.- 98

THE NIHILIST LAV ON THE I'AVFMFNT, SOnBING HYSTERICALLY,

" The altar of freedom is charred with burnt

offerings."

His passion betrayed him, for as he spread

his hands in a gesture he dropped the bomb

and next instant was reeling back, his throat

in the iron grip of the Grand Duke.

Maximilian hurled him back against the

wall, and turned to see what had become of

the bomb. It had fallen on one of the little

heaps of snow swept together by the street

cleaners, and lay there innocuous. The

Nihilist lay on the pavement, sobbing hysteri-

cally, and Maximilian stooped and raised

the deadly thing in his hand.

"Dynamite?"

he asked, and

kicked the

prostrate man.

"Ful minate,

eh? Your

people are be-

ginning to do

the thing hand-

somely. Get

up; do you

hear me â�� get

up!"

The Nihilist,

struggling pain-

fully with his

sobs, rose un-

steadily to his

feet. Maximi-

lian was still

examining the

bomb, and did

not trouble to

look at him.

The young

man's frail body

was wrenched

with his efforts

to control those

rending sobs

which shook

him from head

to foot, but in

his face the

Grand Duke

might have

seen, for the pain of looking, the new strength

of shame establish itself. He might have

noted how a man who has sounded the

depths of failure may rise again to his own

graces by virtue of a renewed and im-

pregnable determination, but he was busy

with the engine of destruction.

" Who made it? " he asked, presently.

"I did," muttered the Nihilist.
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" And it fell on a soft place, eh ? " pursued

Maximilian. " Is that why it didn't go

off?"

The Nihilist stood silent.

" If you don't answer me," said the Grand

Duke, in a business-like voice, " I'll have you

hanged inside of half an hour."

"There is a key," explained the young

man, still almost in a whisper. "When the

key is not in its place there can be no

explosion. I forgot that there was no key."

Maximilian grinned. " Then you won't

mind my dashing it down at your feet ? " he

suggested.

" Nothing would happen if you did,"

answered the other. " You can prove it by

doing so."

His voice was weary and indifferent. It

carried conviction to Maximilianâ��the con-

viction of indifference. He was trying to

open it by now, but could not do so.

" How does the thing open?" he said.

" It doesn't,

without a

screw-driver,"

was the answer.

The Grand

Duke slipped

it into the

pocket of his

coat. " Now,"

he said, "have

you any prefer-

ence as to the

disposition of

yourself? Do

you think we

could get any-

thing out of you

about your asso-

ciates â�� under

the knout, say ?

You don't think

so ? Well, we

can but try.

So you'll just

come along

with me."

He took the Nihilist by the arm, and they

set off together and walked the length of

one street in silence. They passed one

somnolent policeman, huddled from the cold

in a gateway, but the Grand Duke did not

hand his man over. They passed thence into

a web of alleys, all dark and tenantless, and

here the Grand Duke broke the silence.

" I am wondering," he said, " what

expedient you can have in your mind, for

I have a guess that you have yet some plan

to fall back upon. I want to know what it

can be, and that is why I did not hand

you over to the policeman back there."

" Your Highness will soon know," answered

the younger man, gravely.

The Grand Duke stopped. " I wonder if

I can make you tell ? " he said.

"Certainly," said the other, and faced him.

" Listen," he said, lowering his voice. The

Grand Duke Maximilian approached his ear

to hear, and was forthwith clutched and thrust

back against

the wall. He

lifted his great

fist to strike, but

the other had

the first chance,

and kicked him

accuratelyâ�� on

the pocket of

his overcoat).

The bomb was

in the pocket.

There was

not enough

found of either

for identifica-

tion, so they

buried all they

could find that

looked as if

it had been

human once,

and labelled it

the remains of

the Grand Duke

Maximilian.

"THE IJOMU WAS IN THK POCKKT."



1. The Unwelcome Alien.

2. Foreigners in London.

3. The World's Ships.

4. Soldiers and People.

HERE is an impression that

the United Kingdom is over-

run with foreigners, and to

people who live in London,

with its seething aliens in the

famous East-end, there seems

good ground for the impression. Nothing,

whoever, is farther from the fact. When the

fugacious Aliens Act of 1905 was under dis-

cussion it was pointed out that the United

Kingdom has the smallest alien population

of any country in the world. The percentage

to the total population, according to the 1901

census, is '69, or not more than one-fourth

what it is in France, and about one-half that

of Germany. In other words, as was said by

Mr. Asquith,

there are not more

than 300,000

foreigners among

the 42,000,000

people living in

the United King-

dom.

Our picture

shows the various

European coun-

tries from which

these aliens

come, the statis-

tics being those

of 1902. The

Russians and

Poles, who form

the largest num-

ber, are princi-

pally Jews, and 79

per cent, of these

arrived in Lon-

don. Inall66,47i

aliens arrived on

English shores,

and, making de-

ductions for those

who left the

5. Unhealthy and Healthy Occupations.

6. Lost Property.

7. The Digestion Race.

8. Christmas Puddingsâ��1806 and 1906-

year, 58,488 remained. Besides those repre-

sented in the picture, 1,282 arrivals came

from Roumania and 4,714 from various other

countries.

Were all the people of foreign birth who

at the last census lived in London to be

marshalled, according to nationality, on the

open space in Hyde Park in front of the

Albert Hall, they would look something

like the monster crowds shown in the

second illustration. What they would really

look like is hard to say, since the field

would not hold them all at one time, and

for this reason the artist has been content

merely to suggest their size. That is to

say, while he has represented with perfect

THE UNWELCOME AI.IEN.

This picture shows the rush of immigration to England. As was to be expected, the list is headed by

WHO left ttie (ne Russ;ans and Poles, the number arriving in one year being 28,511. Next in order â�¬00107,734

COUIltrV for Other Italians; 6,965 Germans*', 6,637 French; 5,028 Norwegians, Swedes, and Danes; ^,144 Austrian* ami

' - , . Hungarians: and 2,4s6 Dutch, Aliens of other nationalities to the number of 5,006 mnktt op a tor*1

parts within the

for the year of 66,471.



7 So

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

FOREIGNERS IN LONDON.

The number of people from various European countries living in London was, according lo the last census, nearly 130,000, divided

as follows : Russians and Poles, 53.537 : Germans, 27,427 ; French, 11,264 : Italians, 10.889; Auslro-Hun^arians, 6,930; Swiss. 4.419;

Dutch, 4,249; Swedes, Norwegians, and Danes. 3,683; Belgians, 2,102 ; Spaniards, 666 ; Turks, 600; Greeks, 211 ; Portuguese, uS.

In the above drawing each group represents only onc-twentielh of the total number indicated by the figure-..

accuracy the proportions between the various

foreign colonies in London, so far as their

sizes are concerned, he has been unable to

represent the individual members of those

colonies, of whom there are nearly 130,000

born in Europe alone. Hence, in each

group, he has represented one-twentieth only

of the actual numbers, or, to put it in

another way, the number of people in each

group, multiplied by twenty, would be, as

exactly as possible, the number stated on the

banner by which each group is distinguished.

As might be expected, the Russian and

Pole dominate this picture. The German

population is about one half and the French

a little more than one-fifth the number from

the Czar's dominions. No attempt in the

picture is made to represent the residents of

London who, in 1901, certified to their birth

in Asia, Africa, or America. In regard to the

number of Americans in London, it may be

said that 40,000 has often been advanced as

a conservative estimate, but the actual figures

of 1901 state that there are only 5,561

Americans in London, of whom 3,100 are

males and 2,461 females. If there are

40,000, then 34,000 odd refused to tell

where they came from, or could not be found

when the census man went round !

The nation that rules the world, so they

say, is the nation with the most ships. If

this be true, then Great Britain, so far as

steam tonnage is concerned, easily commands

the universe, with Germany a very bad

second. In sailing vessels the United Slates

possesses in net tonnage but a few more

ships than the United Kingdom. Norway,

as the figures under our illustration show,

stands third, not only in the number of its

sailing vessels, but in tonnage.

It is glorious to rule the seas, but inglorious

to find that so many Knglish ships are being

sailed by so many foreigners. The alien

seaman has already been dealt with so criti-

cally by alarmists, and even by sober-minded

people, that it may be cruel to flay him again.

The proportion of foreigners, not count-

ing the lascars, to British on British

ships has been steadily increasing since 1870,

when the proportion was io'i2 per cent. In

1894 this percentage was 16*95, an(^ 'n '9Â°4

22-50. In 1904 the British subjects on British

ships numbered 176,975. The foreigners

numbered 39,832, and the lascars 42,682.

These be figures to think over. They should

hurt the national pride.

We hear a deal about the cost of armies

and the manner in which their upkeep sucks

the life-blood of the nations. Let us now

look at this subject in another way. Let it

be asked, not what the army costs, not what

its strength would be in time of war, but how

many people each soldier defends, in each of

twelve great nations, in times of peace. For
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THE WORLD'S SHIPS.

STEAMERS.â��The figures in the above

represent, in gross tons, the amount of shipping

owned by various countries. 1 he United

Kingdom, it will be seen, is far ahead of the

rest of the world, with Germany u very bad

second.

SAILING VESSELS.â��This companion picture to the above shows, in like manner, the net sailing tonnage belonging to different

countries. Here first place is taken by the United States, very closely followed byjhe United Kingdom. The figures in both

these drawings are taken from Lloyd's Register and are the latest available.

example, how many Britons does the single

individual whom we call Mr. Tommy Atkins

(who, for the purpose of our illustration,

represents both officers, non-commissioned

officers, and men) actually guard from

attack by his fierce neighbours. Looking at

it in this way, the statistics are rather inter-

esting. If we divide the total number of

men in the British Army (excluding those on

Colonial service) into the population of the

United Kingdom, we find one soldier to

every 268 people. In the United States there
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is one soldier to every 1,188

people, whereas in Germany and

Franceâ��which, for reasons we

may easily divine, are the

most army-ridden countries

Europeâ��the proportions are

soldier to ninety-two people and

one soldier to seventy - three | r^;

people respectively.

What is your

chance of life ? To

answer this question

ly and us , ^^ ...... .

"W we " â�¢^â�¢^SSUfSft

smmmm

HOW MANY PEOPLE DOES ONE SOLDIER PROTECT?

In the United States, one soldier protects, in times of peace, 1,188 people. In the United Kingdom, one soldier in the home army

protect* 268 people. In France and Germany, which support the largest armies, the proportions arc one to 73 and one to 92 respec-

tively. In other European countries, as the above picture also shows, the numbers of people protected by one soldier are as

follows: Denmark, 250; Spain, 199; Portugal, 164; Austro-Hungary, 151; Belgium, 140; Russia, 122; Italy, 116; Greece, no*

insurance office.

was published a

you need not go to an

Some years ago there

report by the Registrar - General which

tabulated the annual deaths per i.ooo between

the ages of forty-five and sixty-five in one

hundred different professions, trades, and

callings. Of these fifteen have been selected

for illustration. It is a grave subject, which

the artist, with the perversity of his class, has

treated with some humour. From his picture

we find that the potter and earthenware

manufacturerâ��he who is seen to be falling

over the cliffâ��has the least chance of life,

the annual deaths per 1,000 in this industry

numbering 52'78. Following him in this sad

procession come the coster, the publican,

the chimney-sweep, the musician, and others,

ending with the clergyman and gardener, who

in their callings are known by statistics to

have the best chance of a lengthy existence.

There is a valuable lesson to be learned from

this drawing. It may be briefly expressed in

UNHEALTHY AND HEALTHY

OCCUPATIONS.

Is your occupation an unhealthy or a healthy one? This

pictuie,comparing the deaths per 1,000. between the ages

of forty-live and sixty-five, in fifteen different callings, wil

â�¢-hcju y.ui at a glance. Potters and earthenware manu-

facturers, wilh a death-rate of 52*78 per 1,000, are leading

the most unhealthy existence, followed by co.termongers

and hawkers (42*10), publicans and wine and spirit

dealers (41'65), chimney-sweeps (37*39), musicians (31'98),

â�¢ ".il-miiiers (2-Â»*6o), shoemakers (26*30), physician-- and

surgeons (25*78), barristers and solicitors (24*14). shop,

kt-rpers (?}*O7), arli-ts, sculptors, and architects (23*65),

carpcnters(22*67), ichoolmasten(17'47), clergymen (16 86),

and gardeners (16 81).
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the words : Look out for your lungs, and live

in the open air.

When old Simonides offered to teach

Themistocles the art of memory, the great

philosopher replied, " Ah ! Rather teach me

the art of forgetting." Could he have turned

into the Lost Property Office of the Metro-

politan Police in London, A.D. 1904, he

would have discovered that thou-

sands of Londoners already pos-

sessed the art which he so vainly

sought. If it be assumed, on the

figures of that year, that for every

article lost in public carriages only

there was a separate owner, then in

that year there were

52,131 people who

ought now to be

paying for tuition in

a school of memory

training. Our artist,

in the somewhat

formidable illustra-

tion herewith, at-

tempts to show the

wondrously varied

nature of these

articles, which in-

cluded umbrellas,

bags, men's and

women's clothing,

jewellery, opera-

glasses, purses, rugs,

watches, and sticks,

to say nothing of

rabbits, pigeons,

cats and dogs, and

other miscellaneous

articles. The exact

figures, as supplied

in the report of the

Commissioner of

Police for 1904,

show that these

miscellaneous

articles numbered

12,294. Of all the

articles found,

24,620, of the de-

clared value of over

^25,ooo, were re-

stored to their

owners, the drivers

and conductors of the vehicles in which

the articles were found having been rewarded

with nearly ^3,500.

It will be remembered that these figures

refer to one Lost Property Office only. If

statistics could be gathered from all deposi-

LOST PROPERTY.

In the above drawing are represented the relative numbers of

various articles found in the public carriages of Ix>ndon and deposited

in the Lost Property Office of the Commis-ioner of Police. The exact

figures are given on the articles shown. The number of umbrellas lost

per yrar is nearly six times as large as the number of purses ; hence

the height of the umbrella in the drawing is nearly six times greater

than the heighj of the purse. And so with the other articles. The

policeman in the lower right-hand corner is shown merely as guardian

of this great mass of lost property.

more

lories of missing property in London alone,

the evidence of forgetfulness would be

astounding.

" We do not live to eat," said Diogenes,

"but eat to live." At Christmas-time all

people seem to do both. Hence, in view of

the multifarious elaborate dishes with which

the Christmas board is about to be decorated,

a few timely words on diges-

tion may be apposite. More-

over, if the small boy who

reads these lines follows our

advice', he may find his

carrying capacity in cubic

inches miraculously en-

hanced. Therefore we deal

at once with the ponding de

ffi/m, as you see it on some

French menus. Contrary

to common belief, this de-

lectable dish is, â�¢according

to investigators, not at all

difficult of digestion, which,

roughly speaking, takes

about three hours. It is a

far less terrible

dish than roast

fowl or roast pork,

the latter of which

often graces the

Christmas table of

the poor.

Our artist has

drawn a genial pic-

ture, which he terms

the Digestion Race,

in which some ani-

mals and vegetables

may be seen mov-

ing belter - skelter

towards the win-

ning-post. The

meaning of the pic-

ture is this : The

nearer each figure

in the race is to

Ihe winning - post

the more easy of

digestion is the

article of diet re-

presented by that

figure. The far-

ther away it is the

difficult is it to digest. It is no sur-

prise, therefore, to see the luscious apple

and the loaf of stale bread easily in advance

of the new bread, cheese, and cabbage, whose

periods of digestion are given, among

others, under the illustration. Of course, it
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may be said that some articles of food are

more easily digested by some people than

by others. To this argument we can only

reply that our digestion table is a table of

averages merely, and is not meant to suit

every imaginable case. It has been made up

with great care from many avail-

able books on dietetics.

In connection with this the

artist, in the upper right-hand

corner of his drawing, has

the plum-pudding. Careful investigation has

been made as to the difference in prices of

its ingredients in the two years 1806 and

1906, these ingredients being currants, raisins,

peel, sugar, French plums, bread and flour.

brandy, suet, and spices, all of which have

THE DIGESTION RACE.

In this fanciful picture of a Digestion Race, the nearer each article of diet is to the winning-post the more easy is it of digestbi

Thus baked apples, raw eggs, and trout easily lead the way, while pork and veal, lioth difficult of digestion, lag far lÂ«hi;id TV

drawing in the upper right*hand corner shows some of the articles of food and drink which all dyspeptics should avoid, suchas

shell-6sh, pork, all kinds of pastry and preserves, alcoholic drinks, etc.

represented a dyspeptic gentleman in the very

act of kicking out of his door by brute force

such articles of food as he, of all men, ought

not to eat. These naturally include all sorts

of pastry and preserves, rich meats like pork

and others difficult to digest, shell-fish, game,

and various alcoholic drinks.

To return for one concluding moment to

greatly decreased in price during the past

hundred years. For this reason the plum-

pudding which, for five shillings, may next

Christmas deck your table would have cost

about sixteen shillings a century ago. The

artist has drawn to scale these two plum-

puddings, and they certainly look good

enough to eat.



E'NESBIT'

CHAPTER I.

HERE were three of themâ��

Jerry, Jimmy, and Kathleen.

Jerry's name was Gerald, and

not Jeremiah, whatever you

may think ; and Jimmy's name

was James ; and Kathleen was

never called by her name at all, but Cathy,

or Catty, or Puss Cat when her brothers were

pleased with her, and Scratch Cat when they

were not pleased. And they were at school

in a little town in the West of England ; the

boys at one school, of course, and the girls

at another, because the sensible habit of

having boys and girls in the same school is

not yet as common as I hope it will be some

day. They used to see each other on Satur-

days and Sundays at the house of a kind

maiden lady; but it was one of those

houses where it is impossible to play. You

know the kind of house, don't you ? There

is a sort of a something about that kind of

house that makes you hardly able even to

talk to each other when you are left alone ;

and playing seems unnatural and affected.

So they looked forward to the holidays, when

they should go home and be together all

day long in a house where playing was

natural and conversation possible, and where

the Kentish woods and fields were full of

Vol. xxxii â��99.

Copyright, 1906,

A STORY FOR CHILDREN.

interesting things to do and to see.

Their cousin Betty was to be there, too,

and there were plans. Betty's school

broke up before theirs, and so she got

to the Kentish home first, and the

moment she got there she began to have

measles, so that my three couldn't go

home at all. You may imagine their feelings.

The thought of seven weeks at Miss Hervey's

was not to be borne, and all three wrote

home and said so. This astonished their

parents very much, because they had always

thought it was so nice for the children to

have dear Miss Hervey's to go to. How-

ever, they were "jolly decent about it," as

Terry said, and after a lot of letters and tele-

grams it was arranged that the boys should

go and stay at Kathleen's school, where there

were now no girls left, and no mistresses

except the French one.

" It'll be better than being at Miss

Hervey's," said Kathleen. " We ought to

have some sort of play to keep us going

through the holidays. It wouldn't be bad if

we could get a cave and keep stores in it,

and have our meals there."

"There aren't any caves," said Jimmy, who

always took the gloomiest view of everything.

" And, besides, your precious mamselle won't

let us go out alone, as likely as not."

"Oh, we'll see about that," said Gerald.

" I'll go and talk to her like a father."

" Like that ?" Kathleen pointed the

thumb of scorn at him and he looked in the

glass.

" To brush his hair and his clothes and to

wash his face and hands was to our hero but

by E. Nesbit.
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the work of a moment," said Gerald, suiting

the action to the word.

It was a very sleek boy, brown and thin

and interesting-looking, that knocked at the

door of the parlour where mademoiselle sat

reading a yellow-covered book and wishing

vain wishes. Gerald could always make

himself look interesting at a moment's notice,

a very useful accomplishment in dealing with

strange grown-ups.

It was done by opening his grey eyes rather

wide, allowing the corners of his mouth to

droop, and assuming a gentle, pleading

expression resembling that of the late little

Lord Fauntleroyâ��who must, by the way, be

quite old now and an awful prig.

" Entrez," said mademoiselle, in shrill

French accents. So he entered

" Eh bien ?" she said, rather impatiently.

" I hope I am not disturbing you," said

Gerald, in whose mouth, it seemed, butter

would not have melted.

" But no," she said, somewhat softened.

" What is it that you desire ? "

" I thought I ought to come and say ' How

do you do ?' " said Gerald, " because of you

being the lady of the house."

He held out the newly-washed hand, still

damp and red. She took it.

" You are a very polite little boy," she said.

" Not at all," said Gerald, more polite than

ever. "I am so sorry for you. It must be

dreadful to have us to look after in

the holidays."

" But not at all," said mademoiselle,

in her turn. " I am sure you will be

very good childrens."

Gerald's look assured her that he

and the others would be as near angels j

as children could be without ceasing

to be human.

" We'll try," he said, ear-

nestly.

" Is there anything I can

do for you?" asked the

French governess, kindly.

" Oh, no, thank you," said

Gerald. " We don't want to

give you any trouble at all.

And I was thinking it would

be less trouble for you if

we were to go out into the

woods al! day to - morrow

and take our dinner with

us â�� something cold, you

know â�� so as not to be a

trouble to the cook."

" You are very consider-

ate," said mademoiselle,

coldly. Then Gerald's eyes smiled ; they had

a trick of doing this when his lips were quite

serious. Mademoiselle caught the twinkle,

and she laughed and Gerald laughed too.

" Little deceiver," she said ; " why not say

at once you want to be free of surveillanceâ��

how you sayâ��overwatchingâ��without pre-

tending it is me you want to please?"

" You have to be careful with grown-ups,"

said Gerald ; " but it isn't all pretence, either.

We don't want to trouble you, and we don't

want you to "

" To trouble you. Eli bien ? Your parents

they permit these days at woods ? "

" Oh, yes," said Gerald, truthfully.

" Then I will not be more a dragon than

the parents. I will forewarn the cook. Are

you content ? "

"Rather," said Gerald. "Mademoiselle,

you are a dear."

" A deer ? " she repeated ; " a stag ? "

" No ; aâ��a cfurie,'' said Gerald, "a regular

A i cherie. And you sha'n't repent it. Is

there anything we can do for you ? Wind

your crool, or find your spectacles, orâ��-â��"

" He thinks me a grandmother," said

mademoiselle, laughing more than ever.

" Go then, and be not more naughty than

you must. All of you.''

LITTLE DECEIVER, SHE SAID.
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" How do you do it ? " Kathleen whispered,

admiringly, as they said good night.

" Oh, it's quite easy when you've once got

a grown-up to see what you're after. You'll

see ; I shall drive her with a rein of darning-

cotton after this," said Gerald.

Next morning they got up early. It was

a ripping day for the woods.

The wide High Street, even at the busy

morning hour almost as quiet as a dream-

street, lay bathed in sunshine; the leaves

shone fresh from last night's rain, but the road

was dry, and in the sunshine the very dust of

it sparkled like diamonds. The beautiful old

houses, standing stout and strong, looked as

though they were basking in the sunshine

and enjoying it.

" But are there any woods ? " asked

Kathleen, as they passed the market-place.

" It doesn't much matter about woods,"

said Gerald, dreamily. " We're sure to find

something. One of the chaps told me his

father said when he was a boy there used to

be a little cave under the bank on the

Salisbury Roadâ��but he said there was an

enchanted castle there, tooâ��so perhaps the

cave isn't true either."

" If we were to get horns," said Kathleen,

" and to blow them very hard all the way,

we might find a magic castle."

" If you've got the money to throw away

on horns," said Jimmy.

"Well, I have, so there," said Kathleen.

And the horns were bought in a tiny shop

with a bulging window full of a tangle of

toys and sweets, and cucumbers and sour

apples.

And the quiet square at the end of the

town where the church is, and the houses of

the most respectable people, echoed to the

sound of horns blown long and loud. But

none of the houses turned into enchanted

castles.

So they went along the Salisbury Road,

which was very hot and dusty, so that they

agreed to drink one of the bottles of ginger-

beer.

" We might as well carry the ginger-beer

inside us as inside the bottle," said Jimmy,

"and we can hide the bottle and call for it

as we come back."

Presently they came to a place where the

road, as Gerald said, went two ways at

once.

" That looks like adventures," said Kath-

leen ; and they took the right-hand road,

and the next time they took a turning it was

a left-hand one, so as to be quite fair, Jimmy

said, and then a right-hand one and then a

left, and so on, till they were completely

lost.

" Cb/wpletely," said Kathleen j " how

jolly!"

And now trees arched overhead, and the

banks of the road were high and bushy. The-

adventurers had long since ceased to blow

their horns. It was too tiring to go on doing

that when there was no one to be annoyed

by it.

" Oh, kriky," observed Jimmy, suddenly.

" Let's sit down a bit and have some of our

dinner. We might call it lunch, you know,"

he added.

So they sat down in the hedge and ate the

ripe red gooseberries that were to have been

their dessert.

And as they sat and rested and wished

that their boots did not feel so full of feet,

Gerald leaned back against the bushes, and

the bushes gave way so that he almost fell

over backward. Something had yielded to

the pressure of his back, and there was the

sound of something heavy that fell.

"Oh, Jimminy!"he remarked, recovering

himself suddenly ; " there's something hollow

in there. The stone I was leaning against

simply went."

" I wish it was a cave," said Jimmy, " but

of course it isn't."

" If we blow the horns perhaps it will be,"

said Kathleen, and hastily blew her own.

Gerald reached his hand through the

bushes. " I can't feel anything but air," he

said; " it's just a hole full of emptiness."

The other two pulled back the bushes.

There certainly was a hole in the bank. " I'm

going to go in," observed Gerald.

" Oh, don't," said his sister. " I wish you

wouldn't Suppose there were snakes ! "

" Not likely," said Gerald; but he leaned

forward and struck a match. " It is a cave,"

he cried, and put his knee on the mossy stone

he had been sitting on, scrambled over it, and

disappeared.

A breathless pause followed.

" You all right? " asked Jimmy.

" Yes ; come on. You'd better come feet

first; there's a bit of a drop."

" I'll go next," said Kathleen, and wentâ��

feet first, as advised. The feet waved wildly

in the air.

" Look out," said Gerald, in the dark ;

" you'll have my eye out. Put your feet

down, girl, not up. It's no use trying to fly

hereâ��there's no room."

He helped her by pulling her feet forcibly

down, and then lifting her under the arms.

She felt rustling dry leaves under her boots,
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and stood ready to receive Jimmy, who came

in head first, like one diving into an unknown

sea.

" It is a cave," said Kathleen.

" The young explorers," explained Gerald,

â�¢ blocking up the hole of entrance with his

shoulders, " dazzled at first by the darkness

of the cave, could see nothing."

" Darkness doesn't dazzle," said Jimmy.

"Yes, it does," Gerald contradictedâ��

" could see nothing. But their dauntless

leader, whose eyes had grown used to the

dark while the clumsy forms of the

others were bunging up the entrance,

had made a discovery."

" Oh, what ? " Both the others

were used to Gerald's way of telling a

story while he acted it, but they did

sometimes wish that he

didn't talk quite so long

and so like a book in

moments of excite-

ment.

"He did not

reveal the dread

secret to his faith-

ful followers till

one and all had

given him their

word of honour

to be calm."

"We'll be

calm, all right,"

said Jimmy, im-

patiently.

"Well, then,"

said Gerald, ceas-

ing suddenly to

be a book and

becoming a boy,

" there's a light

over thereâ��look

behind you ! "

They looked.

And there was.

A faint grey-

ness on the brown walls of the cave, and a

brighter greyness cut off sharply by a dark

line, showed that round a turning or angle of

the cave there was daylight.

" Attention ! " said Gerald ; at least, that

was what he meant, though what he said was,

" 'Shun !" as becomes a soldier's son. The

others mechanically obeyed.

" You will remain at attention till I give

the word, ' Slow march !' On which you

will advance cautiously in open order, follow-

ing your hero leader, taking care not to tread

on the dead and wounded."

INTO AN UNKNOWN SEA.

" I wish you wouldn't," said Kathleen.

"There aren't any," said Jimmy, feeling

for her hand in the dark; " he only means,

take care not to tumble over stones and

things."

Here he found her hand and she screamed

"It's only me," said Jimmy. "I thought

you'd like me to hold it. But you're just

like a girl."

Theireyes had now begun to get accustomed

to the darkness, and all could see that they

were in a rough stone cave that went straight

on for about three or

four yards and then

turned sharply to the

right.

" Death or vic-

tory," remarked

Gerald. " Now, then ;

slow march."

He advanced care-

fully, picking his way

among the loose earth

and stones that were

the Moor of the cave.

" A sail! a sail!" lie

cried, as he turned

the corner.

"How splendid!"

Kathleen drew a long

breath as she came

out into the sunshine.

" I don't see any sail,"

said Jimmy, following.

The narrow passage

ended in a round arch

all fringed with ferns and

creepers. They passed

through the arch into a

deep, narrow gully whose lanks

were of stones, moss - covered,

and in the crannies grew more

ferns and long grasses, trees

growing on the top of the bank

arched across, and the sunlight

came through in changing patches

of brightness, turning the gully to a roofed

corridor of goldy-green. The path, which

was of greeny-grey flagstones, where heaps

of leaves had drifted, sloped steeply down,

and at the end of it was another round arch,

quite dark inside, above which rose rocks

and grass and bushes.

" It's like the outside of a railway tunnel,"

said James.

" It's the entrance to the enchanted

castle," said Kathleen. " Let's blow the

herns."

"Dry up!" said Gerald. "The bold
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captain, reproving

subordinates - "

the silly chatter of his

" I like that ! " said Jimmy, indignant.

" I thought you would," resumed Gerald.

" -- of his subordinates, bade them ad-

vance with caution and in silence, because,

after all, there might be somebody about,

and the other arch might be an ice-house or

something dangerous."

" What ? " asked Kathleen, anxiously.

" Bears, perhaps," said Gerald, briefly.

" There aren't any bears without bars â�� in

England, any way," said

Jimmy. " They call bears

bars in America," he added,

absently.

" Quick march ! " was

Gerald's only reply. And

they marched. Under the

drifted damp leaves the path

was firm and stony to their

shuffling feet. â�¢

At the dark arch they

stopped.

" Our hero," said Gerald,

" whom nothing could dis-

may, raised the faltering

hopes of his abject minions

by saying that he was jolly

well going on and they could

do as they liked about it."

" If you call names," said

Jimmy, "you can go on by

yourself." He added, "So

there !"

" It's part of the game,

silly," explained Gerald,

kindly. " You can be cap-

tain to - morrow, so you'd

better hold your jaw now,

and begin to think about

what names you'll call us when it's

your turn."

Very slowly and carefully they

went down the steps. A vaulted stone

arched over their heads. Gerald

struck a match when the last step

was found to have no edge, and to be,

in fact, the beginning of a passage, turn-

ing to the left.

" This," said Jimmy, " will take us

back into the road."

"Or under it," said Gerald. "We've

come down eleven steps."

They went on, following their leader,

who went very slowly, as he explained,

for fear of steps. The passage was

very dark.

" I don't half like it," whispered Jimmy.

They went slowly and carefully through

the dark arch.

Then came a glimmer of daylight that

grew and grew, and presently ended in

another arch that looked out over a scene so

like a picture out of a book about Italy that

everyone's breath was taken away, and they

simply walked forward silent, and stared. A

short avenue of cypresses led, widening as it

went, to a marble terrace that lay broad and

white in the sunlight. The children, blinking,

leaned their arms on the broad, flat balustrade
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and gazed. Immediately below them was

a lakeâ��just like a lake in "The Beauties

of Italy"; a lake with swans and an island

and weeping willows ; beyond it were green

slopes dotted with groves of trees, and

amid the trees gleamed the white limbs of

statues.

On a little hill to the left was a round

white building with pillars, and to the right

a waterfall came tumbling down among

mossy stones to splash into the lake. Steps

led from the terrace to the water, and other

steps to the green lawns beside it.

Away across the grassy slopes deer were

feeding, and in the distance, where the groves

of trees thickened into what looked almost

a forest, were enormous shapes of grey stone,

like nothing that the children had ever seen

before.

" That chap at school," said Gerald.

" It is an enchanted castle," said Kathleen.

" I don't see any castle," said Jimmy.

" What do you call that, then ? " Gerald

pointed to

where, be-

yond a belt

of lime trees,

white towers

and turrets

broke the blue

of the sky.

"There '

doesn't seem

to be anyone

about," said

Kathleen,

"and yet it's

all so tidy. I

believe it is

magic."

" Magic mow-

ing - machines,"

Jimmy suggested.

"If we were in

a book it would

be an enchanted

castle. Certain In

be," said Kath-

leen.

" It is an en-

chanted castle,"

said Gerald, in

hollow tones.

"But there aren't any."

Jimmy was quite positive.

"How do you know?

Do you think there's no-

thing in the world but

what you've seen ? "

Gerald's scorn was crushing.

" I think magic went out when people

began to have steam-engines," Jimmy insisted,

"and newspapers, and telephones, and wire-

less telegraphing."

" Wireless is rather like magic when you

come to think of it," said Gerald.

"Ohâ��t/iaf sort." Jimmy's contempt was

deep.

"Perhaps there's given up being magic

because people didn't believe in it any more,"

said Kathleen.

" Well, don't let's spoil the show with any

silly old not believing," said Gerald, with

decision. " I'm going to believe in magic as

hard as I can. This is an enchanted garden

and that's an enchanted castle, and I'm jolly

well going to explore. The dauntless knight

then -led the way, leaving his ignorant squires

to follow or not, just as they jolly well chose."

He rolled off the balustrade and strode firmly

down towards the lawn, his boots making as

they went a clatter full of determination.

THIS IS AN ENCHANTED GARDEN AND THAT'S AN ENCHANTED CASTLE."
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The others followed. There never was

such a gardenâ��out of a picture or a fairy-

tale. They passed quite close by the deer,

who only raised their pretty heads to look

and did not seem startled at all. And alter

a long stretch of turf they passed under the

heaped-up heavy masses of lime trees and

came into a rose garden, bordered with thick,

close-cut yew hedges, and lying red and pink

and green and white in the sun, like a giant's

many coloured, highly-scented pocket-hand-

kerchief.

" I know we shall meet a gardener in a

minute, and he'll ask what we're doing here.

" I wasn't before."

" Then you can't be now. You don't get

hungry all in a minute. What's that ? "

That was a gleam of red that lay at the foot

of the yew hedgeâ��a thin little line, that you

would hardly have noticed unless you had

been staring in a fixed and angry way at the

roots of the hedge.

And then what will you say ?" Kathleen

asked, with her nose in a rose.

" I shall say we've lost our wayâ��and it

will be quite true," said Gerald. But they

did not meet a gardener or anybody else, and

the feeling of magic got thicker and thicker,

till they were almost afraid of the sound of

their feet in the great, silent place. Beyond

the rose-garden was a yew hedge with an arch

cut in it, and it was the beginning of a maze

like the one in Hampton Court.

" Now," said Gerald, " you mark my words.

In the middle of this maze we shall find the

secret enchantment. Draw your swords, my

merry men all, and ' Hark forward, tally-ho 1'

in the utmost silence." Which they did.

It was very hot in the maze, between the

close yew hedges, and the way was hard to

find. Again and again they found themselves

at the black yew arch that opened on the

rose-garden. It was when they found them-

selves there for the fourth time that Jimmy

suddenly cried, " I am so hungry."

" Why didn't you say so before ?" asked

Gerald, sharply.

- ' ' '"

THE RED CLUK RAN STRAIGHT ACROSS THE GRASS AND BY

THK SUNDIAL, AND ENDED IN A SMALL BROWN HAND."

It was a thread of cotton. Gerald picked

it up. One end of it was tied to a thimble

with holes in it, and the other

" There is no other end," said Gerald, with

firm triumph ; " it's a clue. That's what it

is. I've always felt something magic would

happen some day, and now it has."

" I expect the gardeners put it there," said

Jimmy.

" With a Princess's silver thimble on it ?

Look ! There's a crown on the thimble."

There was.

" Come," said Gerald, in low, urgent tones,

" if you are adventurers, be adventurers ; and,

anyhow, I expect someone has gone along

the road and bagged the mutton hours ago."

He walked forward, winding the red thread

round his fingers as he went. And it was a

clue, and it led them right into the middle of

the maze. And in the very middle of the

maze they came upon the wonder.

The red clue led them up two stone steps

to a round grass plot. There was a sundial

in the middle, and all round, against the yew

hedge, a low, wide marble seat. The red

clue ran straight across the grass and by the

sundial, and ended in a small brown hand

with jewelled rings on every finger. The
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hand was, naturally, attached to an arm, and

that had many bracelets on it, sparkling with

red and blue and green stones. The arm

wore a sleeve of pink and gold brocaded silk,

faded a little in patches, but still extremely

imposing, and the sleeve was part of a dress

which was worn by a lady who lay on the

stone seat, asleep in the sun. The rosy gold

dress fell open over an embroidered petti-

coat of a soft green colour. There was old

yellow lace the colour of scalded cream, and

a thin white veil spangled with silver stars

covered the face.

"It's the enchanted Princess," said Gerald,

now really impressed. " I told you so."

" It's the Sleeping Beauty," said Kathleen.

" It is. Look how old-fashioned her clothes

are, like the pictures of Marie Antoinette's

ladies in the history book. She has slept for

a hundred years. Oh, Gerald, you're the

eldest, you must be the Prince, and we never

knew it."

"She isn't really a Princess," said Jimmy.

But the others laughed at him, partly because

his saying things like that was enough to

spoil any game, and partly because they really

were not at all sure that it was not a Princess

who lay there so still in the sunshine. Every

stage of the adventureâ��the cave, the won-

derful gardens, the maze, the clueâ��had

deepened the feeling of magic, till now

Kathleen and Gerald were almost completely

bewitched.

" Lift the veil up, Jerry," said Kathleen, in

a whisper; " if she isn't beautiful we shall

know she can't be the Princess."

" Lift it yourself," said Gerald.

" I expect you're forbidden to touch the

figures," said Jimmy.

" It's not wax, silly," said his brother.

" No," said his sister ; " wax wouldn't be

much good in this sun. And, besides, you

can see her breathing. It's the Princess,

right enough."

She very gently lifted the edge of the veil

and turned it back. The Princess's face was

small and white between long plaits of black

hair. Her nose was straight and her brows

finely traced. There were a few freckles on

cheek-bones and nose.

" No wonder," whispered Kathleen, " sleep-

ing all these years in all this sun." Her

mouth was not a rose-bud. But all the

same

" Isn't she lovely ? " Kathleen murmured.

" Not so dusty," Gerald was understood to

reply.

" Now, Jerry," said Kathleen, firmly,

"you're the eldest."

" Of course I am," said Gerald, uneasily.

" Well, you've got to wake the Princess."

"She's not a Princess," said Jimmy, with

his hands in the pockets of his knicker-

bockers; "she's only a little girl dressed up."

" But she's in long dresses," urged Kathleen.

" Yes ; but look what a little way down her

frock her feet come. She wouldn't be any

taller than Jerry if she was to stand up."

"Now, then!" urged Kathleen. "Jerry,

don't be silly. You've got to do it."

"Do what?" asked Gerald, kicking his

left boot with his right.

" Why, kiss her awake, of course."

" Not me!" was Gerald's unhesitating

rejoinder.

" Well, someone's got to."

"She'd go for me, as likely as not, directly

the minute she woke up," said Gerald,

anxiously.

" I'd do it in a minute," said Kathleen ;

" hut I don't suppose it 'ud make any

difference."

She did it, and it didn't. The Princess

still lay in deep slumber.

"Then you must, Jimmy. I dare say

you'll do. Jump back quickly, before she

can hit you."

" She won't hit him; he's such a little

chap," said Gerald.

"Little yourself," said Jimmy. "/ don't

mind kissing her. I'm not a coward, like

some people. Only if I do I'm going to be

the dauntless leader for the rest of the day."

" No ; look hereâ��hold on," cried Gerald ;

" perhaps I'd better " But in the mean-

time Jimmy had planted a loud, cheerful-

sounding kiss on the Princess's pale cheek,

and now the three stood breathless, awaiting

the result.

And the result was that the Princess

opened large, dark eyes, stretched out her

arms, yawned a little, covering her mouth

with a small brown hand, and said, quite

plainly and distinctly, and without any room

at all for mistake :â��

" Then the hundred years are over. How

the yew hedges have grown ! Which of you

is my Prince, that aroused me from my deep

sleep of so many long years?"

"I did," said Jimmy, fearlessly, for she did

not look as though she were going to slap

anyone.

" My noble preserver," said the Princess,

and held out her hand. Jimmy shook it

vigorously.

" But I say," said he, "you aren't really a

Princess, are you ? "

" Of course I am," she answered. " 'Who
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else could I be? Look at my crown." She

pulled aside the spangled veil and showed

beneath it a coronet of what even Jimmy

could not help seeing to be diamonds.

" But " said Jimmy.

" Why," she said, opening her eyes very

wide, "you must have known about my

being here, or you'd never have come.

How did you get past the dragons ? "

Gerald ignored the question. " I say," he

said, "do you really believe in magic, and all

that?"

" I ought to," she said, " if anybody does.

Look ! Here's the place where I pricked my

finger with the spindle." She showed a

little scar on her hand.

" Then this really is an enchanted castle?"

" Of course it is," said the Princess. " How

stupid you are ! " She Stood up, and her

pink brocaded dress lay in bright waves

about her feet.

" I said her dress would be too long,'' said

Jimmy.

" It was the right length when I went to

sleep," said the Princess; " it must have

grown in the hundred years."

" I don't believe you're a Princess at all,"

said Jimmy ; "at least "

" Don't bother about believing it if you

don't like," said the Princess. " It doesn't

so much matter what you believe as what I

am." She turned to the others.

" Let's go back to the castle," she said,

" and I'll show you all my lovely jewels and

things. Wouldn't you like that ? "

" V'es," said Gerald, with very plain hesita-

tion. " But â��

" But what ? " The Princess's tone was

impatient.

" But we're most awfully hungry."

" Oh, so am I," cried the Princess.

" We've had nothing to eat since break-

fast."

" And it's three now," said the Princess,

looking at the sundial. " Why, you've had

nothing to eat for hours and hours and

hours. But think of me. I haven't had

anything to eat for a hundred years. Come

along to the castle."

" The mice will have eaten everything,"

said Jimmy, sadly. He saw now that she

really was a Princess.

" Not they," cried the Princess, joyously.

" You forget everything's enchanted here.

Time simply stood still for a hundred years.

Come along, and one of you must carry my

train, or I sha'n't be able to move, now it':

grown such a frightful length."

(To he continued.)

Vol. Â«xii.-i<X}
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AN INTERESTING ANNOUNCEMENT.

The Proprietors of THE STRAND MAGA-

ZINE beg to announce that they have arranged

for the publication of a series of reproductions

IN COLOUR, of celebrated paintings. These

reproductions will be published in each issue of

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

The Proprietors are sparing no trouble or

expense in the production of these pictures, and

they feel justified in stating that no reproductions

of equal beauty and excellence have ever been

published in a popular magazine.

The first of this series of pictures appears

in the present Number of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE, and the January Number will

contain Eight magnificent pictures selected with

the object of showing the ideals of Female Beauty

held by the most eminent English artists.

Other subjects of equal interest will be dealt

with month by month, reproducing some of the

most striking, dramatic, and charming paintings

which exist in the world of Art.

The Proprietors of THE STRAND MAGA-

ZINE have had the privilege of introducing to the

public forms of pictorial illustration in popular maga-

zines which have been very generally adopted.

This new departure is likely to cause a very

large demand for THE STRAND. Our readers

should, therefore, order their copies as soon as

possible in order that they may not be dis-

appointed. We need hardly point out that the

reproduction of these beautiful pictures in large

quantities is a matter of considerable difficulty, and

that under these circumstances it will be impossible

to supply reprints of the Magazine.
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CATCHING A MAN-EATER.

I SEND you a photograph of

the jaw and tail of a shark

: ss. Degauia

off Progreso,

caught from t!

while anchored

Yucatan. You will also see in

the photograph the hook with

which it was caught, and the

chain attached to it. When cut

open we found a pair of boots,

a man's hat, and a paint-brush,

which are shown also. After

half an hour's playing, with the

help of the steam winch and

fifteen bullets, we were success-

ful in landing him. lie measured

fourteen feet long and four feet

across the shoulders.â��Mr. W.

H. Hatcher, 7, Merton Road,

Bootle, Liverpool.

A

A "RINGERS' JUG."

BEER-JUG in a belfry is

happily somewhat of a

rarity in these days. At the

beginning of last century, how-

ever, people were not so par-

ticular. The ringers' jug at

Beccles, in Suffolk, holds six

gallons, a sufficiency to sustain

the ten weary ringers, though

the weight of the bells did

exceed six tons. The vessel is

made of red earthenware and

has three handles, one of which

is concealed by the neck. It

bears the following inscription,

in quaint spelling: â��

" When I am fill'd with liquor strong

Each Man drink once and then

ding dong.

Drink not to much to Cloud your

Knobs

Least you forget to make the Bobbs.

A gift of John Tattman,

Beccles." On the reverse side

is the maker's nameâ��" Samuel

Stringfellow, Potter."â��Mr. J.

R. White, 31, Cockspur Street,

S.W.

"TERRIBLE SUICIDE!"

THIS photograph, which I

took in August last, re-

presents a "terrible suicide"

which took place in a rain-water

butt at the Fox and Hounds

Inn, Thurston, Suffolk. It

caused considerable alarm in

the village, till it was discovered

that the supposed tramp con-

sisted of a pair of trousers, two

boots, and a stick Iâ��Mr. R. H.

Roberts, 13, Redcliffe Gardens,

Ilford.
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the same time, as the draw is connected, but with

a cap on the top of one a comfortable smoke can

be had from the other. The pipe, though in a good

state of preservation, must be of ancient date, as I

have been unable to glean any record of such a pipe

being a luxury within the memory of some of the

oldest inhabitants of the island.â��Mr. K. Bichard,

St. Martin's, Guernsey.

A STRANGE HARVEST.

rPMIE bird shown in my photograph had only been

J. dead a few days when I took the picture. It

seems evident that just before death it ate a feed of

corn, and to the astonishment of everyone the seeds

sprouted and can be seen growing through the bird's

breast.â��Mr. H. Pickard, The Pollards, Stratton,

North Cornwall.

A SNAP-SHOT PUZZLE.

SEND you a snap-shot taken in the street.

In

4 AN ANCIENT

â�¢ "EEL-SCISSORS."

ADJOINING

is a picture

of a most curious

device for catch-

ing eels. The

arrangement con-

sists of a gigantic

pair of scissors

hinged about

half-way down,

with French nails

projecting about

one inch from

the face of each

jaw, to make sure

the slippery eel

will not get free

again after being

once "hooked.

The total length

of this " instru-

ment " is about

len feet, and the

method of work-

i n g it thus:

Where an eel is

located the

handles are kept

together and the

two open jaws

placed carefully

over the eel. The

second operation

is simply to open

the handles,

which shuts the

jaws and secures

the prey. I may also state that this arrangement is

not only a curiosity, but a most practical appliance

for securing large " bags."â��Mr. Johnson S. Jeffree,

7, Pretoria Avenue, High Street, Walthamstow.

A DOUBLE-BOWLED PIPE.

I SEND you a photograph of a curious pipe which

was unearthed some three years ago at a place

known as the Pepper-box, on the promontory of

Eermain Kay, Guernsey, about two hundred feet above

sea-level. The pipe, as will be observed, has two

bowls on one stem ; it was carved from one solid

piece of oak, and is lined wiih iron, the latter being

plainly visible to the naked eye at the top of the

bowls. Both bowls, if required, may be used at

developing it I was considerably puzzled. I

think your readers may find some amusement in

"dissecting" the limbs and apportioning them to

their rightful owners !â��Mr. T. S. Howes, 15, Serlo

Road, Gloucester.



CURIOSITIES.

191

A FREAK OF THE WIND.

A PECULIAR accident happened to our local

Ash ton U.F. Church during a storm. The

spire was blown down early in the morning and

remained in the position shown all night, though the

wind increased after the fall. This shows how tightly

it was jammed. It is supposed that in falling the

wind got inside, thus completely turning it over. In

addition to penetrating the roof, the top of the spire

protruded also right through the ceiling.â��Mr. Hugh

W. Brown, Avondale, Gourock, N.B.

A PENNY THAT SAVED A LIFE.

MRS. FRED MATURIN, the well-known

writer, sends us an interesting letter which

we quote, and a penny

which we reproduce here.

The letter explains the

strange occurrence in a

humorous vein ;â�� " Dear

U.,â��In a little box I

send back the ' lucky

penny' you and I and

picked up in

Woods the day before

I left for the war. I wore

it in my breast - pocket

continually, and it has

saved my fife, as you will see. It was on our ride from

liarrismith to Sianderton (one hundred miles) that it

happened. These confounded Boers dress up in our

uniforms, and hide behind rocks and pot at us. The

chap riding in front of me sprang from his saddle

dead, and a minute after I felt I'd been struck, and

I gave a yell, I can tell you !

Such is the force of imagina-

tion that I'll swear I felt that

bullet go right into my heart,

and it hurt like the deuce. I

said, ' I'm done for,' and

they pulled me ofl" my horse

and supported me at the road-

side, and all my pals thought

they were attending my death-

bed. But, as I was about to

expire, someone pulled this

penny out of my pocket and

said, ' Buck up, old chap,

you're simply dying of fright !

There isn't a speck of day-

light in youâ��nor a scratch.

But here's a penny the bullet

must have struck and glanced

ofl'.' I opened my dying

eyes (in another minute I

should have been gone),

stared at the coin, smiled

feebly (so they tell me), drank

some filthy water, and in ten

minutes felt all right again.

I send you the coin as a

curiosity, and am now wear-

ing six others in different

parts of my clothing."

FROST'S FAIRY

PHENOMENON.

THE following photo-

graph is that of a frost

phenomenon which took place

in the closing days of 1903.

In my garden there had been

deposited an empty bottle which had contained

preserved fruit. As can be seen from this photo-

graph, the bottle is very

much like a hyacinth

glass. This had been

full of water, and we first

noticed that the process

of freezing had very-

much cracked the bottle

itself. On closer inspec-

tion we discovered in the

centre of the mass of

ice in the bottle a forma-

tion very like a small

Christinas tree, glisten-

ing and shining like

molten silver. It was

such a curious and pretty

thing that we made an

effort to capture the

gem by means of photo-

graphy. I afterwards cut

open the mass of ice,

expecting to find a frozen

formation of a little fir

tree, but I only found a

cavity in the shape of a

small tree. Into this the

light had shone and

formed the picture we had admired so much.â��Miss

G. Emlyn Jones, Overnhill Road, Staple Hill, Bristol.

TREASURE TROVE.

HAVE heard stories told of wonderful finds

that had they not been vouched for by friends of

mine would have taxed my

credulity to the utmost, but

here is a remarkable occur-

rence of the kind which hap-

pened to myself. One day

returning from the garden I

found that a gold ring which I

had been wearing was missing

A long search ensued, but the

ring was eventually given up

for lost. Imagine my surprise

when, in August last, a potato

was dug up with the gold ring

securely fastened around it.

The potato had evidently grown

through it and was the means

of my recovering a much-prized

possession. â�� Mr. A. Hunter,

26, Castle Street, Shrewsbury.

I
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AS SEEN THROUGH A TELESCOPE.

MY brother and I first took in the

usual way a photograph of a

large building with a clock-tower. We

then got a small telescope and arranged

the camera in such a position that the

lens "looked" through the telescope

just as the eye does. The view through

can jump from tuft to tuft over the quaking

liog, can act as postmen, and this enhances

the value of the cards which have passed

through this unique post-box.â��Mrs. Forbes

William, 2, Bloomfield Crescent, Bath.

A LIGHTHOUSE MONUMENT.

THIS memorial, erected in the Ulverston

cemetery, is made of marble and re-

presents a lighthouse. The curious thing

about it is that inside the top there is a lamp

which is kept burning, day and night. A lady

erected this monument in memory of her

father, and invested a sum of money, the

interest on which pays for the gas and keeps

the monument in good repair.â��Mr. Charles

H. Joy, n, Hextol Terrace, Hexham-on-

Tyne.

the " wrong end" of the telescope makes the building appear

so diminutive that the clock is scarcely visible, but its size as

seen through the " right end" is surprising. I also send you

a photograph of the building as it appears to the " man in

the street. â��Mr. Edward 1'idduck, 31, Kennington Park

Koad, S.E.

A UNIQUE LETTER-BOX.

RIGHT in the centre of Cranmere bog, Dartmoor, is one

of the strangest leUer-boxes to be found in the world.

The difficulty of reaching this IKJX makes letters particularly

valuable to those who receive them, and this has led to a

curious custom. Whoever crosses the bog carries post-cards

addressed to friends. On reaching the letter-box they take

out any cards they find there and post them at the nearest

town, leaving their own in the box, to l>e dealt with in a

similar manner by the next comer. Only agile people, who
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TRY IT !

HERE is a rough sketch of something that

certainly is not so easy as it looks. The

problem is to bring the fingers from the position in

Fig. I into that in Fig. 2 without separating first and

third finger in a, and without the help of the thumb

or little finger. The reverse is still more difficult.

Of course, when holding the first and third fingers

together in a with the help of the other hand, the

possibility of the task will be proved. â�� Mr. F.

Lieftinck, 394, Marnix Straat, Amsterdam.

IS THIS DUCK'S AGE A RECORD?

THE above photograph of a duck which died

on July 6th, 1903, in

the twenty-fourth year of its

age, may be of interest to

your readers. It enjoyed

excellent health, laid eggs

up to within a f, w weeks of

its decease, and only showed

serious signs of (ailing two

days before it died. The

photograph was taken on

June 2gth, one week be-

fore death. â�� Miss Macray,

Ducklington Rectory, Wit-

ney, Oxon.

A LION AT LARGE.

THE photograph I send

you represents Lord

George Sanger'slion mount-

ing from the cage (the

vehicle on the right) to the

top of one of the large

gilded cars on which, in the

company of a lamb, he used

to make his tour of the

town. The lion was quite

docile, and upon reaching the top of the

car sat down and waited for his keeper

to come and chain him to the floor of

the car.â��Mr. C. D. Grover, 3, 1'owis

Grove, Brighton.

THE REAL SHAKESPEARE.

OF all the so - called likenesses of

Shakespeare, there are three only

which can lay real claim to be authentic.

These are (I) the portrait-bust in the

church at Stratford-on-Avon; (2) the

Droeshout print, published with the

original edition of his works ; and (3) the Jansen por-

trait, possibly painted for the Earl of Southampton.

All three no doubt contain something of his likeness,

though the points of difference are very considerable.

By combining the three, however, as has been done

in the accompanying composite photograph, the differ-

ences are reduced to a minimum, while the points

which they possess in common are brought out and

emphasized. This print may, therefore, fairly claim

to be the best representation ever produced of

Shakespeare as he actually appeared in the flesh.
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A DONKEY ON A CAMEL'S BACK.

THIS photograph shows a donkey having a ride on a

camelrs back. I look it three winters ago in Mogador,

Morocco. One often sees sheep, goats, kids, and even

calves having a ride on donkey-back in Kaslcrn countries,

but it is seldom that a poor old donkey gets a ride.--Miss

A. M. Blackie, Glasgow.

TRIBUNAL

A LIVING 1'URSE.

THE medal of which the following

photograph is a full-size copy was found

Ijencath (he fore-shoulder of a steer bv Mr.

W. H. Wyckoff, Port Townscnd, Washington,

U.S.A., last December. Mr. Wyckofl', an

experienced butcher, found ihe medal l>ini;

Hat between the shoulder and the ribs, a

six inches beneath the skin. A crowd -aw

the medal before it was removed from its

strange hiding-place. The medal is of lead,

made in St. Louis, while the steer came trÂ»m

Eastern Oregon. Mr. Wyckoff is unable to

account for the occurrence, but lÂ«lieveÂ» the

RtfVOLUTIONNAIHE.

JLi'ixtcuTEOK det Jugemens

fen fÂ«uie dete nadn

t Ii maban de Justice de U Coociergerie , poor

J meyt t deration le Jugemenl qui oondimna

Â» 1. pine de mart. L'eiecmioa ami lieu

v 9'fQW**>

Fait an Tribunal, le ffL&fc. S

Pan Kcond de la ReoaUirftlnDfaiieX

A IiEATH-WARRAXT OF THE "TERROR."

THIS is a facsimile of one of the many

death-warrants issued by the Revolu-

tionary Tribunal during tjie Reign of Terror

in France. I low business-like is its brief

and laconic style ! A glance at it sets one

thinking of the many to whom a similar

document must have brought a happy re-

lease from one of the most miserable and

distressing periods in the world's history.

This document is the warrant for the execu-

tion of the deputy Kabaut in the second

year of the Republic.

medal was placed there, though by whom,

or for what purpose, remains a mystery.

â��Mr. James G. McCurdy, 1'ort Towns-

end, Washington.

TO FRIGHTEN POACHERS.

THIS is a photograph of an old alarm

gun which I found amongst some

rubbish in an outhouse. I thought it

would interest your readers to see what

our forefathers used to scare poachers

with. The flint-lock is still in good

working order, which speaks well for the

workmanship of years gone by. The

only part misting is the cover, which

fitted in the grooves by the !<>â�¢

keep the priming in the pan dry.â��Mr.

II. C. Wood, Enham, Andover, Hants-



You *M> uÂ« haw to

make a cheery sea

cheerier stlllT

Of FRY'S CONFEC-

TIONS let the

youngsters take

their frequent flit.

PURE CONCENTRATED

hyiOMTUf V



THE

SCOTTISH

Founded 1815 for

Mutual Assurance.

Wl DOWS

Funds

Â£18,000,000.

FUND

The Largest British Mutual Office

PROSPECTUSES, &c., WILL BE SENT ON APPLICATION

EDINBURGH: 9 ST. ANDREW SQUARE

LONDON : 28 CORNHILL, E.G., & 5 WATERLOO PLACE, S.W.

Agencies in au the Principal Towns in the United Kingdom.

â�¢ IF YOU TAKE

â�¢ BEECHAM'S PILLS you will find that it will pay you. You will gain by doing so. In

return for the small outlay which a box of the pills costs, you will ensure a healthy

^P stomach and regular action of the liver and bowels, resulting in good digestion, pure blood, ^P

â�¢ and a feeling of general tonicity Health is the best wealth, and it is surely remunerative â�¢

to exchange the weariness and depression which always accompany the reverse condition, â�¢

â�¢ for the vigour and activity of physical well-being. I

BEECHAM'S PILLS

I are a safe, simple, well-tried medicine of incalculable value for the relief and cure of all jf

Â£ irregularities of the bowels, stomach, liver, and kidneys. Most of the ills that flesh is heir Â£

to arise from the neglect of those organs. An occasional dose of BEECHAM'S PILLS will

promote their regular action, and by removing the first causes of disease will prevent the

establishment of grave disorders. At home or abroad, on business or pleasure, you should

never be without BEECHAM'S PILLS.

Always have a box at hand, for

IX WILL, PAY YOU.

Sold everywhere in Boxes, price Mi (06 pills) and 2/9 (tea pills).
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Have you ever tested

E.B.'s Royal Serges?

They are not merely

Serges, but good Serges.

Say Guard!

â�¢t am I right for

BOVRIL

Sleep Well

when you have

Plasmon Cocoa

The Food Cocoa,

or

Plasmon Oats

"The 4 minutes' Porridge,"

No busk or fibre.

For Supper.

Plasmon, Ld.. Farringclon Street, London.

Y&N

DIAGONAL SEAM

"Admirably

Modtllcd."â��QUEEN.

not Split

in the Seams,

Nor tear in

the Fabric.

Made in White, Black. Fawn,

Silver Grey, Sec.

4/11, 5,11, 6/11, 711

per pair, and upward*.

Three Cold Medals.

Pleaie write for Price Lilt to the

V * N Corset Factory

BRISTOL.

You cannot possibly have

a better Cocoa than

EPPS'S

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING.

COCOA

You will find It the

very Oocoa you -want.

BUILD YOUR

BOOKCASE.

Here ii a handsome, inex-

pemtvc Bookrtaoe, sold in

wet ions to Miit J.UI-M- and

iileasure : e&cli section complete

in itiself. Your bookfl are safe

behind rrmovablc (flawt doors. Sec-

tions limy be adiled vertically or

horiront .lly. No metal baiuls t-ho'V

IIIR, no eprings to get out of order.

THE GUNN IMPROVED

SECTIONAL BOOKCASE

Explanatory Booklet No. 35. and name

of nearest Agent, will be sent

Post Free.

WM. ANGUS A CO.. Ltd..

44. Paul9t..Londoi
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A GREATHAIR GROWER

To the Hundred Thousand Ladies and Gentlemen who have

written me from all parts of the world (sometimes enclosing stamps

for reply, and sometimes expecting me to defray the return postage

to the uttermost corners of the earth), requesting me to forward

them immediately my recipe for arresting the Fall of the Hair.

Greeting. Know all of you by these presents : That finding

it utterly impossible, even with the. assistance of an expensive staff, to

deal with the mass of correspondence, and having also ascertained

that in consequence of the success of my remedy " Tatcho," dis-

covered, advertised, and distributed gratuitously by me, dozens of

preparations have been placed on the market purporting to be the

same as mine, but in reality nothing of the sort, many of them

being absolutely innocent of the principal ingredient, I have been

compelled to place the matter in the hands of a Syndicate.

These gentlemen have agreed to

supply the whole world with the

preparation absolutely made up

according to my directions. It

was the only way for me to

protect the public and myself.

(Ste Coupon).

(51)13 oUpOn ENTITIES

^HOLDER TO A URGE 4/C BOTTU

TATCHO FOR 1/10 CARRIAGE PAID

. .SIMS.

HAIR RESTORER 6?

TATCHO

TATCHO Is sold by Chemists and Stores all over the world in bottles at 46, 2/9 and If.

' TATCHO " LABORATORIES, 5, Great Queen Street, Kingsway, London.
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SOUÂ±HAM;S *^^>,

oe SHOE

Thai you may

Bain some idea of the exqui-

sitely li ri' grain effect or the

NURA" Calf Leather we are now

Using for certain styles of "THOR "Shoes,

we have had a piece photographed and used as a

background for this design. In addition to the fine

appearance that it creates. "NURA" Leather is so

beautifully soft that from the very first it conforms to

every curve and movement of the foot. It is also waterproof.

The THOR" Shoe shown i> our Style No. 74. " NURA"

Calf; Whole Goloih ; no Side Seams; Medium Sole;

Welted ; Carlton Toe ; Black or Brown. Post Paid, 15s.

Mention " Strand Magazine."

Send P.O. 15 -, stating size, shape, and colour.

Pair sent per return.

SOUTHALL & CO.,

Dept. Lj,

187. KIRKSTALL ROAD, LEEDS.

Retail Stvrftâ��

at. Bridge Street,

Bradford.

72, Plnstone St.,

Sheffield.

" HOME TRAINING 8

FOR SPORTS

AND HEALTH.

I

RHEUMATISM

We have proved to thousands that the " VeriUs"

Galvanic King positively cured Rheumatism,

Neuralgia, EtwniUBMj impurities of the Mood.

and many kindrrtl

My latest success is

Mi. E. Payne, N.C.U.

Champion, who says : " I

cannot too strongly re-

commend alt Wbufd -be

champion athletes to place

themselves under you."

five individual attention to all <-,Lâ�¢.Â».-*, and gruantnU'C sutcees

in your taTtnirite sport or pastime. Also eradicate

physical defects and troublesome complaints.

Send at once for my booh. "HEALTH AT HOME,"

with terms for my Horns Course. I offer the

perfect health of the trained athlete.

Dept. S, The Broadway,

Ful ham, London, S.W.

THE BRITISH RING SYNDICATE

(Dept. 2), 86, New Street, Birmingham.
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NOBLES!

NOBLE'S

Please You or

Return Your Money

THIS CHARMING OUTDOOR COSTUME

Model

1692.

10/6

SPECIAL VALUE.

Smart Tailor built Costume

in Fashionable Grey Frieze, also

Black or Navy " Ophir " Vicuna Cloth- ftic rout 90 inches long with

fashionable new skives. The Skirt IB well cut mid fully wide. Well

made and nicely finished in .ill usual stwk size* for 149. Carr.

7d. extra, Also made Â»iÂ«nally to measure inâ��

K:mL'cF.A.OostumeFabrica.2a/- I Range F.C.Coetnme Fabric*,!. _

IlangeF.B.<1ostumeFahric*.26/- I KjnigeF.D.Coslume t'tibrii> 34 0

If lined, 66 extra.

Pattern* a,,d &lf-Measurement form* Pout Free

A SMART COSTUME for

Send your order to Noble'd to-day. Your

money returned if thin drew doesn't please

you. Well cut Skirt, fully wide, side fastening and

jccket. Bodice made with box pleai and fulm-tM in front,

sleeves hook and eve at wrist. Yoke and sleeves lined. ... -.

â�¢bldittof the J. M. Cheviot Serge and Vicuna Cloth in

stock sires. Model 1786, price 106, ^arrisRe rtd. extra.

Skirt alone, 5'6, carriage Sd. COLOI-RB : Light and Park

Grey, Heliotrope, Fawn. Rovnl, Brown. Crimson. Myrtle.

Black, and Na\y ; also in Electric, Brown, tJreen. and

Mid Blue Heather Mixtures. Patterns Poet Free.

Stock sizes to fit figures M, 36. and fttin. round bust

underarms; waist*. 24, 36, and 'Jrtin. ; Skirts, 38, 40.

ami 42in. long in front. Larger-sizes to measure

2 a extra. This design is al*o made to measure

in good Black OÂ»Â«hmere. lined through. 236;

and in Black Alpaca, 269.

PATTERNS POST FREE.

Noble's New Book

Entitled " Seasonable NorcltieH."

should be seÂ«n by all I^idiei who

ftudy their ap|>earance. It ie

full of biirgnina from cover to cover,

and although wnt free it may

save you nounde. Don't delay-

write for a copy to-day.

Mrs. G. D . Cnrtnarthm :

" Ih-.i,-* * to my tkat all VIM*!* which the fuu

had from John Noble, Ltd.. have given her

entire natiii faction. She can thbrouyhly recom-

mewt j/owr Jtrm to any intending purchaser."

NOBLE'S

Dress Fabrics

A halfpenny ijostcanl will bring to

your home a lame box of nelterni

ofNobleamacninoantMw DRESS

FABRICS l*ott Free hy return.

John Ni-hlf has never sent out a

more delightful variety, either of

t'liimiiiiiffi dnii - i'rteini'tiiigi:<jli'uri

Mis* A. K . Weit Ham. London, K., vritei :

" / am wry ftten&d indewl a-ith thfinctett.

1 thinJc fht </ are trvrth quite double what you

â�¢ iiK,-'- for them. I ihall let myfriendtitee

thf valitt you (five for money."

A GRAND COAT A CHARMING BLOUSE

__ Model Q/n

1650. O/D

ThisCoatuill make you look

attractive all the winter for

Â»*â�� von should liHve it.

Cut in the very latent style

from the moÂ«t faÂ«hi<)nablti

material. This <>>at iSrtn.

long) ib excellently finished.

will w<jar aplenaidlv, and

look well the whole time

Get it NOW. IxKik at the

price. Can you afford to go

without this greatest of all

â�¢John Noble - Rarpaiiifi?

Made in --legnut Light and

l>nrk Urcy TweeiU. also in

IlUck Tloth. Model 1600,

price 8 6, ciirriaffe twl. extra.

Skirt i Model ]TH.-{I to maU-h.

7.111, â�¢ iirriajte Sd. extra.

Send a ixwtal order for It

todaj-.

, Model

16Â«6.

You will look very pmart in this

Cashmere Blouaa at 4/11.

VERY SPECIAL VALUE.

An txceedingly neat and

Btylinh CVhuwn Blouse.

Front is trimmed with two

rows of figure 8 etiuhing,

and covered with fine

1 uckÂ«. The back has seven '

rown of fine tucks Hjrangtxl

in cluster". The collar and

fashionable deep cuffii are

nwi( lj-1 ticked and finished

with fisurc t< stitibing.

The garment is lined through

and faatens in front with box

pleat, OoLomu: Black, Navy.

Cardinal, and Cn.-Â«m.

Price 411. Our. 4d. extra.

, Leather Belt. Black, Xavy. or

I Brown. 1/11. Postage 4d.

.JOHN NOBLE, Ltd.

48, Brook Street Mills,

MANCHESTER.
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Write at once for Particulars of this marvellous

Instrument, Which Will play you the most perfect dance

music. No home should be Without one of the new

Gramophonesâ��the one Melba sings for.

THE . . .

< His Master's Voice."

GRAMOPHONE & TYPEWRITER, Ltd.,

21, City Road, London, E.C.
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15DORFS

COCOA

Double Strength

Nourishing" ajid Sustaining as a Drink

ing* dainty dessert fce Q^amSherbertete.

The Cocoa with a Yellow Wrapper

that s BCNSDORP^S

FREE SAMPLE

on mentioning this Magazine from

BENSDORP & CO., 33-35, East Hill, London, S.W.
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Sheffield Cutlery and Plate, Fresh from the Finishers' Hands, at Great Saving in Cost.

Bound quality. Splendid finish. Hotel* supplied. Special attention to Export Ordor. nnd Re-plating.

Of any of

These Goods

'POST FREE on

SOLID

, WHITE BONE

SOLID IMPROVED NICKEL SILVER

Ow TABLE SPOONSOR FORKS

.

lESSERT Do

HAND FORCED

TABLE KFS:

I 8/6 PER DOZ. "*â�¢-

DESSERT Do.

8/ PER DOZ.

ALL POST FREE:

>PERDOZ

DESSERT DITTO

5/&PERDOZ

TEA SPOONS

>ELECTRO PLATED WITH REAL SILVER.

Full size. Strong & Elegant. Hand Engraved.

WARRANTED

TO WEAR WHITE â�¢

THROUGHOUT

6 Table Forks

1 Table Spoons

< IK,..-, i r,,rl.

6 Uewsurt .-! - - .11

8 Tea Spoons..

6 EggNpoÂ«iÂ«.. .

iSn&ocnt.. .

8 Milliard Spoom

Sugar Tonga

Sugar Spoon

Butter Knife .

Jam Spoon ..

Pi.'kle Fork

id.

40

9*

S 6

36

2 0

I 0

7

SPECIAL XMAS OFFER.

6 Tea Spoons

\ Butter Knife

1 Sugar Sifter

1 Jam Spoon

1 Sugar Tongs

Silver Plated on N

:: :: i 5

1 O

Nickel 'SilverJ

THE SET

OFFERED AT

s/-

POST FREE.

The Chrittinn ('onunon-

uttiith. 15th March.

1888, fUijn: " We t'Â«n

hotiott 1 v say we tire nur-

priscd ttutteuch articles '

â�¢in he BuppHtxl .1! so i

Â«ni.ill a txift. Hie ttible *

kniven 16 - i!â�¢ â�¢/ I are

lnÂ«th strong and fiand-

soiiie, and wonld N-

cheap at double the

pric*. Tli^Â«iiiie remark

itppllefi to the nickel

silver."

tin A routed BeÂ«t Solid

ImpMtrwt NkkfllVftver,

\VhitÂ« thruughout.

THE LOT,

43

Pieces for?

31 6

12 Table Kniren.

12 Dessert do.

1 Pair Carrere.

91 Pieces Cutlery and

1 M.. 1

1Â» Table I'orks,

Spoons and Forks.

6 Table Spoons.

12 ElCTUert Fork!,

13 Ueawrt S|...,HK

12 Tea Spoon*.

4 Sill do

In Srtlid Oak. Walnut, or Ma-

hngany CheÂ«t las illustmtion).

Lloth Covered Tra/B. with

8mcÂ« for Kiich articleâ�� HroBi

Mustard Spoon

Soup Ladle.

Sauce Ladle.

M<>untÂ« and Handles, Lock

and Two Keff. \\ith the

hand-forced OUtlarjr, as above

OIHVV S|Kx>n

Â£4 IBe.

Sugar B&Ur.

Sugar Tonga.

With the r-ht-ai ^ T cutlery and

cheaper case. Â£3 17s. 6d.

/A

Engraved 'Any Initial,

Articles, offered

or separately as priced

~~â��-^^^. . â�¢ ,. i

"J*M AND BUTTER " in Velvet and silk limM wvered caso. 8'- poÂ»t free

'IVY PATTERN."

Spoons &

forks,

SPECIAL No.l

QUALITY.

Silver P1Â«teÂ«l

on Nirk.-l

Blrrir.

SILVER PLATED ON NICKEL SILVIK. Jam Spades Sugar As List on

S)lÂ«>onÂ«, Ilckle Forks. 1/8: Sugar Sifters and t'ream opposite

Ladles. Â»/- each; Butter Knires. 1&,

post free.

91 Pieces of Cutlery

and Plate - in Solid

Oak, vvulnui, or Ma-

hogany Chest.

With " A " 9trengUi Spoon*

and ForkÂ« alid SiÂ»iclal Outk-ry,

fine White Celluloid fivrt hÂ«r<l

Handles, which Â»fll not Â»tilil

in uÂ«e, Â£6.

I With "A" Quality Sllvtr-

I Plated Spoons and Forks

land our Extra Quality (Double

Srieeri Through Tang Cutlery,

es ioÂ«.

IVY BREAD FORK. â��SS^ G>Â«*3

y rliug silver Plated on UuMRMni Bilvci. 2/6 post free (in Â«Â«â�¢ 4*r

^PLATE & CUTLERY

CHESTS a SPECIALITY

47 6

CHILD'S KNIFE. FORK. AND SPOON, in hÂ»ndÂ«..me Velvet and Silk

Lined Cue. B,6. port free. Silver Plated on Nirki'l Silver. Ivory Handle

to Knife. AlÂ»o plain. Mnplated. Bone Hamlle Knife. 2-6.

II.Ll:STBATED CATAIXKitE FKEE. Moncv returned or Uoodn ex-

changed if not approved. Cheques croiaed " London City 1 Midland Rank." CARRIAGE PAID

SHEFFIELD GOODS HAHDFAOTDBIKO surpLY GOI

CAKE KNIFE. Silver Plated all over, 26
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SCOTCH

SHORTBREAD

The best of ingredients and the

old-fashioned method of baking

make Mackay's

SCOTLAND'S BEST SHORTBREAD.

Freshly Baked F.Very Day.

Packed in Tartan Boxes at 2/2 & 3/9.

Packed in Tint:

containing 3 Cakes, at 2/3 each.

2 Thick Cakts ,, 2/9 ,,

3 â�� â�� 3,10

4 â�� â�� 5/-

XII Pott Free.

THOS. HACK AY a SONS, ,

Greenock, Scotland

â�¢ â�¢ .. Â«*â�¢ Â» 1)

Â«Â« â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢â�¢ ^T -\F\

.. .. â�¢*â�¢ .. Â» â�¢â�¢UV-TB^

...... .. .. .. .. â��

!t: Â«*::Â«â�¢ if â�¢* iiSt;.^

[*>Â»

INSTITUTE

for

CURATIVE

and

CORRECTIVE

TREATMENT

By Anatomical

EXERCISE.

f The Larfffst Centre in London./

IQC Tottenham Court I A. WALLACE-JONES _

IQJ Road, London, W. | Director. Consultations 1

Sec Pull Page Announrement. STBAMU MAQ., NoTember !â�¢

ARTISTIC

-COAL-

CABINETS

AND VASES

Let your Xmiu GifUi p&rtake of a

truly useful, aa wtll ai an orna-

mi*utnl. character. Such, uoquca-

tionHbly. will be the nue if. yoc

clirtoftc one "of itur wautifullj'de-

i-in â�¢( COA) t (inn. - - or-Vaaot. for

in llicm utility tiat* been blended with art in a -i i nn-r hitherto

unthouxht of. lUiMulei beinx of a (mpacious and â�¢Ln>ng^-nH)

structcd character, they will !,.â�¢ found to lend an additional air

of refinement to the be0t-furaished homes. CATALOG tea Fmxc,

THE PHELPS CABINET CO., CALNE, WILTS.

BUY DIRECT AT FIRST COST FROM THE "ALFOSCO" FACTORIES.

SI'ECIAI

CARACUL CLOTH JACKET,

The Jacket of the Season.

AI.I.KM FOSTEK & Co. are ofTerinz Exceptional

Value h- Mii- Jacket. Mnde in I an<iÂ«ome black

Caracul Cloth, cut full and lined throughout.

l'i i. c<>iilr 106. ALUEK FOBTKHIt i.'o. hope

their customer! will ;nail thenitwlvea of

this Special Offer, and that it may be

tin- iiti'in-; of brlntnng to them n greot

number of new cuatomer#.

ALLEN KOSTEK & (Vi.'s Caracul Cloth

Cape at 106 i- nnother stupendoua bnr-

gain. Marvellous Value* C.-irrin-:<-

bd. extrn Testimonial* by ercry potit.

Deslgrn

No. 50.

411

"SUNRAY " PLEATED SKIRT.

In Superior Black and Navy Vicuna

Cloth. MurvellouK Value. Price

only 4-11. C'turiage fid. *-xtra.

A lao made in Trwim, Brown,

Grey. Navy, and BLick Alpaca

for name |>riri- When ordering

please give size of waist and

It-npth of ekirl in fn>nt.

lArger xlT^t than 28in. waJKt

will i !â�¢ l/. extra.

A CHAMPION TWEED

JACKET.

Made in R really 'pretty Tweed

Unlit, mid, and dark Grvy ehiuli

Out full with swing hnck. Si... k

in all sizesâ�� Â»tatÂ« boat ineanurenM'

uiider nrniB imd tthadeof Qrey

DMlgn

No. 566

7/11

Showrooms open daily.

Sketch Book and Catalogue of

WINTER NOVELTIES IN

COSTUMES, SKIRTS, FURS.

BLOUSES, etc.. sent poÂ»t free on

application. Kindly tend your

address.

ALLEN FOSTER & CO., MaTnhua

preferred.

I>ir*ct from the "Alfosco "

Factorius. price only 7,11,

iTiiTiage 0d. extra.

MOW'B the opportu-

nity It you would

f a good Jacket

at a Tow figure.

Money

Returned

If not

Approved.

47, GOLDEN LANE, BARBICAN, LONDON, E.G.
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Alarming Increase

Baldness!

in

A REMEDY

OFFERED

which possesses all the elements

that go to produce a good head of

hair. Its powerful, stimulating

properties go straight to the hair

roots â��giving them a life and

vigour they never knew before.

And life and vigour to the roots

mean more hair, stronger hair,

better hair. It will assuredly do

all this for YOU, as it has done

for thousands of others.

Mr. HARRY DE WINDT,

the <ire.it Explorer, writes:

"I think it right to tell you that on my return from

my recent Land Expedition from Paris to New York,

I was practically bald ; the few Jiairs I had left were

rapidly coming out. I had only used your 'HARLENE'

for two months, and am perfectly astounded at its

marvellous results. My hair has ceased dropping out,

and is growing again quite thickly, and I can safely

testify from personal experience to the marvellous

effects of your 'HARLENE."1

EDWARDS'

HARLENE BS HAIR j

XKe Great Hair Producer and Restorer. I

The Finest Dressing.

A Luxury and

Specially Prepared and Delicately Perfumed,

a Necessity to every Modern Toilet.

Restores, Strengthens, Beautifies, and Promotes the Growth of the Hair.

Prevents its Falling Off and Turning Grey. The World-renowned Remedy for Baldness.

UNDER ROYAL PATRONAGE AND SUPPLIED DIRECT TO

H.R.H. THE CROWN PRINCE OF GREECE.

H.R.H. PRINCE GEORGE OF GREECE.

PRINCESS ANNA HOHENLOME.

H.I.H. THE GRAND DUCHESS OF

MECKLENBURG-SCHWERIN, &c., &c.

H.M. THE QUEEN OF GREECE.

H.R.H. THE DUCHESS OF SPARTA.

H.R.H. PRINCESS HOHENLOHE.

H.I.H. THE GRAND DUCHESS

GEORGE OF RUSSIA.

Sample

Bottle

Free.

Will be sent (o any part of the world to any person filling up this

Form and enclosing 3d. for carriage. (Foreign stamps accepted.)

If presented personally at our Offices, no charge will be made.

A Trial

Costs

Nothing.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE. December, 1906.

I/-, 2/6, and 4/6 per Bottle, from Chemists and Stores all over the World, or sent direct on receipt of Postal Order.

EDWARDS' "HARLENE" CO., 95 & 96, High Holborn, London, W.C.
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Mothers and

Children.

Mothers who would keep their children

in good health should give them,

morning and evening, Dr. Tibbies'

Vi-Cocoa made with hot milk. Deli-

cate women who have weak lungs,

to be hale, robust, and healthy,

should use Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa

morning and evening. The busy house-

wife, with her household cares and her fretful

children, worn out and weary, takes her cup of

and is refreshed and sustained. The

writer speaks from personal experience

and from observation of beneficial effects

on others. Tea opens the pores and

temporarily excites, Coffee stimulates

the action of the heart, whilst Dr.

Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa gives strength,

stamina, and builds up and strength-

ens the lung tissues. It is, indeed, a

wonderful food-beverage. Nothing

has ever been discovered that can

approach it in giving lightness of

heart, joy of life, fleetness of

foot, and that general feeling

of comfort which only comes

from a full capacity to

enjoy every pleasure,

moral, intellectual, and

physical.

V

\

Begin to benefit by Vi-Cocoa '

' at once. Your grocer keeps '

it. Purchase a package to-day,'

and you will soon notice the I

advantages of making it the

1 leading item in your daily food.

It is worth your while to try it.

â�¢â�¢^MH^wlUlIU ' ^Wi

Cocoa
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A GENUINE

IXMAS TREAT]

" Planter's Samples" are the

ideal cigars for Christmas for

three reasons. As you will

require a considerable number

they must be good ones at a

low price; you will want them

to offer to friendsâ��so every one

must be reliable; you may be

smoking almost continuallyâ��so

you will want cigars that will

not pall, but which will be

keenly enjoyed all the time.

We meet you upon every point.

We make exceptionally low

offers in point of price, and

we guarantee Planter's to be of

the finest whole leaf tobacco.

We offer you five of these cigars absolutely

free. On receipt of 12/6 for 100, or 6/6 for

50, we will send your order carnage paid.

Five of these cigars you may smoke within the

following seven days, and if they are not all

you have been led to expect return the remain-

der and we will refund your money at once.

PltaK cnin Clxgati and P.o.'t "Stamford, SnaUino.

anil Boston Bank."

Write /or Illustrated List and particulars of ipecial

C'hristniin porcelB.

BOND CIGAR CO. |8)- *&x,'Sig\rDo<"1'

[PLANTERS SAMPIZS'I

CIGARS

ss

Da

fcJD

"A

The Most Sensible

XMAS or NEW YEAR

GIFT.

One that will be appreciated by

young and old alike.

A KODAK

SIS

Prices:

5s. to Â£8.

Photography

is so simple that anybody can maKe

successful pictures after half. an .

hour's study of the Kodak Manual.

Bear in mind that

NO DARK ROOM

IS REQUIRED,

loading and changing, developing and

printing being done in daylight.

KODAK HAMPERS

containing a Complete Photographic

Outfit can be purchased at from Zls.

"The Kodak in Winter,"

sent free, gives full details.

Kodak, Ltd., 57-61, Clerkenwell-rd,

London, B.C.; 56, Bold Street, Liverpool- ,

7*-74, Buchanan Street, Glasgow; 59, Brompton fJO

Road,b.W.; 60, Cheapside, E.C.; in, Oxford Cf

Street, W. j 171-173, Regent Street W.;

40, Strand, I^mdon, W.C., and all Dealers.

s
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THE VALUE IS IN THE BLADE.

The genuine STAR blades are of the finest refined

Sheffield steelâ�� tempered by a special process which

leaves thrm fully magnetised â�� ensuring a lasting

cutting edge which under the microscope reveals a

series of serrations wonderful alike for uniformity

and fineness.

No expense for new bladesâ�� they last a lifetime.

Iu Leather Wallet ................ T'8

Uomnai-iuiu duett (an illustrated), in Green. Bed,

or Purple I>nth<r. wiili Star Razor, patent Htar

Strop, and Stropping Machine, ana

Extru MM!.- 4 - each.

Also Cases from 1O/- to 1OO

A*k your Cttfter. Silversmith, or Pfcemwt to

frrofure for i/oit an illustrated lint of the

iuc Star Safety Rtuorf, or itrite direct

to the â��

Wholesale Depot : 6, City Road, Umloii. E.C.

Redford's Starch Gloss

The '' Pigtail Brand," is rubbed on and lays the foundation

of?, brilliant and permanent glos*, which ironing completes,

on collars, cuffs, and shirts. A quick, sure, and successful

way that takes the drudgery out of ironing starched linen,

and ensures beÂ« icsults. Send postal order to-day for a

shilling box post free. Lasts for months. Foreign postage

extra. Or send stamped addressed envelope for sample.

B. Redford and Son, Oxford Street, Liverpool.

OFTHEPER/OD

OffPATENT

METALLIC

v VENETIAN.

Beautifully Enamelled la any colour.

Makes the room more rheorf ul, is llRht, durable, and elegant

ii fireproof, can bo fixed in half the usual Â»\>.\;i- Only

requires washing to m;ikÂ« it new nftcr yc'ar.i of m.-^r.

WRITE FOH A FRFE SAMPLE.

HODKINSON 4 Co., Id., Cw'(Mff&nWiH'rth'

Goddard's

Plate Powder

For Oeaning Silver, Electro Plate. &K.

Sold everywhere, V- 2't> S, 4/6

FITTED WITH

AHrtoUREQ

BRUSH-
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GREAT VALUE IN XMAS GIFTS

THE H. WHITE MANUFACTURING

COMPANY.

Buying from the H. Whit* Maiiufiu-tuiinK Co

leans that you obtain Watches ami Gem ^m

Jewelk-ry of "the Iligheat <.'laÂ«* at a. real

Baviiig of ?&', (5/- In *! as compared with thi

Ufliial rt-toil prices. hue in I he first plare

to tM fact thnt the Oomjiaiiy IMWHI-SS the

jrr* tt'--t I'n ilifit- for economical

production, ami huy in tho best /

mark'-Ui â�� two immeu*uly fn.TKtrtant /

advantages from which their client* '-^

derive the greatest benefit;

whiuit the Company'n tfrent tumov.-r ;

penuits them to sell their Wonderful -

Spfcialities with half the profit the

ordinary retail firms, with their

limited sales, are ohliged to make.

Fine Diamonds. Heavy 18-ot.,

A VALUABLE BOOK FREE |

Upon receipt of a irtetcard mentioning' STHÂ«â�¢

â�¢&Â£' SllS-l;0V'm"X *'" mail tui'lr Green-

Book of Witches, Rings. Bracelet*. Pins, etc.

It is mailed tree anywhere, is full ol

interesting information, and may save

. you pounds !

The 'COUNTY' 14-ct. Lever.

Upon receipt of fm

" *Â»

P.O.O., Dmft,

_-sh, Xtt'tl -6 the H. White

Manufacturing Company will mail to you at their

own risk, anywhere, thtir Wonderful

"CVmn(v"Wafrh. In strong Solid 14ct. Gold

Can-., Half or Full Hunting. | olitnril plain for

ini.ri. giiiin IricMy BDfmTftd P-extra!. Chronometer

Balance-adjusted for variations In tempe-

ratures The Great Watoh of a Great Firm.

Marvellous Value. In substantial Solid

I Set. Cold Cases a superb presentation

watch -Â£7 15s. Splendid Sterling Silver

Cares. Â£2 IDs.

The "L-uly's County." an exquisite Lever \Vatrh,

nitli Solid ISct. Cold Half or Full Huntina CaÂ»es.

Richly chared or polished plain. Â£5 5s. A delightful Gift.

The " County" Albert, t splendid Solid Ciold Chain

-Curb or Fetter Links-Government Skimped on every link,

Â£3 5s., single or double. Solid ISct. Gold, Â£5 15s.

Real Diamonds and

Rubles or Sapphires.

Â£5 5s.

Real Penrlt. Tliree Kubiei or

Â£1 Ts.

8plendid Diamonds,

18-ot., Â£15.

Splendid All Ilinmond Hoop Fine fi'm"â�¢1" and

18-ct., Â£10 10s. Kmerald Centre, IB-ct.,

Fine Diamonds and Rubies Real Diamonds and ~3;,

or Biipphire^. Â£13 lOs. Rubies or Sapphires. M w j

18-ct., Â£3 10s. no

Solid 14-ct. Half.Hunterand Gold

Wat<-h Brooch. Â»lth the numerals

exquisitely enamelled under ring of

Coral or Opal. Admirable move

ment. Engraved c*?es if preferred

Â£3 3s.; with 18-ot. Wntch. fiÂ«s.

Special Value.

Superb Sium Ruby,

heaviest 18-ct'..

Â£3 3s.

Every article lnvin* the

Government stamp.

Oent's Snake Rinir.

.Splendid Diamonds.

18-ct., Â£8 10s.

Hony 18-ot.. Two Fine K

Diamond*, Â£3 15s.

With smaller Diamonds.

Â£2 15s.

COLONIAL

ORDERS.

Clients resident In the Colonies or elsewhere may rely

^â�¢ii their orders being executed with the utmost

fidelity, and their iniitriii'tionp and requirement

will engiige t).e closeBt, Individual, conn [deration

Postage, British pOBM^om. 1/6; â�¢ 1 ..-.:,.,. 5.-.

Sent at the Company's risk.

Fashionable Curb Bracelet, with Padlock and Safety Chain, Solid Gold, Â£3 5s.; 15-ct. Gold, Â£Â« ID-,.

H. WHITE

Manfg.

Co.,

104, MARKET STREET, MANCHESTER

(NEXT TO LEWIS'S).
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ABoyfc Delight on a Winter^ Night

i FEW OF OUR LATEST

" LINES ":

4-volt Pocket Accumulator,

Celluloid Case. Sent Fully

Charged, poÂ»t free, 2/9.

Oinic Lamp For use with above,

showing 3 c.p. light. Fitted

with polished brass bayonet

holder. Price 2/6. post free.

Small White Fancy Shades,

also for Holders, lOd. post

free.

Silk-covered Twin Wire,

2d yard.

RICH FORD & CO.

THIS ILLUSTRATION IS TAKEN FROM

OUR NEW CATALOGUE

(post free 3 stamps),

and is only one of the hundreds of Models shown. All sorts

of Electrical and Mechanical Novelties. Send for it now.

Also Special Accumulator Catalogue.

STEAM LOCOS

from 36.

Electric Mnlors, new pattern,

self-starting. 2/9 pott fiee.

Beit Qu.liiy Shock C.,l,. 2.9

ana upwards poÂ«t free.

Electric Packet Lamps. 1/2

1/9. 2/9. 4/6 upward*

J "<>Â« art bound tfljind stint.

thing to interest you in

our List, so send at cnse

/or same.

(Dept B), 52a, High Holborn, W.C.; and at 153, Fleet St, E.C.

1

BOYD PIANO-PLAYER

The Most Perfect and

Effective Piano-Player.

Easiest to Pedal.

Manufactured in LonJon.

65 NOTES.

TRANSPOSES IN

S DIFFERENT KEYS.

Â£29 GASH,

or 36 Monthly

Payments of . .

!>â�¢â�¢!! vi-rcil in the United Kingtloru. > u M.I.LTI paid, on parmcntnf

flrmi itn'iitlt's i]i(it:ihin;n'. llltatrtititm aitd i*articulari frer.

BOYD, Ltd., 19> HOLBORN, LONDON, E.C.

Winter Night Hobbies.

WOOD CARVING

POKER WORK

REPOUSSE WORK

LEATHER EMBOSSING

BENT IRONWORK

FRETWORK

BASKET WORK

PICTURE FRAMING

MARQUETERIE

LEATHER MODELLING

"Â«*.

"*.Â«!

'*^,

HARCER BROS.,TI"cD7prans SETTLE

LIVING PICTURES

With our great ciÂ»ml>inatk>n Bioec-oiM? and

Mitjrfc Lantern fortune* are eaxilj madi â�¢(

>me and Bbroad. The King o< Cim-oute-

apbs, right u]> to date, new moTeroeut*. new

piit'-lit- Colou â�¢ in ; ReverMt

tin M.hjt-rU while in m-ition. Pax-

lour dloscopem. Â£3-3* HM

P&mphengo* ii the finest OU

LanUni. Â£3-5*. Portable Elertric

Outfit^ !'' i Booth or Hall. Outdoor

Peep-Show Bioscopes coin

money, Â£12-,2a.

CHEAPEST AND BEST IK

THE WORLD

for Magic Lun terns. Cine-

matographi. Films.

_ Citicinat.igrupti LUt, Sd Lanlfvna.

Â«d. " Slides, ad. An supplied to Ma-Unu- l"atii. K-./al Polyt^nnic.

Maharajah of Mjnorr. IT. Uratbin )imnnÂ«Â«,

HUGHES & Co., erewstor House, 82, Mortimer RcL,

KINOSLAND, LONDON. N.

Patentee* and Jnwnton.

100.000 Slide* In Stock.

WASH AT HOME

WITH BKADFORDS HEW

VOWEL

WASHING MACHINE

" SIMPLEST AND BEST,

Is the unanimous U'stimnny

of thousands of user*.

Month*s Free Trial.

IlliiBtratrd and

X " Post Free.

THOMAS BRADFORD

LEARN TO WRIT

IMTS

The question with every man whether he own* n huMineM or i* employed at a flalarr ii. ** How cai

I fncretuse my income? 'That question (un quickly be solved if he will conrider the extnordi-

naiv Mirretu of Pn^t*- Davis Â»tudriitÂ« in Great Britain and all over the worM

The Pitgo-liHvfH ttvrtvni reiin-Bt-nU thÂ« hinhert itandard of advertising instruction in the

wrM and has the coninienclMtion and confidence of the nmht smvessful mid nnnntnent AÂ«

aÂ«lvertininfr nu-n. Il coeta nothing for ynu lo find out why hundreds of men ar.d women V -*

who were |ireviouÂ»Iv workiiyr for wnaH weekly Hilnrie* are to-Uajr. ftfUr oamp].Â»ttat .>x *'

a ri>rreÂ»|xÂ»niU-n<-c <-ouriÂ«! with us, nmkinxt ^Mâ�¢^^^*â�¢*>n i-JO*) and Â£;Â«W |>er yt-mr. .a â�¢*

dur Btudents nre nteadily diÂ«placinp men who have opent a lifetime workina up vi*^ -' j|

to their iirrwnt poÂ«itiÂ»nB. <Â»ur couree prenam you fnradvanecrneut and enable* fr / 0?.%

ou ti> of -I fiin our of the highly inid appointment* being continually Mecurcd ,-r â�¢* ovL***^

0 â�¢ I'mre-IiitviB me

NOTICE TO EMPLOYERS: BfiS*

A CO.,

140 to 142, High Holhorn, Loxuox.

lao. Bold Street, LivKHntoi,

T*

*V'

TÂ«l ndvprtisintr firms of the country, and Khali IÂ« Kind of further fipi->r-

tuniti.-'. to .'xlend thii wrrice without charge. AVrite for our

THE PACE-DAVIS ADVERTISING SCHOOL. Dept. L,

195, Oxford Street, London. W. f*

â�¢ J *

^V -CT Â«&

". * K

# V
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Think What an advantage

"STELLITE"

PORTABLE ROOM-TO-ROOM

TELEPHONES

Will be in YOUR Home !

All

little

fittings

are sent

with

it, and

you can fit

the whole

thing

up your-

self without

trouble, and

without spoil-

ing the looks

of the room.

So useful are

these telephones

that unquestion-

ably the day will

come when they

will be fitted all

over every house.

Just to mention two

â�� you can phone

your orders to your

servantsâ��no wait-

j ing for youâ��no

useless fagging for

them.

Anyone in bed can

have it from the bedroom

to downstairs or any-

whete else â�� a great

advantage in illness.

Does not matter if

complaint infectious,

no danger.

You can try them

free of cost, for we

will send a set on

a month's appro-

val. If you

don't like it you

simply send it

back to us

and we re-

fund in full.

'rom\15/-iÂ»l*

BRITISH MADE.

But our descriptive list will tell you

all about them and how to fit them.

Why not get one now ?

Write for Catalogue "S.M. 6,"

ELECTRIC & ORDNANCE ACCESSORIES CO.

Stelllte Works, BIRMINGHAM. Ltd"

Chrlstmastide will

find the resources of His Majesty's

Post Office taxed to the utmost in distri-

buting the thousands of treasure souvenirs

selected In advance AT LITTLE MORE THAN

HALF USUAL RETAIL PRICESâ��from

H. SAMUELS

MARVELLOUS

CHRISTMAS BARGAIN

GUIDE AND FREE

PRIZE DISTRIBUTOR.

This Book, which will be sent free to any applicant,

shows an unparalleled assortment of Yuletlde

novelties, every article worthy of Its place amongst

the world s choicest bargains, and each combining

beauty and utility with high value and small

charges.

~ 3./-

HANDSOME

SEASONS

GREETING

BROOCH. ALSO IN

SOLID

COLD,

MONTH'S FREE

TRIAL ALLOWED

WITH ANY ARTICLE.

H. SAMUEL'S

'ACME"

SILVER LEVER

Complete with Sevei

Years' Warranty

Â»nd Siwclal

FREE GIFT

of Massive Hall

Marked

SOLID SILVER

CURB ALBERT.

>vcr Two Millions

now in wear.

the

the

Really

MaenirVenl

M-i-t. Molicl

HALL

MARKED (101,1)

Betrothal or DrM-i Rinn,

Â«et with wiei-teii Real

Diamonds. Ruliieg, etc.

In H. SAMUELS

BARGAIN GUIDE you

have the widest

selection, the finest

stock, the lowest prices

GREATEST SAVINGS, and

offer of valuable

CHRISTMAS

FREE PRIZES

to all Purchasers see Lists In Book.

HUNDREDS OF HOMES WILL

PROFIT IN SAVINGS AT XMAS

BY THIS VERY BOOK-WHY

NOT WRITE FOR IT YOURSELF 7

HO AI I f I No 48' Market 8t>

. OAIYlUtL, MANCHESTER.

I
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The Very Thing!

Just what we art looking: for.

JOHN THRIDCOULD A Co s

1

S. Christmas Cards 4s-

Novelties

and

Seasonable

DON'T MISS THIS.

1

Never before has suoh a Shllllngaworth been offered.

Nothing prettier or better could be wished for.

CHRISTMAS &

NEW YEAR PRESENTS

YOU GET THE WHOLE OF THE FOLLOWING

SPLENDID NEW ASSORTMENT:-

A most charming selection of

TWENTY-FOUR CHRISTMAS and NEW YEAR

CARDS, POST-CARDS, CALENDARS, &c.

All most beautiful folding and embossed designs.

Published value, id., ?d., 3d., 4d., and 6d. each.

Among the Novelties will be found â��

CHARMING FLORAL STUDIES. Fragrant Flowers

in pretty Glass Vases.

THE ART OEM PENDANT. Three-fold Floral Card.

A very taking design.

PRETTY CHICKS AWAKENINGâ�� or 'â�¢ Dots your

Mother know you're out ? "

MY FRIENDS' MOTOR CAR. An ingenious trt-fold

Card â�� " I've arrived !" â�� with Christmas Greetings,

PEACE AND GOODWILL CALENDAR. Entirely

New Design. Thrre Panels Decorated with charming

Flora! Designs, to hang.

WISHING DAYS OF HAPPINESS.

SIX PICTURE POST-CARDS. Comic Cheque Book

on the Hank of Good Fortune. A wealth of humour.

Jusi the thing to cause fun and amusement.

THE JEWELLED POSY CARD. Tri -fold design,

executed in a very tasteful manner.

THE FORGET-ME-NOT LEAFLET. A very superior

card anil is finished with silk cord and tassels.

SWEET MELODIES. Jewelled Musical Card and

Wishes, by Messrs. Raphael Tuck & Son.

COMICAL FACES. Very humorous design.

Turn me round and then you'll *ee,

My face is -rniliu^ sweet on thee.

WHAT, MORE? Yes; last, but not least, is our

ANNUAL FREE GIFT, comprising a very Superb

Card, published at 6d. alone. Delicate Floral Sprays,

Lea Helled, and finished with Silk Bow of Ribbon.

INDEED A CHARMINU GIFT.

In all Twenty-four Presents a fascinating assortment

that, If bought In the ordinary way, would cost at

least Five Shillings.

Tin- ivlttile i* f tin altnie will he sent, securely packed, on

reteift of P.O. forT*. and Tw Stanifs to defray fustagc,

or /wo different assorted Parcels, P.O. 2s and 3d.

for Parcel Post.

Pa

FULL DINNER SERVICE, IT/ft

80 Piece.. Prarock nluc I â�¢ ' W

FULL TEA SERVICE. PlÂ«

Blur and Gold, or Green and Gold

ALL CARRIAGE PAID. Sample Cup and

Saucer, 0 Stamps.

Full details m richly Illustrated Catalogue No. 8,

I1 KK,K on application. On good* for ejrwt ire

pay carriage to port in England, and ship at

special low rales.

HASSALL & CO..

ITTERIES, Â» ..

HANLEY. _

XMAS GIFTS. IRISHTL|ENENEHOU8E.

Hearne & Co., Ltd., Waterford, Ireland

The Whitest Talilo I > n,u-k. and Household Linens In the World

8Â«nd for CkUkfDt of Betl Linens. Hand Embroidered Â«..-.!-. II..

ken/hiefs. Shirt*. Ooum etc. Dazzling White Ihuniulk Table Cktfbt-

611 each ; Serviette! to ruittch. 7 6 dozen. Hand Kmbroidered 1 â�¢ â�¢

Handkerchiefs. 4d. rath. Polishing Cloths for Silri-r. etc.. lid.Â« < ti

II .IK! Embroidered Frilled Pillow Cases. 1/6 ou-h. Plain lion

Pillow Cases, I/- each. Kitchen Table Cloths. lO*d. each,

Linen, lO|d. a yard. Hemmed Duster*. 1/6 dozen.

NEUMATIC

CRUTCH

ket of Large Envelopes to Fit Cards, 3d. extra.

Shopkeepers should send for Wholesale Cata-

logue and Samples of Christmas Carte,

Novelties, etc., post free 3 Stamps. Cheapest

Mouse In London.

JOHN THRIDGOULD & CO.,

18 and 20, SIDNEY ST., COMMERCIAL RD.,

LONDON, E. (Kslat. /#/.

A BOON AND COMFORT.

I'. ! inflated like a bicycle

tvre. Cool. *oft and neat Pre

it*('rutch Paralysis. Frame ol

it Ameri'iin <>ak. Plated fit

Qgs. No n:nlÂ« to wear out cvmt 01

muientleil bv the Mtitl

. HUtf full lenffth Â«n-l

.1 Profession.

nÂ«th from armpit to bind n-Â»l

' Â£22-0 the pair. SI-3-O sinal.

Crutch. Stnlfht Sti.k Crutches.

2O - . .1, li. or a> - per pair. Pads and

ling- i-omltlete. read? for fixing. 1ft'- each,

i 3O - per pur. including, inOator. Cash with

.ir.b'r If not approve*! on receipt. moneT returned.

W. MITCHELL. Patentee. Imentor. and S..1-

M:>k.-r Acre. Work.. WlbÂ«Â«y. Bradford.
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FREE

Developer

and use it,

nnd you

will

be Lome

Healthy

and

Strong.

DEMONSTRATIONS

OF THE SANDOW DEVELOPER

are now being given daily at the magnificent new

premises of the Sandow Developer Co., at 6 & 7,

George Street, Hanover Square (5 minutes' walk

from Oxford Circus and Piccadilly Circus),

London, W. Hours of demonstration are 10 to 6,

and Saturdays 1010 I. Cards of admission maybe

had either on written application or on presentation

of card. The Sandow Developer has proved a

splendid remedial apparatus for the cure of the

latter-day ailments that afflict those whose lives are of a seden-

tary character. The expert Demonstrators will be pleased

to explain (free of charge) the proper use of the Developer

for the cure of such ailments as indigestion, constipation,

lack of energy, and other nervous and functional disorders.

The Developer can also be seen and tried at every high-

class athletic or general stores throughout Great Britain, and

the principal cities and towns in the Colonies and abroad.

'^ CASH PRIZES will be awarded in an easy competition

Â°Pcn ''â�¢ every purchaser of a Sandow Developer. Kvery

purchaser has a good chance of winning one of the many pri/es

offered. Full particulars of the Competition are given with

every Sandow Developer, or may be obtained post free from the Sandow

Developer Co.'s Offices.

The price of the Sandow Developer is 129. 6d. The Developer includes a

complete wall exerciser, adjustable chest expander, a weight-lifting exerciser,

and a pair of dumb-bells.

SANDOW DEVELOPER CO., T (A&SSii),

e and 7, GEORGE STREET, HANOVER SQUARE. LONDON. W.

Established 1789.

Model Maker, to the Admiralty, etc.

WORKING MODEL STEAM ENGINES

BRITISH

MADE

npany's latest flyer. Boiler

loke and Fire boxes. In

Made to Scale Jjln.=lft. from the Official

TESTED UNDER STEAM

North British Railway Com,

with Water Tubes, Flu--*, Bmo .

t.Tii:il Flame. Pair iÂ«owerful Slide Valve Cylinders with

Reversing .Eccentrics, Glass Water Gauge, Safety Valve.

Dome. Steam Pressure Gauge, Â«-tc. Spirit Tank fitted in

Tender regulating supply of Spirit to lamp. Gaugt: IU.---2|iu,

Lewth ;HfL Prirc Â£20, rurriajrf free.

Ditto, smaller. Boiler fiitod with Cross Tubes, Flues, etc., as at tore

described. Gauge 111 â��â�¢i'in . Ittngth over 2ft., QK illustrated.

Complete. Price Â£5 15s. 6d., ciirrUg"* free.

We ran altu> supply Model No. 902

is" Exp

ilal Drawings, and are as supplied by us to the Railway Companies.

AND GUARANTEED. ONLY TO BE HAD FROM US.

Caledonian Railway Company's F med Nos. 49 mid 5O

Clans 6-Coupled Express Engines, with pair in?idc l>ouble

Action Slide Valve ( Minder*. Link Motion Reversing Gear.

Boil'-r with \\ ,iti-i Tubes, Hmoke nnd Fire Boxes, etc. Steam

._â��â�� __ C.R. and I* & N.W.R.

Jubilee Class" Exprww HaffaM with pair 8.V. Inside Cylln-

d*rs,nttÂ«dasabove nUli Reverting Gear worked from Cab,

etc. Gauge III "-in length "rt. Ate Â£5 5s. 6d., iiirr. free.

London A North-Western Railway Company's Model

of Express 4-Coupled Passenger Engine, ' Precursor."

Boiler with Water TOM* Intcniul Flame. Inside D.A.8.V.

Cylinder and Reversing Eccentric, i. l . - â�¢ Water Gauge. Safety

Valve. Steam Pressure Gauge. Tank for Spirit In Tender, with

Cock to regulate supply (â�¢â�¢ Patent Lamp HOpM* Gauge 111

ajiii., length 2lin. Price Â£3, carri<igi free.

Western Railway Company's

is 6- Coupled Engine. Powerful

r with Reversing Eccentric. KnSler

Glasgow & South - Western

Famed No. 384 Class

Inside Slide Valve (Vlimler .

(â�¢i i .1 with Cross Tubes, Steam Pressure Gauge. Glitwi Water

Gauge, Throttle Valve, etc., as UlUtntad. Gunge IIl

k-DRth aift. PlW Â«4 IDs. 6d., rarriage free.

Pressure Gauge. Safety Viilvc, Dome. Glass Water Gauge,

etc., exactly an illustrated. Gauge TII.=2tin., length 2jft,

Pi ice Â£20. rarrii*gÂ« free.

Similar to above, hut slightly smaller, with powerful Double

Action Slide Valve Cylinder placed intiide. wiili Link Motion

Reversing Gear, BoUar with Water Tube*. <:i.-. Water

Gauge, Safety Valve, Steam Pressure Gauge, etc. Tank with Cock

in Tender for reguhiting supply of Spirit to l.imi1 Gauge 1H.=

2|in., leiiftth 31ft. I'ri. â�¢â�¢ Â£6 10s. 6d., c-arriage free.

SPECIAL RAILS mounted on Sleeper* suitable for above

Engine*. Rift, diameter Circle, 1O 6. 10ft. diameterCircle. 12/-.

Oval Kiiilroads. Stft. by Wft, 12/8.- 10ft. !â�¢>â�¢ 18ft,. 13;B. Straight

Rails. 14)in. lengths, 38 per doz.. all carriage free if ordered

with Knglne.

ChcaiÂ«r QtiarantÂ«ed Working Sti-am Engines of all kinds from

26 upwards.

Repairs, Steam and Clockw rk, etc.. executed.

Send to-day for our New Complete Illustra ed Catalogue.

OontuiiM over ROO ll!uitritiÂ«Mi~ Â«f ,,l ,\ > and Engim-s of all kindtt.

Marino. Hot Air. Gas. Elatri^.Cl.vckttork,et<'..C<Â«cheÂ«. Waggons,

and all rolling stock eomd design and colour*, Signals, Bute,

Point*. Stations, Tunnela, Bridges. Clyde Built Model Raring

YachU. ShiiÂ»' and Engitu* FittinRw. Ouflna of BBftMtand [Â«rtÂ«.

Dynamos, lAiinch Motors. CoiU. Kliv-trireil Apj'itmtu-, S<'ieutific

and bpttteanta) Cabinet*, and all the latest Novelties. To

" Strand" Readers. 6d. pntfTM

Abrviptd Illustrated Catolwtt of Knfjine*. Train*. Rotting Stvck,

Raits, I'oiitit, MotM*. etc., i*>*t free on rMSQM of ittimp for jwstaye

New Additional Testing Room and Experimental

Workshop, 145. Argyll Street. Enquiries Invited.

CLYDE MODEL DOCKYARD & ENGINE DEPOT, Model Yacht Builders, Engineers & Electricians,

ARGYLL ARCADE, GLASGOW. SCOTLAND.
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Cut this advt. out and

send it together with P.O.O.

or stamps 4s. to 114,

Southampton Row, London,

and a FULL-SIZED LARGE

BOTTLE will be sent

I CARRIAGE PAID anywhere in I

the United Kingdom. (H.)

BOUGHT.

ARTIFICIAL I

TEETH

The well - known _

M .H i-.,< : i,j i â�¢ i" I'. , Mr?*n.

H. M. Dttowxi5u, five the rtrj

' ralue ; if f >r Â« HP if 1 by post

utmost value jirr

return, or uippr

made. 63, Oxford

St. nl>i' K-i?i.i--nr

Pbwvi. London. W.

JE*f. Â«JO Keart.

I SPROCK'S I

Made in

Sheffield. Kii-! in ',

Ground in Germany.

^Block Handlei. a/- each; Ivory Handles. Tfleacb.

' Takto Ouflerj.

From all Cutlers and Hairdrnnen.

k Wholerefc : Parton, Son*Co.. Ld.,

Â» * 6, Bull Bint, Bimiiggham.

I RAZORS. |

PROFITABLE HOME WORK

CLEAN. LIGHT, FOR EITHER SEX. WITH OUR

AUTOMATIC KNITTER

If an; are earning their living, and wÂ« r

mend it to you if you ore fcckmg Home Work.

Machine* â�¢upplied for Cub or Hire, and

YOUR \Vni:k BOUGHT, enabling you tu cam

mouey while establishing a profitable bod-

new. See TestimouUlfi. Etid. 1979. Writ*

8ADIN, 67, Soulhwark St., London.

SADDLE RAG SUITtiria-O OB

NO EXTRA FOR CREDIT.

FURNISH ON OUR NEW

INSTALMENT SYSTEM

NO DEPOSIT REQt//f?ED.

FREE LIFE INSURANCE

FREE FIRE INSURANCE

WRITE FORoimXMAS GUIDEfORBARGAIfti

amiHTOFLiRMisnori TERMS

COUNTRY CUSTOMERS

â�¢SUffllltD OHOUK Cf/tCfAL

LOftDOfi TÂ£Â»MS.

ALL GOODS MARKED in

PLRIN FIGURES AND PACKED AMD

DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR FREE Or CHARGE

*"Â«>" HACKMEY rURMISMIHG 6

OVER THE. PneMI6CS BEFORt tHTCRIMC

COMPELLED TO MOTirv THIS Iff CONSCOUtnt E of

UtUCKUPULUA IMITATORS Dt_CilVinC.Â«Â«XÂ«'<M CiaTOfKiS.

'/vTiMmzss HACKtt[ Y FURNISH/tlG &&

)Wn MALL BUILOinC5

18 19 20 21 22. THE GROVE. *WÂ«/Â« MARt 51. MACKNCV

HOURS OF BU5IMt5S 9 Till 9. THURSDAYS 9 Till â�¢Â». A M STEWART. ">
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MAKES MEN STRONG

PKOPI.F, whose nerves are shaky, whose linil-s are racked

With pain, whose bodies ache from morning till night, who

have no heart, no life, no energy lo do anything which would

bring them credit, need suffer no longer, for the means whereby

they can be restored ;ire at hand. ELECTRICITY, scienti-

fically applied, converts physical wrecks into men of might.

It brings back the glow of health to the pallid cheek, makes

every hbre tingle with the buoyancy of youth, and pushes

people through their troubles to health and success.

Mr. A. F. Etherton, Tile House Farm, Stoughton, Surrey,

says: " 1 have not had a pain in my back since the first week I

wore your appliance, and I don't feel like having any more pains,

I get stronger every day, and I did not think 1 could feel so well."

There is no place for the weakling in this- hurry-scurry

world. It takes "nerve" and strength to overcome obstacles.

The successful man, no matter what hi* occupation, shows

in his every movement decision and enthusiasm. The weakling

lacks every element necessary for success.

GREAT FREE

BOOK OFFER

All those people who would like to read of the wonders of

ELECTRICITY and the results it has accomplished in cases

where the struggle for existence had been given upâ��how

it produces a clear eye, active brain, and steady nerve in

men and women who had tried every known remedy, and

had seen one after the other fail, should write at once for

Pulvcrmacher's Great Work. This book deals with the subject

interestingly and exhaustively, and will be sent FREE to all

Readers of the "Strtnd Magazine'* who are interested

, ,i â�¢ i i __ i_: :.. .

in the development of vigorous health. To thole who cut out this announcement, and send or bring it to

us, the book will be forwarded free and post free at once. Address all letters :

The Superintendent, J. L. PULVERMACHER, Ltd.,

36, VULCAN HOUSE, 56, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.

DOCDC

DcnuiDoc

DOCH^3C

A MUSICIAN'S APPRECIATION.

<r

Q

\

Mason & Hamlin Organs

DOCDC

ARE HIGHLY PRAISED IN

THE FOLLOWING LETTER:

From SIGNOR PIETRO MASCAGNI,

Composer of " CoValleria Rustic ana," &c.

MASON & HAMLIN Co.

Gentlemen,â��I was exceedingly surprised on hearing the Mason & Hamlin

Organ. It may really be called wonderful ; its tone is so beautiful that any

music, even instrumental music, gains added effect when played upon it.

It is my opinion that such an instrument can, and should, be used in

concert*, as well as in the home. I deem the Mason & Hamlin Organ the

most perfect one of all such instruments, and believe that it has no equals.

This is my pei^onal opinion, and absolutely sincere.

(Signed) PIETRO MASCAGNI.

Illustrated Catalogue E16 Post Free from

s.,I,: Agents for Ronlsch Pianos, Mason & Hamlin

Organs, "Humanola" and Hardman Piano-Players.

40-42, Gt. Marlborough Street, London, W.

"Alexandra Model," in Walnut.

Style No. 3333. 824.

DOC



BUSSEY'S CANNON-BILLIARDS.

A LETTER FROM THE

Billiard Champion

NORIIAN LODGE.

83, DUKE s AVENUE.

CHISWICK.

BUSSEY'S

Standard Table,

For Club or Private Ufa.

PARTICULARS IN BILLIARD BOOKLET.

To stand on ordinary table, Â£2 2s.

to â�¢form a side table,

Â£4 10s.

Above price* Include all accessories.

BUSSEY'S HIGH-GRADE . .

BILLIARD TABLES

LEGS,

Or to Stand on a Dining Table.

SI*e*â��S ft., 6 ft., f ft.

PARTICULARS IN BILLIARD BOOKLET.

Rll 1 I ARnQWITHIN THE

D I L. L. I M rt L/ O REACH OF ALL.

With an ingeniously desigiied arrangement a Dining Table

is converted into a

BILLIARD TABLE

in a few minutes.

HO DAMAGE whatever is done to the Dining Table,

and a really good game may be played.

BUSSEY'S TABLE BILLIARDS.

16/6 21/- 81/6

FULL PARTICULARS IN BILLIARD BOOKLET, OBTAINABLE

UPON APPLICATION TO

_

CEO. C. BUSSEY & CO., I^S^Â£MAg.Mfi&S)Sm* LONDON.

Manufactory: PECKHAM. 8.E. OR PROVINCIAL SPORTS AND GAMES DEALERS.
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THE SUNBEAM'S SPEED GEAR

RUNNING IN A FILM OF OIL

makes the cost of the Sunbeam higher, but the

improvements in the "Bicycle are b-orth the extra money.

Speed Gears have vastly increased the mechanism of the Bicycle, and it

is essential that the complicated System of Pinion Wheels should work

under the best conditions. The little Oil Bath of the Sunbeam Bicycle

gives that ideal lubrication which It is the dream of Inventors to

obtain for their mechanism. The Sunbeam Bicycle is built in a

Factory which makes no low - priced Bicycles, so everything is of

the best. A Sunbeam will outwear half-a-dozen other Machines and

yet cost nothing for repairs. It is far the cheapest Bicycle in the end.

The No 4 Sunbeam List is sent free on application to the Makerâ��

JOHN MARSTON, LTD., Sunbeamland, WOLVERHAMPTON.

LONDON DEPOTS-IS? & 158, Sloane Street, and 57A, Holborn Viaduct.

Neuralgia,

Why do you still go on suffering torture from

Neuralgia, Headache, or Toothache ? ZOX

will put your nerves right in a few seconds.

One tiny powder, certified to contain no

harmful ingredients, and in a minute

the most excruciating pain has gone.

s^aTsTCD SÂ«nd stamped addressed envelope and mention Tin STRAND M *â�¢.

\srrcrtiâ��ana â��, win Mna you two zox Powdeâ�¢ free.

ZOX Pwdert can be obtained al Chemists, Stores, etc., at I/- and 2 e a /far. orjwst fret Jrvm

THE ZOX CO.. 11. Hatton Garden. LONDON. E.G.

M'here thr mill Etriki

MORGAN'S EVER-POINTED PENCILS

A CHARMING EXAMPLE of the quality of design which

has rnadÂ« these pencils first for the bast part of a

century. There Is a finish In the metal

work of these pencils which has

not been excelled.

FOR

XMAS

Mordan's Pencils make a gift

of use to everyone, and Indispens-

able to most. Beautifully finished, with the

reputation of a firm of Cold and Silversmiths, standing

for excellence for nearly a hundred years, behind every one.

See each pencil bears the name- MORDAN.

In Silver. 15s. In Cold, with Morocco case. 55s. ReÂ«rve refill.lends withi-vcry pencil

AÂ»k your Jeweller or Stationer t.. show them to you. or nrlte for our Illuntrate.1 Buoklel. post free fron

8. MOKDAN 1 CO., Ltd., 41, Uity Road. Lon.lon. Kl,

Use "Mordanbirvte" tho host Polish for Sliver and Gold In tubes, 6d.

For 3O/- you can enjoy, in the privacy of home, all

the benefit* of the most luxurious system of hot air,

steam, or medicated bathing. Cleanses and vivifies

the system, relieves pain, banishes disease. Doctors

use them. Satisfaction guaranteed. Valuable

Booklet, 100 pages, post fiee.

THE GEM SUPPLIES CO., LTD.,

Dept. H, 22, Pear-tree Street, Coswell Road, E C

TURKISH

BflF

CflBlNl
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Cupid Knows the value of a dainty

gift. The gift that stamps the giver with

discernment, and which is appreciated

by the recipient, is FRY'S ALEXANDRA CHOCOLATES and

MILK OHOCOLA TE

Pure

Concentrated

ensures a "Good Morning," "Good Afternoon," Â£i "Good Night."

" Fry's Pure Concentrated is the most perfect form of Cocoa."

â��Guy's Hospital (J alette.
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PUSH THIS

arvdtrveferv

is

AS A PRESENT

hing could be belter than an " ONOTO " Pen. The up-to-date

features of this Pen will appeal to your friend. They are :--

1. SELF-FILLER. Kills itself In !.-Â»Â» than five Â»ceondi without

2. SHUT OFF Â¥At,VB. - Ink. rapplj ehut off at will. Xo

3. REGULATING SCREW. - All-.wâ�¢Â» How ul ink to lÂ«- rpgu

late.l. No tikits.

Of all Stationery. 106 :nnl upw.-inl^. An interesting Booklet sent

3E by the Makersâ��

THOS. OE LA RUE & CO.. Ld. (I>pt. :i), Bunhlll Row, London, E.G.
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MEHALAH.

By REV. S. "BARINC'COVL-D.

" WHAT have you done with the young

woman ? Where is she ? Produce the

corpse ! I heard her as she shruck out."

" She insulted me," said Mehalah, still

agitated by passion, " and I flung her over-

board."

Mrs. De Witt rushed to the bulwark and

saw the dripping damsel being carriedâ��she

could not walk â�� from the strand to her

father's house.

" You chucked her overboard ! " exclaimed

the old woman ; and she caught up a

swabbing-mop. " How dare you ! She was

my visitor; she came to sip my grog and

eat my natives at my hospitable board, and

you chucked her into the sea as though she

were a picked cockleshell ! "

" She insulted me," said Mehalah, angrily.

"I will teach you to play the dog-fish

among my herrings, to turn this blessed,

peaceful Pandora into a cage of bears !"

cried Mrs. De Witt, charging with her mop.

Mehalah struck the weapon down and put

her foot on it.

" Take care ! " she exclaimed, her voice

trembling with passion. " In another moment

you will have raised the devil in me again."

" He don't take much raising," vociferated

Mrs. De Witt. " I will teach you to assault

a genteel young female who comes a-wisiting

of me and my son on our own wessel. Do

you think you are already mistress here?

Does the Pandora belong to you ? Am I to

be chucked overboard along with every lass

that wexes you ? Am I of no account any

more in the eyes of my son, that I suckled

from my maternal bottle, and fed with egg

and pap out of my own spoon ? "

" For Heaven's sake," interrupted George,

" sheer off, Mehalah. Mother is the dearest

old lady in the world when she is sober.

She is a Pacific Ocean when not vexed with

storms. She will pacify presently."

" I will go, George," said Mehalah, pant-

ing with anger, her veins swollen, her eye

sparkling, and her lip quivering. "I will go,

and I will never set foot in this boat again

till you and your mother have asked my

pardon for this conduct; she for this outrage,

you for having allowed me to receive insult,

white-livered coward that you are."

She flung herself down the ladder and

waded ashore.

*W For commencement and continuation of

this exciting romance see Newnef Sixpenny Edition.

A SELECTION OF

SIXPENNY NOVELS.

ROBERT HICHENS.

AN IMAGINATIVE MAN

HALL CAINE.

DRINK

H. SETON MERRIMAN.

FLOTSAM | THE ISLE OF UNREST

TOMASO'S FORTUNE I THE LAST HOPE

THE SOWERS I IN KEDAR'S TENTS

WITH EDGED TOOLS

RODEN'S CORNER | THE GREY LADY

BARLASCH OF THE GUARD

H. RIDER HAGGARD.

THE PEOPLE OK THE MIST

LYSBETH | MONTEZUMA'S DAUGHTER

DR. THERNE, ANTI-VACCINIST | SHE

FRANK T. BULLEN.

THE CRUISE OF THE CACHALOT

A. CONAN DOYLE.

ADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

THE SIGN OF FOUR

THE EXPLOITS OF BRIGADIER GERARD

RODNKY STONE I THE WHITE COMPANY

THK GREEN FLAG | UNCLE BERNAC

TRAGEDY OF THE KOROSKO

MISS BRADDON.

ONE LIFE, ONE LOVE | RUN TO EARTH

PHANTOM FORTUNE | FENTON'S QUEST

THE TRAIL OF THE SERPENT

HOSTAGES TO FORTUNE

E. W. HORNUNG.

A BRIDE FROM THE BUSH | PECCAVI

HENRY HARLAND.

MY FRIEND PROSPERO

THE LADY PARAMOUNT

THE CARDINAL'S SNUFF-BOX

MRS. HUMPHRY WARD.

LADY ROSES DAUGHTER I MARCELLA

HELBECK OF BANNISDALE

THE HISTORY OF DAVID GRIEVE

ROBERT ELSMERE | ELEANOR

BEATRICE HARRADEN.

HILDA STRAFFORD | IN VARYING MOODS

SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE NIGHT

MRS. HUNGERFORD.

PHYLLIS I MOLLY BAWN

MAXWELL GRAY.

IN THE HEART OF THE STORM

THE REPROACH OF ANNESI.KY

THE SILENCE OF DEAN MAITLAND

REV. S. BARING-GOULD.

JOHN HERRING | MEHALAH

GUY BOOTHBY.

A MILLIONAIRE'S LOVE STORY

MYSTERY OF THE CLASPED HANDS

GEORGE MACDONALD.

MALCOLM | THE MARQUIS OF LOSSIE

A Complete List of nearly 100 Titles

will be sent. Post Free, on Application.

From all Booksellers,

PRICE C3d. EACH.

Or EIBHTPEHOE, POST FREE, from

GEORGE NEWNES, LTD.,

SOUTHAMPTON STREET, STKAND, LONDON. W.C
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BEAUTIFIES ^COMPLEXION

Furniture Bargains

'Pp">g. or at Ihe Thrat/e.

D**g Slorti aij

THE PERAUA PERFUMERYCO

,7> 4 7J, Cudn SI. <UKM (g. ML"

NORTH SHIELDS, Eni.

Direct from Britain's Leading Warehouse.

UIKLSHAinNATUBALL

ANOW)L,LKEEPlN

CURL o-VAvE ALWAYS.

RICHARDS & COODINCS, Manufacturers,

Dept. 53, Bull Street, Blrmlng/ham, England.

PETROLEUM

A â�¢ â�� â�¢ .mvtaKWITI fOold"MVdii] A

: OIL HEATERS â�¢

Greatly Improved

this ^Season.

Hundred! of Thousands now In uso. and sold

at all price, by over 5.OOO Ironmongers.

Write for NEW ILLCHTRATKIi CATAU.OUE Inoil free

lo your .ddrow, wth name of n,*rot apStl. to

"Rippingilie's" Albion Lamp Coy., Ltd. |

(The Omniifii. "Kipplngillc- Firra-Ertal.. J873.I

ASTON ROAD. BIRmiNCHAM. K

Or8t 7. HgoHnMv Street. Farringdoc St.. London. E.C Z

â��/

. nru/

v (Vm,wnW

THE FINEST

BLACK INK

KNOWN.

DKK

INK

Soldtyall

Stationers,

Chemists &c

Sole .

Proprietors-

'BEWLEY&DRkPER

LIMITED

DUBLIN
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It has taken year;, of costly experiment to perfect the " Ludcord " â�� the

strongest and most durable Carpet on (he market. The " Ludcord " is

It is reversibleâ�� note that. It is Sew in pricc^ because woven on

rous imitations â�� II ky ? See that you get

n special loom. There are nume

the real thingâ�� " Treloar's Ludcord." Many exquisite colours and artistic

designs. 3yds. by ayds., 0/-. 3$yds. by 3yds., 15/9. 4yds. by 3ytK,

18,'-. 4yds. by 3! yds. , 21/-. Can be supplied in Stair Carpels and Rugs.

Particulars sent on application. Send for Patterns and Price List

only London Firm dealing exclusively in Floor Coverings.

Ludgate Hill, London

You save 4/- in every Â£ buy-

ing direct from us. Send for

our new booklet,

ON-

Of ImnienBe service for Huskiness

Cough, Catarrh, Asthma, etc.

(.larefully prenared from the wondrous

Pine of the Alp*. comUntd with o(hpr

sa/Â« anUÂ»et>tics specially chosen for their

soothing .UK! hoaliiig influence on Throat

and LujiKt.

MmÂ«. SARAM BIRNHARDT :i))d

the leatting SI-KAKKRS, HINUKHS. and

'

Â£ nitcount for Cadi.

EASY TERMS.

Bend 2fi with order and

pay a farther mm on

innthlv

No. 30, lfl-cl.,2 But.ieB ami

IHamom), SO'-

use P.-octor's Piuelyptui

tilles with pronounced success for T

Throat,

Vok-e, and Chest.

Sold only in bora, by Chemittt and

Stortt, |.- awl 26,

Proctor's Plnelyptus Dtpot, Newcastte-on-Tyne.

"The Wa-

moml Ring

ia Indent! n

gem, I have

saved at

Ink. A Ne w OIK - - >:l. u-1. i a

daiid Black Cm4Â«. Preneututio

rge 14ct. Uold Nib, -JTIIIIT point, 10,6. A

Stationers; or MOROAN I'BW Oo.. C. 8. B.,

8M, Clapliam Kiiod. Londou. S.W. COMPLETE

vim."

Catalogue

Free to

any oart

COLONIAL

TERMS.

Ben.l half

c*sh with

order, pay

balance on

receipt.

^Shorthand

^* The Sloan-Duployan System saves

a year's study, and produces the

highest speed. Awarded 12 gold

medals. Send for Free Illustrated

Handbook.

No. 1281. lÂ»ct. Gold

Diamonds. 3

TlmÂ» : fcir B4 Ring, wml Â£> with order, pay *> a"

J. N. MASTERS, 164, Hope Stores, Rye, En*,

Handbook Dept,

Sloan-Duployan College, Ramsgate.

THE MILK

CHOCOLATE1*^

"PAR

EXCELLENCE"

JFIVE BOYS"

MILK

CHOCOLATE

Epfirely free fron? In^purifies &â�¢ AdulP
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Xmas Gifts.

Now U (he time for selecting Xmas Presents. It is therefore an opportune

moment for us to remind you of the wonderful Tea Sets and Dinner Sets

supplied direct from the Crown Pottery. Here are two attractive offers.

Either of the Sets would be welcomed with delight in any household.

They are at once pretty, practical, and pleasing.

Hundreds of Sets ore ready to be despatche I at an hour's notice.

WE GUARANTEE SOUND DELIVERY.

EMPIRE

Complete Combination Tea & Breakfast Service

as shown below (in Royal Blue and Gold).

12/6

TUB Co

6 Tea Cups and Saucers.

6 Breakfast Cups and Saucers.

6 Tea Plates.

6 Breakfast Plates.

2 Cake Plates.

Tea Pot, Loch Ltd. i. pints*

Cocoa Jug. li pints.

Milk Jug.

Slop Basin.

Butter Dish with Cover.

Bacon Dish.

Egg Cups.

Altogether IW pieces for 12.6. Pnckwl Free.

NEW FEATURE. â��There is u well in the bottom of the suuccn

in the "Empire" Service, into which spilled tea runs, leaving the cup

high ami dry. The whole Hen-ice U up-to-date in every respect.

DINNER SERVICE

In Royal Blue to match the "Empire Combination Set

< ',,\.I-T I V, OFâ��

2 Vegetable Dishes.

2 Sauce Boats.

12 Ffleat.

13 Cheesy i 12 Soup P

5 Meat Dishes.

1 Soup Tureen and Stand

Fur 7,;6 extra we finish every piece in heel .Lnghita Hold.

Tho same set without Soup Plates and Soup Tiireeu (47 pieces), 15,- j

wiih Gold, 3O -.

To every purchaser of the Tea and Breukfuat Service, or the Pinner

Service at 31/-, wtÂ« pdve one of our charming boudoir Clocks.

d IMnner Service, packed together, we

To ever}' purchiÂ«Â«r of the Tea, Bmikfavt, an

give the lloudoir Clock with a 1'air of Vases to match, ull richly gilt.

CERAMIC ART CO., !"â�¢â�¢ |TTJ?&%Â°oNT?Ef,NETEi
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Louis Art Model Upright Steel Grand

with all the latest improvements. Ivory Keys with bushed

centres, in elegantly designed and superior finished Case to

match antique furniture, which as an advertisement we are now

offering for One Month at 48 Guineas Cash (List Price,

70 Guineas), or on the Hire Purchase System from 1 Guinea

per Month. Catalogues Free.â��40, DAWSON ST., DUBLIN.

FREE CURE

BALDNESS

A FRENCH SPECIALIST who has devoted his

life to the study of Hair l'i-->- -. having cured

thousands of ,ilin<-t hopelfM eases, will send a

genuine tnfxpeimre treatment to all who write

enclogiiifr, '2 Â«(:iinji- New Hair grows in 4 to 10

dayi, Mr. 0. R writwi: "\our free sample

grew more hair in one week than another much- ^mg^â��^f

advertised remedy did In 6 months." KxKX'-'m

H. IIHNKI KMA-St'IS. ST. IVKS BIM\TM> I'AKK, STKKATHOI,

Irish Woollens

Suit or Costume Lengths

of Irish Tweeds or Serges

direct from â��

DUBLIN WOOLLEN CO., DUBLIN,

'Patterns Free.

Established 1888.

LARGS MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

Cheapest Houw ill the Tradu. Violinit by World-Renowned

Makero ; iiUo 'Cellos, Cornets, Clarloiu-tt^s. FlutÂ«n, Mtuido-

1111 TV, â�¢â�¢[.â�¢. Striugs and Fitting! of every deÂ»cnption.

NO INTERMEDIATE PROFITS.

Carriago iwiitl anywhere in the United Kingdom. Writ*

fur our new IllUHtratrd CatHlii(tuc'. |<nt free. \VK SAVE

I Vor MONKY.-LARjG&SONS, Wlutrmlt hn.orla-,.

24-36. Whitehall Street. Dundee. SCOTLAND

DEEP BREATHING

LENGTHENS LIFE.

The Use of the

PATENT BREATHING TUBE

will Kit-ally inrn-iiwe your lunKpowrr and

strengthen all the internal DDUKIM, Many

people nnly inftlallr tue theli luiifrc. Â«nd

thrnimh imprdiHT nrciilhing -uITi r from

lung juiil throat trnul>lcs an<) iin|>.-iirod

vitality. liiv|i nrttitliiriR iÂ« the foundn-

tton ..t Vigorous Health. TliÂ«- )*Â«\y

Urea nn Oxygen, nnd the <-.-. ,.\ (he

Breathlns Tube will anrnWe you to alÂ»orb

Double the Usual Quantity. It- t-ulm

â�¢UrdM with the iristrnmenr im-reiifiea

the i-ht-ht 9 to tin,, and Fives h'iftlit .-v Â«

and clÂ«ur complexion. Tin- tuh^ may i>Â«

used bradulU and children of twth -â�¢ \- s,

vi / oÂ« Lara for an>l iÂ» tnvBluibla in ni-rvoui complalnti

1BOOS (intiC'opu Price, with full tnntruc-tiom in nmt i-H-kt-t

Testtmoninlt. ( , , 3 fl |>)lst f,Ct, AI .rood. *l. extra

1RCATHINC CO i S), 61-62, Chancery Lane, W.C.

CUIDT FOR ALL TIMES

Oil in I & ALL CLIMES.

Acme of Comfort-Perfection of Fit.

When ordcrintr n ! I Etitial toanr4Â«*hirt

on the mArkd K-^ir

fol.1 1-st lii-h fit-

ting. undrewÂ«il. -i&

mad* in our L<~*iidoti-

state size of collar

worn, to <>pen in

front or back, or

whether with ooA

ristl>andi.

J. A 8. SAMUELS. Manufacturcpft,

| 94-1OO Dcpt. A . London Rd.. LIVERPOOL.

CYCLE HOUSES "-30

,â�¢ Motor Car

Houses,

Bungalows,

SunimiThiiuscs

i Clubhouses,

| Greenhouses,

Frames ol ever)

description.

Best Workman-

ship only,

I Catalogues

Free.

I JOHN WOODHOUSE & CO.,

Manufacturer!. COVENTRY. Telephone No. MS.

>K

The

needles,

STITI IMT

6d. and I/-

.I, Mt. ni\r:('.

SUtchall." Marrrlloui valu.-

_ jy, hut a practical. Blr-oop. useful

Sewing Machine for Family S?Â«JIIF.

â�� 1 should be u*ed in every home Th.i

machine waj named " STITOHALL~

became It lUtcbei all kinds of matÂ«-

rials equally a" well It worb at (Treat

ipeixl. The itiBtruction book it no plain

that no teaching in necwwary. Srat

carefully packed to anyaddrew*. 9 II.

carriage I extra. Trcaillr Machine.

IB 11; carriage 2 - extra. Extra

per packet. ('nil atut tft thf machine at teark.

'. <iff t>ept..t.;Â«A33. HnÂ«kr> St. UollÂ»rn Bar*. E.C

TJPEWR1TERS

All MaHes of

TYPEWRITERS

for SALE or HIRE

at Half Mahers'

Prices.

(Sent on approval,!

Shorthand Writ*â�¢

sen! ool U'llA

Machines from Â£1

per Week.

74, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON.
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FROM THE FACTORY TO THE PUBLIC

AT NET WHOLESALE PRICES.

WB SAVE YOU FROM 25 to BO per rant. INCOMPARABLE FOR PRICE AND QUALITY

TRAMS FROM ALL THE BRIDGES PASS THE DOOR. OIVB US A CALL

We stake our M je.iV Reputation as your Guarantee of Sterling Value in Material ami Workmanship. Your money will he returned i,

full if you are not perfectly satisfied.

SPECIMENS OF OUR BARGAINS:

V. 'J08.â��Japanned and Deo

rated Bedroom Suite, or i

Art Colours. Â£2 2s.

SMART VELVET TOQUE.

Model 390.

â�¢â�¢ml velvet brims, draped ehiffon.

â�� .!>Â« following OMHXI : Crimson. Mi'Je.

Brown. Navy Blue, MOM, Wine. Black, ami

Prune, Splendid value. fl.ll. ferriage

Send fnr List.

Model 365. !

Gat-.

In t

Splendid

6d. extra.

1/11.

extra. Very

o/J

Postage 4d.

Semi for full Illustrated Catalogue, post free.

-WC Model 204. 33.

Postage fid. extra. Girl's Bailor Drew. verv

neut and Hervirealjle, well trimmed with braid*,

skirt cut full, made In good heavy Black and

Navy Blue Serge.

Size: lÂ»in. 2lin. 23in.

List and Put term pout tree.

THE MECHANIC, FARMER,

or GAMEKEEPER'S BOOT.

Made from Chrome-arum Hide, wwn

throughout, nolid leather soles, Kun.ni.n-

tee*l for good hurd wÂ«ar. 8,'* Gnrriage

6d. extra. Send for f'tit '

Model 268.

2/11. M

W.CJ.

Model 268.

Postage 5d. extra.

Cut full, inverted pleat in hack,

with bottom turned up iik cloth.

Hade in heavy Black, Navy Blue,

Brown, Grey and Myrtle .Herges

Send for Patterns, Post Free.

ige 4

_______ Decoi_

ng Blouse of Flannel-

ette, Made to fasten

in front, large box

pleat, with ten rows

of pin tucks, fasRfon-

alilt. sleeves. Colours :

Sky Green. Cardinal.

Koyal.

Model 348. JÂ«r

3/6.

Carriage Paid.

Very Stylish Necklet. In

Bla< k and Imitation

Sable, with Four Bushy

Tails. Length 48in. Send

for List.

â�¢Â«â�¢! Model 253. 8/11.

Postage Â«d. eitra.

Perfec-t Bttlng Hwtume.

Coat " [,. M. i tir-1. 1 front.

gauntlet cuffs, fancy ub

Skirt cut very

Bucket.

full, with

without

Jlnde in

,

Ilileated lÂ«ck.

Black and Navy Blue

Serges, and Cooper's spe-

cially selected Tweeds

Every file in stork. List

of Designs and Patti-rnH

l*ost free.

SIJ-9-ct.

liold. KI

wlih

Pearl

â�¢*K Model 310. 6/11.

Postage fid. extra.

Very smart well made Ladien' Chesterfield,

tab pockeu. fashionable sleeves and fancy

'-'itt'-, full Â«wing bock, teams well Iwund

and neatly finished, 3ain, long. M ,-i. in

Black Vicuna and Cooper's Tweed (Grey,

Fawn, and Black and White).

Designs and Pattern* post free.

GREENHOUSES.

Poi-table tenant's fixture

Substantially constructed

Complete with door, lock

and key. Ventilators nnd

irons for opening same.

Stages each side for plants unit gl.t-*.

ready for erection.

Height to

ears.

Kllbieo.&c.

Our Famous

CHESTER OVERCOAT. (â�¢**

Made from specially selected Overctwtinp.

Latest Fashion. Smart style. Cannot be }>eat4>n.

In Blue nnd Black Serges and Tweeda I

17 O. Carriage 6d. The Windsor Lounge

SoU, made in smart style from si-eciauy

selected fabrics. In Blue and Black Vicunas,

Serges, and Tweeds. 18/6 complete suit. Car-

riage 8d. Tailor-made in our own workshops.

Patterns, Illustrations, ami Self-Measurement

Form post free.

PORTABLE BILLIARD TABLE.

A Table that

coll be placed on

any dining table.

Grand Value. In

Solid Oak.

Mahogany, or

h a n d s o m e 1 y

figured I'iuh-i'in.-

All kinds in stock.

No. ft. in. ft. in.

1 3 10 by 3

4 4

Lona-.

ft.

Wide,

ft.

Ridie.

ft. in.

7 0

Baves.

ft, in.

4 0

4 0

4 8

0 0

1 0

Send for Catalogue.

Send for IlluilraMd

On Rail.

â�¢ta IT e

3 IS O

4 1O 0

6 IS O

7 10 0

4 10

i 4

H 4

7 4

8 4

9 4

10 4

9 4

S 7

S 10

Â» 4

;< 10

4 4

4 11

4

Hundreds . Illustrations.

Stands for alMjve to match

No. :l. 33*. ad.: No i. 37s. lid. .

No. S. 47*. 6d. : No. 6. 551. ;

No. 7. 65s. ; No. Â». 7OÂ«.; No. 9,

95s. See Li '

Catalogue, Post Free. Thousands of Illustrations.

FREE PRIZE DISTRIBUTION.

SILVER

WATCHES

Heavy Cases,

beautifully

finished excel-

lent time-

clx-rs. 33 J.â��

Silver keyless.

Gents, 10Â«

Udk-s'. Hi,

Post free.

JewelleryCata-

logue ]>ost free.

Particular* of our

W. COOPER, Ltd.,

737, Old Kent Rd., London, S.E.

The Empire's

Providers,

Works cover 5 acres adjoinina;.
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The Biggest

Desk Value

in the Market.

DESK

UNIVtRSALLY USED THROUGHOUT THE KINGDOM.

Â£4 : 12 :

'STEWART 'DESK

(as Illustration).

48 inches long, 30 inches deep, 45 inches wide.

Send for Illustrated Booklet-FREE.

ARCHD. STEWART & CO., 42-48, Union Street, GLASGOW.

"The Road to Success lies through the STEWART DESK

^hecorrecl way to write!

BAFFO

ENLARGES THE

MOUSTACHE.

SPORT FOR CHRISTMAS.

Send 3 (tempi for

our uew *"

aJogtie

lUlil i

ing G

*!â�¢ N

Line.

NOISELESS SHOOTING. * NoiMieW o^u"&KI

J Kill.- \11 -! .: â�¢

K K. .

uns. Cyclists' Guns and Rirlep, Walking Stick Uuna. .

o nois--. no MTiokc, nn recoil. The Wonders of the afle. Spatial

Noiarlms K.-il.liit liiri.-s. with ino NoiwlMn t-artridjrrt. TÂ«

- 100 yarda,â�� BULL BROS , Wholnula Uunnnkcra. UfiÂ»>.

'aU-rliH. SrrfxH. Gliunrow. Mt-ntion STKAJID M^r.^zi-iE. _

With Train" and promotes the growth of

Baffo moiiflta* he Ami lni;ird Contains no

gr&ife. By Ita use waxy appear,mr.e

_ . the mouitacha raqotra twisting 10 a point.

the hair stopping as fanuhad, thereby making the enlargement.

TESTIMONIALS.

" J>Â«ar Bin,â��Kindly forvraitl me M- tin of ' FlafFo' wiihout

Itriml It N the l.eÂ«t preiÂ«nitioii for the moun'm-h- I ever tried.

1 re fnifhfullj. "T. T. B.. Teignmouth."

.1. in much uhljgnl far ' Buffo.1 It in ciÂ«f tly what he has

okins for for yrarn. Dr. J. wouM be ftlaii of iwirticulars of

ctjilinc Antlwptlo Stem.'. " Dr. J.. landau.'

ora11HBin.rpÂ»wni etc . or 1'- PC), to THE NOTTINGHAM

PKRFUHCRY CO., P M.V. Dept.. 8. Cheapside,

Nottingham. Foreign t.>r'lcnt, 1 J.

been

IheC

- * A TP .T^ TVyf ,T^ " TOBACCO AND

-f%. 1 \J JV1 la-f CIGARETTES

arc unlike any others on the market. an<1 arc well worth a trifil Ity

n 1,1 w procMftbc natural flavourof thelwif tilinprDTad, and them-

rnÂ»val of tnorftanic matter ensure* iw-rffNt combustion and frcwiom

fr.iin IrrlUttnC tcndciici.H. An.ftljt.ml rri-ortJt on upplirfttion.

ATOMO Vfrtflnla Cigarette*, 5m. per 1OO post free.

., Turkish ,. es. .. â��

,. 8n.ok.-tf Mixture, lib. tins. 3a. 6d.

fmiln. medium or full).

f >j'Â»t fail to get thrm at yrur c.luh or Joral tobaccvniit. remit

TOMQ TOBACCO CO. fvntl'. Snow Hill. London. E.G.

There in nr. reiuwn why you should have a com or an ttfl

Â«art a single Â«erk longer. Wood's Vfg.-Uhle Itrmedj cum

at once and cures iierinanently. It ron'l>letÂ«ly remoTea lw

roni. and makM you eamjr. With Wood'i S|iex-lal AppUan

las shown in illuntrariont you can attÂ«nd to your coma in a

f.-Â» .,.. lm,lÂ». and the euro it aa certain a> it to (patty.

Hundreds of grateful people hare twtlfled to it* eflokrj. .'

Viottle will be aent hy return for Poscal Order for \h U>

R. WOOD. Chemiat l.y Royal Wurntnt to thÂ« Kinst.

CO. Iliun STIIFKT. Wi5nsoiL NOTE.â��Poitage BcL extra to

foreign countrie* and Australia; 3d. for other Colonial.
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Okristn\Â£vs Mxisic.

H HAPPY XM AS it assured all who buy a MINERVA PIANO PLAYER. It u easily attached to any

piano (upright or grand), and enables anyone, even a tyro, to play perfectly all the lalefl Dance Music,

Opera Music, Classical Music, Songs, Song Accompaniments, Carols, Hymns,

Anthems, tdc., (*lc. The most complicated sonata is as easy of execution as the simple waltz, so wonderful

is the power of the MINERVA, and yet although so simple the MINERVA, above all other Piano Players, gives the

operator full scope for the expression of all the individuality he possesses. It is the MusicianjsMeal. Christmas and New

Year parties are Dot complete without the v^HisiiW * * 4 r^ w trf Â£

A Ulf 1 /ronr

the Cods."

PIANO

Guineas only,

or 18 - down and IS/- monthly.

WT- A Charming Spencer Piano

and a Minerva Piano Player for

49 Guineas, or 33 - monthly.

Orders for Christmas and the New Year should 4R

be placed at once to preuent disappointment. ^H

The MINERVA BOOKLET

. . is sent anywhere FREE. . .

MURDOCH, MURDOCH & CO., Hatton House, Hatton Garden, E.G.

Brighton, Birmingham, Newcastle, Portsmouth, Southampton. Chatham, Ac., Ac*

A poor set o( leeth

poil a pretly face.

To make the most

of Nature's Charms

Calvert's Carbolic Tooth Powder

In Tins, 6d., I/-, 1,6, and 5'-. New Class Jar, wilh

distributing stopper. I - netl Sample free if yo

enclose a penny stamp for postage to

F. C. CALVERT & CO.

(S.T. Dept.). Manchester.
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Notice.

/ Special

Gentlewoman's

Kl

BOOTS

166

17/6

Shoes,

136

14/6

. . Also . .

Everybody's '

For Gentlemen, 16/6

Of all -K- Agents.

FOR NEAREST AGENT WRITE TOâ��

'K' Boot Manufacturers, KEN DAL.

~'4Â»"'4 â�¢ â�¢â�¢""iwpw'^w: 5 w\ â�¢

eberryBlossom

For Smart People.

Wherever you go you find the Girl Touristâ��

polished in manner, smart in appearance. She

ensures the latter by never travelling without the

dainty " Cherry Blossom " i/- Outfit.

Does noi soil hands nor dress.

Makes boot cleaning easy and

delightful, and gives great and

lasting lustre to box calf, glacÂ£ kid,

boots and shoes, all kindsâ��softens

and beautifies. Tins 2d., 4d., 6d

Outfits I/-. Grocers, Booim.ikersf

Leather Merchants, etc.

BUTTERCUP

METAL POLISH.

Bright reflections follow the uÂ§e of

Buttercup Mt-tal Polish It is mar-

vellously rapid. A prime favourite

everywhere- in the ri>ttas<* and in thÂ«

Mli.. 1 n Id., 2d..4d., 6d. (imcer*.

Oilman, <*tc.

Seri'l for DAINTY FREE SAMPLE

nf both polishes, and also

CARPET SOAP.

,

which rleani all

taking them up.

to coTer

f In contrast with the enormous extension of our

II business during the last year, we are showing for the

I present Season a variety of Wool Shirt*, Negligee

I Shirts Pyjamas, Underwear, Ao., 4c., that is

I unparalleled in history. Not alone are we placed

I in a position to show

| Exclusive Good* in Designs and Variety,

but also uphold our old standard of prices (even in

some instances greatly reduced), ignoring the fearful

rise in the Market of Raw Materials.

A glance at our goods and prices shows clearly

that we stand unrivalled, as in pa-t years.

Those unable to visit our Kslablishments can send

for our Free Catalogue, and as we make a separate

study of Mail Orders, customers can rely that a

selection of goods left to us will reach them in a far

more satisfactory manner than even selected liy

themselves.

We Guarantee Satisfaction, else the Return of

Money In Full.

For the approaching Christmas Season nothing

better will lie appreciated as useful presents than

the following:â��

Our high-class Collars in all up-to-date and

leading shapes and siies, 2/3 per half dozen.

(Postage 3d. extra.)

White Shirts, 2/6 and 3/6, 4/6 and 6/6 each.

State whether to button front or back.

Print Shirts, 2/6, 3/6, 4/6 each.

Tunic or Negligee Shirts, 26, 3/6, 4/6 each.

(Pattern Cards sent on application.)

Tennis Shirts, 1 6, 2/6, and 3/6 each.

Woollen Shirts, 2/6, 3/6, 4/6, 6/6, 6/6, 7/6,

and 8/6 each.

Nightshirts in White Twill, Ceylon, and Wool

from 2/6 upwards.

Pyjama Suits from 3/6 upwards,

ladies' Handkerchiefs from I/- half dozen.'

Gents' Handkerchiefs from I/- half do/en.*

â�¢ Set Calalotntf.

White Damask Tablecloths from Z/-.

&c., &c., &c

Of interest to ladies is a department we have

opened consisting of an elaborate variety of Hand-

kerchiefs, Ladies Scarves, Collars, etc., etc., in real

Carrickmacross, Brussels, Maltese, and every other

kind of real I.ace, independent of the enormous

variety of Irish Lace Goods of all descriptions.

<>ery article is a marvel of cheapness and taste.

SPECIAL. Womirrlui Value In Table Damasks.

Parcels value 20/- and upwards are sent carri.iRe

paid in the United Kingdom, otherwise a small

amount should be included for postage (any surplus

will be returnedX

IRISH LINEN CO.,

82, Regent Street, London, w.

Factoriis: BELFAST &â�¢ LONDONDERRY.

MAIL OUTER DEPAKTMEVT,

167 A 168, Fleet Street, London, E.C.

â�¢*" PU-ase not* Ihe ab-ive two brant-hen are unih-r nne

njaniwnuMit. Â»nd

of Ihe o

re fully niH

. nd w,. take no nÂ»|Â»n>ibilit; if lent t" any

of Ihe othi-r â�¢t.,MiÂ»l]m,-!itÂ«. mil therefore lettoni uli.iulit

Â»-Â«l to avni.l ilinappolntment Ac

nx-ls without

EnckiH id. stam

CHISWICK POLISH CO.,

NO. 7. The Ci'i

Tourist.
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Your SKIN is best

witness that there's

only ONE OATINE

They say â�� what say

they? Let them say.

When they tell you of

something they say is

just as good, remember

that there's only one

Oatine.

Just one Oatineâ��but

lots of things that look

the same in form and

packingâ��lots of creams

made to appear as good.

But 4et your skin bear

witness.

Watch the way that Oatine clears it,

takes away the dirt that's in the pores

â��the natural accumulations soap and

water cannot reach and remove.

Watch the way it banishes wrinkles,

plumps the tissues and brings back to

the face the flush and beauty of youth.

Your skin should be witness that

there is only one Oatine ?

It is a pure preparation, very carefully

made, and is free from both mineral

salts and animal fats â�� ingredients

often poisonous and unpleasant. It

will not grow hair.

It is a luxurious necessity for ladies

and for every man who recognises the

value of a clear skin and a youthful

appearance as a business and social

asset.

Oatine is made from the essential oil

of the oatâ��known for many a century

as the greatest of nature's aids to

beauty and cleanliness.

Oatine cosls 1/3 a. jar at all good chemists'

stores and any of Boots' branches ; jars

containing four times as much, 2/6.

ACÂ£ CREAH

OUR OFFER

Send us to-day, either 30. in stamps or the

lid of a z/6 jar of Oatine, and we will send

you, free of cost, samples of all the Oatine

Preparations, including: OATINE BALM, a soothing lotion that will purify the skin; OATINE

FACE POWDER, non-poisonous, non-irritant; OATINE TALCUM POWDER; OATINE TOOTH

PASTE; OATINE SOAP; and " K.YLETS," a real dyspepsia cure. With these preparations

we will send you a copy of our book, "Beauty Hints." Addressâ��

THE OATINE CO., 160, Denman Street, London, S.E.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

34

FOOTS

ADAPTA

ALWAYS

AT YOUR SERVICE.

Can bf instantly raised, lowered, re- |

volvcd.or tilted either way. It extends

over bed, couch, or chair without

touching it, and is an idea! table for

reading or taking meals in bed with

ease and comfort. Change of position

is effected by simply pressing the patent

push-button. The height of Table can

DC adjusted at any point from agin, to

46in. from floor. The Top is 2^in. long

L by i8in. wide, and is always in align-

Iment with the base. It cannot

" swing round or overbalance. The

"Adapta" Table is a modern

Home Comfort, instantly adjustable

to various convenient uses, such as

ous other purposes of emergency and

occasional character that are con-

tinually occurring in every household.

PRICES-

NO. 1.â��Enamelled Metal Parts, with Polished

Oak Top -

No. 2.â��Ditto, with Adjustable Side Tray

and Automatic Bookholders (as

illustrated)

No. 3.â��Complete as No. 2, but superior

finish ... ... ... â�¢â�¢â�¢ â�¢"

No. *.â��Complete as No. 2, but Nickel-plated

and Polished Metal Parts

Â£1 5 O

Â£1 12 6

Â£220

Â£300

Carriage Paid to any Railway

Station in the United Kingdom.

Money returned in full if not

satisjied.

Write for Illustrated Booklet

A3, post free.

,J. FOOT &, SON

(Dept. A3), 171, New Bond'St., London, W.

H'M

Ashes tax

Socks.

A GOOD STEP

in the direction of Health, Ease, and

Comfort is taken when you buy a pair of

Dr. HOGYES SOCKS.

They prevent Cold or Wet Feet, and Cure Bunions, Corns, etc., and are the mofl practical

boot sock ever made. Try a pair, they'll please you.

Made in 3 qualities, 6d., I/-, 21- per pair, poÂ« free all over the world on receipt of P.O. or stamps.

Write for descriptive pamphlet. Large Discount to Retailers. Wholesale Export Agents Wanted.

Dr. F. HOGYES (Dept. 7), 39-40, Chiswell Street, London, E.G.

Rheumatism.

The most obstinate cases of Rheumatism,

Lumbago, Sciatica, Bronchitis, etc.. are

at once relieved by rubbing with Smedley'a

Chilli.' Paste, and if applied when the

first symptoms appear one application will

usually effect a complete cure, and avert

what might otherwise be a severe illness.

In i/iJ, 1/6, ind 2/9 bottles from all

chemists, or post free from

HIRST, BROOKE, & HIRST, Ltd., LEEDS.

Smedley's

Paste.

NOSES AND EARS.

NOSES.â��The "til* patent Note Marhinea ia

the world. Improve ugly none* of all kinds.

. Scientific yet simple. Can be worn durinf Â§leÂ«r.

Send stamped envelope for full particular*

RED NOSES. >U long entahliBhed medirally

approved Treatment absolutely curei red novea.

39 post free. Foreifm, 16 extra.

UGLY EARS.-My patent Rubber Far OarÂ«

remedy uirly outilandinft earn. Hundred! of >uo-

â�¢ ceÂ«B(ul rases. 76 post free. Foreign. 1,6 extra.

C. LEES RAY. 10 E. Central Chamber*. Liverpool.

59 AND NOT A WRINKLE.

I have removed mine, and will remove yours,

and guarantee you a Youthful Complexion.

Particulars of a "guaranteed cure" sent on

receipt of stamped addressed envelope.

Thousands of Unsolicited Testimonialsâ��

genuine under a, penalty of Â£/,ooo.

MADAME S. T. ELISE, 5, Farley Hd . Catford,

LONDON (Late New Bond Sir**I.
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CARRON

Cooking Ranges.

A good Xtnas

dinner assured

if cooked on a "Carron" Range, as

they are always reliable. No getting

out of orderâ��no worry â��no trouble.

The initial cost is no more than other

makes, whilst the cost of maintenance

is infinitely less. " Carron " Ranges

combine all modern improvements for

the saving of fuel, time, and labour.

Well fitted and beautifu'ly finished.

Obtainable through all Ironmongers

and Hardware Merchants, and on

view at the Company's Showrooms.

Write for No. 36 Range Catalogue,

and address of nearest Merchant

stocking " Carron " manufactures.

CARRON COMPANY,

Carron, Stirlingshire.

In. .,1 |.,,r iM by Royal charter, 1773.

Other " Carron " Specialities - Firegrates ;

Baths and Lavatories ; Gas Fires and

Cookers ; Heating Stoves for Coal, Coke,

or Electricity ; Garden Rollers ; Stable,

Cowhouse, and Piggery Fittings, etc.

In your efforts to beautify your home,

have you ever thought of Etchings? No

pictures achieve such happy results as these,

hic

which give lone and artistic effect in a room.

The one above, " Silent Sympathy," by Herbert

Dicksee, is most pleasing, and typical of the 160

High.Class Etchings and Engravings illustrated in

our Catalogue.

Vou should send for this Catalogue, which is a

picture gallery in itself, and is sent for i/-, allowable

on a purchase being made.

. 8, C arc St.. Bristol : 47. Queen's

, Clifton, Brl.tol : or 47. Duke St., St. Jamea'Â»,

London. 8.W.

ESTABLISHED 18O8.

SHOWROOMS-London (City) 15,

UpperThames St., E.C. ; (Wen K.nd,

7"J 23, Princes Street, Cavendish Square)

$J W.; and at Glasgow, Newcaslle-on-

Tyne, Liverpool, Manchester, Birming-

ham, Bristol,Southampton and Dublin.

FURS

FOR

XMAS

PRESENTS.

Most Delightful

and Acceptable

Gifts.

Charming

Stoles,

Muffs,

Jackets,

6c.. Gc.

In all furs, in

endless variety,

at lowest prices

LONDON FUR CO.,

rite for new tiook juit out,

"A Brochure on run."

I.OXFORD STREET

lOorner Charing X Bd.),

and M. Baker St., W,
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Brights, Ltd., Bournemouth

WATCHMAKERS & JEWELLERS.

ILLUSTRATION j SIZE.

THE MARVEL

Gent's Thin Dress Watch.

PRICE 7/6

THE RECORD WATCH, as above, but fitted

with Ltver Movement, Jewelled, Nickel Case, price 10/6 ;

Black Oxydised, price 12/6; Sterling Silver, 21- :

Real Gold, B2 2s.

Vest Value eVer offered. All Warranted.

LADIES' WATCHES from 8/6.

For hundreds of other novelties and useful presents write

for our catalogue, post free.

BRIGHTS, Ltd., BOURNEMOUTH.

WOLFE'S

Aromatic Schiedam

SCHNAPPS

The purest

spirit distilled

for human

consumption.

Admirable as

a pick-me-up,

tonic, or

digestive.

As a beverage

it combines

happily with

aerated

waters.

To be had of all Wine and Spirit

Merchants, Licensed Grocers, etc.

Wholesale Agents for the United Kingdom : â��

The F1NSBURY DISTILLERY Co., LONDON.

how about Stamps1^

In your endeavours to while awav

winter days, have you ever tried

stamps? No other nobby will give

you .such lasting pleasure combined

with instrxiction ; no other hobby gives '

you such opportunities of profitable

investment. Our Catalogue of 650 pp.. with many

thousand illustrations, gives you all particulars, and is

sent for 1/9. This amount is returned if a purchase of

not less than 5/- is made, you retaining the Catalogue.

SELECTIONS OF STAMPS SENT ON APPROVAL.

We make up Collections for Beginners from Â£5 to Â£5,000.

40pp. Price Lint of SeU. Pacttte, Album*. efr_. PvÂ§t Free.

BRIGHT & SON, 164, Strand, London, W.C.

Established

The "Black Autocopyist

is invaluable for

reproducing Cir-

culars, Plans,

Illustrated Price

Lists, Music, Arc.

From 35 -

ii

The 'Photo-Autocopyist

furnishes a numl>er of splendid permanent prints

in any colour. From &5'm

Write for Price List and Specimens, or call

these useful inventions.

THE AUTOCOPYIST CO.,

A Dept, 64, Queen Victoria Street, London, EC.

The * Underwear '

BTYING 10 ir underwear ii the worst, the most

itangcrouK economy in the world. Every farthing

you KjH'nd on Wolsey Underwear buys you

comfort. natiÂ«fiirtion, Kfetyâ��all the time, erery Ulna.

Wiilwy i- nil-wool; Woliey keera its perfect ihape;

Wolwy laitn. and Wolwy poelttvely nerer ihrinki.

(We (fuaniu'ee you a brand new garment if it tinea.)

WOLSEY

UNSHRINKABLE

UNDERWEAR

O/ all drapers, for men, uvmtti, ami children.

Ask to be shown Wolsey Unskrinlmblt Flannel.
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BILLIARDS at HOME

@r Billiard Tables

(To place on your own Dining Table).

Instantly Removed. Can be stored against

Wall. Will fit any size of Table.

Superior Billiard Table, in Solid

Mahogany, French Polished,

Best Slate Bed, Adjustable Feet

Rubber Shod, Low Frost-proof

Rubber Cushions, Two Cues, Rest,

Marking Board, Ivory or Crystal-

ate Balls, etc.

I Â£5 5s. Cash Price

by

y Â°r

4in I lja>"

' I cent,

*' 10s-

13 Monthly

(All other

See List,)

"rnrnls Â°f 86, being only 5 per

above CÂ«ih Price

Sizes, -from 3ft. to 8ft.

Or folding Bagatelles

from SO -

Delivered carnage paid to any Railway

Station at our Risk. No charge (or Packages.

LIST FREE.

RILEY'S BILLIARD AND DINING TABLE

(COMBINED).

Fitted with Riley's Patent Action for

Raising, Lowering, and Levelling. Un-

equalled for simplicity and ease. A girl

can work it. Perfect freedom for knees when

seated. A handsome piece of furniture as a

Dining Table, and a high-class Billiard Table.

Made in Mahogany, Oak, Walnut, occ.

All shades to match your furniture, and

supplied with Cues, Ivory or Crystalale

Balls, Rest. Marking Board, Frost-proof

Cushions, &c., &c.

SEE LIST.

7' 41 by 3' 10'

Cash Prices and Sizes for"! Size 5' 4" by 2' 10"

(Round |

s plus 5 ,

Table are both same size. J in IS Monthly Payments. See List.

61 4' by 3' 4"

Â£15>

6' 4" by 4' 4'

Â£24 1 0S.

Mahogany

Billiard Table and Dining I Or in 13 Monthly Instalments plus 5 per cent, on above Cash Prices. Also

ame size. J in IS Monthly Payments. See L

FULL DETAILS IN LIST SENT ON APPLICATION.

E. J. RILEY, Ltd., have supplied 31 Full-size Billiard

Tables to John Roberts (England's greatest player) for

his Rooms at Leeds. Roberts' largest breakâ��82! (the

World's Record) -was on Rl LEY'S TABLE.

Jend for large List of Fall-size Tables, etc.

REPAIRERS IN EVERY DISTRICT.

London Showrooms: 147, ALDERSC1ATE STREET.

All Correspondence to Worksâ��

.1 ROY. I.t/. ?,.Â«,;â��, Kii;aÂ«i w~u
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THERE'S a tremendous difference in your favour

between fashionable prices and our prices, because -

A SPECIMEN BARGAIN.

REAL DIAMOND RING (No. 3341.)

Hall-Marked IR-Carat Gold.

FREE.

Usual Shop Price is Â£2 2s.

Perfect Brilliant White Diamond.

We, the makers, sell our Solid Gold Rings to you direct, at

wholesale pricesâ��no middle profits, no extravagant selling ex-

pense, no Regent Street rents, to come out of your pocket.

We Guarantee Satisfaction.

So sure are we of suiting you that every Ring we make goes

'en approval" â��your money will be returned, cheerfully,

promptly, if you wish it. If this unique way interests you.

write for our new Ring Booklet No. 1, gratis, post free ami

privately ; or call at your convenience.

JOHN MYERS & CO., Ltd., "The Ringleaders/ Dept. A..

Makers aiul Sellers of Kings since 1817.

135, 131 & 161. Westminster Bridge Road. London. S.E.

PEARKS'

STANDARD

TEA

IS â�¢ GAINING WORLD-

WIDE REPUTATION FOR

ITSâ�¢STRENGTH â�¢ AND â�¢

DELICIOUS

FLAVOUR â�¢â�¢

PEARKS, 1Â°

6 BMR-ST-LONDON

LADIES SHOULD WRITE for our SamplrtafP

Nets, aiij tvilour. Spot and Fancy NeU. Tinsel Gau

Crepe ili' Client, Voiles and Muslins Lout* arw] In

tioni of every dearrlption. BntiiJi and Tbrra.i* far

Lftce Work. IACC Ourtaiiu. Black Greoarliuea, 32

per yard. Pattern* Pott Fret. Mtntion Ihit Jfaput

, KVTABMSMKD 00 YIA US I

The PRESS ART SCHOOL

gives thorough instruction by POST

in all branches o_f Magazine and

Newspaper illustration.

Pupils' Drawings Placed.

Sena Stamp far Illiist. Prtsptctiu.

Sec., 128, Drakefell Road, New Dross, London.

GOOD-BYI

Ir.-Coi.. G . M.B.: "Found great Ittncfit. Hiphly .

BT. HON. TUE >,AKL OF UKVOS : " Yoa deaerre ever>one'i thank*."

RHEUMA 5M

Many Thousand! of Testimonial). Interesting Booklet :

WRITE: ANTI-RHEU-GCM Co., BIRMINGHAM.

FITS CURED

Sond for our FREE BOOKLET. Simplj and oiiididlr

It ttlbi the truth Â«lx>iit Ki.ili-i.s.v anil KiU. Oirtiilj- and

houettl; It ahows how

TRENCH'S REMEDY CURES

ColmM MpCTiriM.-

'-'

171. i all,' Mf.ir.

TRENCH'S REMEDIES, Ltd., South Frederick 8t, DUBLIN.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

39

Welcome Xmas

for Anyone!

Gift

See that

the

HalUMark

is on the Blue

and Gold

Label on

each bottle.

Single Bottles

as shown in

Case,

2/' each

(Postage, 3d).

SIX BOTTLES OF THE GENUINE

Elll DE COLOGNE

Packed in an Original Case,

Sent Post Free for

12/6

OF ALL DEALERS IN HIGH-CLASS PERFUMES.

Wholesale:

R. J. REUTER, 6, Well St., Jewin St., E.C.
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'hat a photograph should be taken of a person with his head in

his hand is wonderful, but not less wonderful are the results

obtained by

the use of

THE GREAT

ADHESIVE!

IT STICKS

EVERYTHING.

It has been used to mend a boy's

trousers; it has been used to mend

the boom of Shamrock III.

BUY A TUBE.

ON SALE EVERYWHERE.

SOLE PROPKIETORS

'Caw, Stevenson & Orr, Ltd.,

BELFAST,

and 31/2, Shoe Lane. LONDON.

time.

sides, it is waterproof and pre-

serves the leather, which becomes

Stall's Books

The way to purity is through knowledge. 225th Thousand.

SVLVANUS STALL,

The Self &

Sex Series

has the unqualified

endorsement of

Dr. John Clifford,

Rev. C. H. Sheldon,

Rev. F. B. Meyer,

Rev. T. Spnrgecn,

Dr. Kobt. F. Horton,

Fred. A. Atkins,

Dr. Theo, L. Cnyler,

Dr. Francis E. Clark.

Frances E. Willixd,

Lady H. Somerset,

Fminem Pkjsoui lai

Hundreds of liib:r-

BOOKS TO MEJT. By Sylvanus Stall. D.D.

What a Young Boy Ought to Know.

What a Young Man Ought to Know.

What a Young Husband Ought to Know.

What a Man of 45 Ought to Know.

BOOKS TO WOMEN. "' Â«Â£. ""i.'r"^!^'., tiÂ£

What a Young Girl Ought to Know.

What a Young Woman Ought to Know.

What a Young Wife Ought to Know.

What a Woman of 45 Ought to Know.

41. per copy, pest free. Send/or lablr of tomttntt.

Vir Publishing GJ.. **-SS
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Useful Xmas "Presents.

Wilkinson Razors

Hade by the well-hnown Sword-maker to

HlE Majesty the King.

Black 5/6, Finest Sword Steel.

Ivory 7/6. Double Hollow Ground.

Cases from 18 - to Â£3 Si.

Double Action Stropping Machine

NEW PATENT.

This ingenious machine ghirs a /ice/-

to-toc movement representing a

fier/ect imitation of the skilled

haters hand.

Price 12/6

By return of jwwt on receipt of P.O.O. to DREW A SONS-

PircatUlly Cirrus iKst, ltU4J:

POHX I'OL'NT) & CO.. S7. Pi-Tntlilly: 211. Regent Street-

;t78. Strand; Ml. Lendenhjill Street. K.(i

MAPPIN * WEBB. lai>.. l.W. Oxfonl Stn-rt ; 2Ja. Urgent Street;

anil l!. Queen \ iefcOffa Street. R.O. : or any Cutlers. Iliiirdre-nerji,

Silversmiths. Stores, etc.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

HENRY WILKINSON

tKrt. 1772.1 Gun, Sword, and Razor Maker,

27. PALL MALL. LONDON. S.W.

Wouldn't You Like to Add from Two to

Five Inches to Your Height?

LADIES' FOOTWEAF

Bankcrtâ�� Hit i

DIRECT FROM FACTORY.

Post Free, at Wholesale Prices,

sating S â�¢ In the Â£.

DAINTY DESIGNS.

BEST MATERIALS.

FIT GUARANTEED.

UNEQUALLED VALUE.

High Grade (Jl-.rf Kid or Box Calf

Bools or Shoes, 7/6 lo 17/6 per pair.

TRIAL SOLICITED.

H'rite To-ittiv/ur Itl'liUrtttfl Cntnlogtie.

BRITISH BOOT CO..

Dept. 2. 01. Humberiton Gate,

Leloaiter.

uham Int. ,t (\nuilifti Ha,*. Mtl., Lntttttr.

Inglesant's

Sectional

Bookcases.

etc bookrau? whatever

the >izc. Well finished

in many styles.

T. INCLESANT &

SONS. Ltd..

Hortefalr StrÂ«et,

LEICESTER.

A question of

comfort and economy?^

They act as a buffer between your foot

and the pavement, protecting nerve and '

brain from the shock of each hard step.

They prevent heels wearing down and boots

losing their shape.

[They last, many wearers write us. as long as

18 months.

They wear because they're made from Para j

Rubber, the best and most expensive 1

rubber in the world.

Get a pair to-day.

SEE THE NAME

STAMPED ON

EVERY PAIR

Woon

RuLb

ILNE

Heels

â�¢**&&*

KUBBCh HLIL Mf
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A Wonderful Record.

98 OUT OF EVERY IOO GUR.ED.

The last two years' Reports of Patients under

the Sandow Home Treatment by correspondence

shows the wonderful record of 98 '/ of cures of

such common ailments as indigestion, constipa-

tion, loss of vigour, and other nervous and

functional disorders.

This is the signed medical certificate :â�� ^

" Reing very much interested in the

Sandow Curative Treatment as directed

by correspondence, and as one who has

personally benefited from it to a remark-

able degree, I have, at considerable pains,

examined the "whole of the records relating

to patients under treatment, extending over

a period of t'ti'o years. I was astonished

to find that no less than gS /' of cures

have been effected, and numbers of these

have been chronic in nature, and not

amenable to any other kind of treatment

whatever. (Signed)

CHAS. G. THORV, M.K.C.S. : I..R.C.P., Loncl."

To quote a recent article in T.P.'s Weekly,

the well-known journal edited by T. I'. O'Connor.

M.R, the object in connection with the home

treatment as directed by correspondence is

benefit not for the few, but for all who are in

need of relief from weakness and disease.

Every day the number of patients benefiting

under the treatment increases. Yet there miw

be tens of thousands more who can similarly

benefit. Before the organisation of the Sandow

Home Treatment by correspondence, it was not

possible or convenient for many patients to take

expensive railway journeys or to devote the time

necessary for personal instruction away from

their home.

How well this Home Treatment succeeds

may be gathered from the already quoted

Medical Report. Further, other medical men

have set down in writing their high opinions of

the " perfect methods !' employed for the benefit

of patients. These opinions are reproduced

word for word in the I look of the Treatment.

A further important feature of the Sandow

Treatment by correspondence is the mutter of

its small expense, which places it within the

reach of all.

Write for the free book, which tells how you

too may be quickly and lastingly cured if you

suffer from indigestion, constipation, loss of

vigour, or other nervous or functional disorders.

Address : Sandow's Postal Instruction Dept. A,

6 and 7, George Street, Hanover Square,

London, W. (Enquirers' Bureau open 10106.

Saturdays 10 to i.)

TOWN TALK

kNO MORE DRY POWDERS"

Anldeal ff.'l ,\

To Play I ( | !

One Hour,

7/6

I'ottnyf 4>\.

Present

To Play

Two Hours,

10/6

PLACE AN

"AUTO TABLE FOUNTAIN

IN THE CENTRE Of THE TABLE.

I ;.â�¢.-â�¢> in run unlinnrv twtwl ;in<] whrn r inrrnl Â«ith flovrr^prwlum

n i hiirniiru offt-rt, Playi fur mrr 1Â«" hour* wtthÂ«Mit ,t:, nn,.n

AT â�¢*! BIT IIIAI rii) lÂ»v tf K II

PalÂ«ntÂ«Â«Â«: THE AUTO FOUNTAIN CO..

â�¢ ppi't .-â�¢ 1B-9O. CowcroM StrÂ«Â«t. London. K.C.
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A unique and light diet for Invalids and Dyspeptics.

It is very sustaining and nourishing, is readily taken by those who

cannot digest cow's milk, and is especially useful for the aged. It can

be made in a minute, the addition of boiling water only being necessary.

In Tins at 1/6 and 3 - of Chemists, &c. A large sample sent for 3 penny stamps.

ALLEN &HANBURYS Ltd.,37,Lombard St., LONDON.

"Allenburys" DIET is a food for Adults and is quite distinct

from the well-known "Allenburys" Foods for Infants.

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

The only sure and harmless treat-

ment that entirely destroys hair

growth permanently, inexpensively,

and Without pain.

â�¢ will

'.a:.** *, a .-.'.. y> :

Marred

rnc !Â«a-'y K

f".r an efitr.'-.ve

entirely supersede Electrolysis, Â»;

â�¢.AHLL'.s MHO. CO. Â»:*," ;-. Â»rxÂ»r. TJ-. â�¢Â«> art .r. y** .:*.

â�¢4 a TJTT*;' Â«- '-.-.cut â�¢?â�¢Â»â�¢-.â�¢-Â»=.: 'hiT 't-'Â» 'â�¢'arxj ;Â«rjr.ar.**\v i*--

rr.,m a.. KIXZ--'.--- z*.r -. H goes rijtfct to the root 'and

destroys it lor ever. T * â�¢Â«*â�¢.->-â�¢ â�¢**â�¢Â« -/x -jÂ»-.*Â« â�¢â�¢.<â�¢,' r.â�¢â�¢ â�¢

We â�¢Â«Â»-â�¢

CAHLL". â�¢!

â�¢sriW^ Â»V ' rmtf'.'t. ': '.~f~ V â�¢ ' ' â�¢ . -n-f â�¢ -â�¢-+â�¢;â�¢*â�¢â�¢>

THE CAPIUXS MFTO. CO.. 251. Ccvtwy HnÂ«wr. MS.

5C.
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LIFE-SIZE DOLL FREE

Trade Mark

Registered.)

Al- Free Gill

..r two .i.l.nn

<>n;tl '.nn.

Â«ilh all onlÂ«n

H'l',-n â�¢ il MI'-lll 1

.'iini. i In- .\),i.-

for w.'lliiiÂ« only ten ad. paek*-U of

SHY-WALLHi- Kl.-. in. 1'olUI.-

IiiK rVtrk1 fur dwuiiug jn.l h-li-h

iiigSilvt-rwui-t:, eU-. It dt'llout Bight.

\Vrile io'i iv HM! i" will -.mi you

the r i:.i i' i--' ;..!].! \MI.T, -.M

wtui tin- money 5s. HIH! Â»t? will

NMitl ynii ikfrt frw UK Life-die Hull.

whMi is -Â»n high uiul < .m

won l.;il)>-WliiLho-alaothe

free gift or the 3 addi-

tional Oln. Doll*). Tlii-.li.il

U intended tn 1* sUiflvÂ«l mid

i- t lii- . nit un v ni'-l.'l of the

uid-fuhk>Utti Baft Ih>ll ih.i

<. â�¢ riniiii., MV, | to make. It

i- printed with Fair il u,

KÂ«Â»y < ln.'k- Hrowii i:>..-

Kid â�¢ i .,l..iu<-.l Bmly. &Â«f

torkinjp. filurk -i..â�� Â«nd

ill -r.ii,,I .!<>!.. If you do

not cure to sell our

goodi we will send the

LI fÂ«-size Doll, with

thetwo91n. Dolls, post

free on receipt of 3s.

postal order. A niiiKle

INurket of SHY N ALL

will tÂ« wilt iÂ«wt freÂ« on

â�¢ ift nf 6d. LATEST NO-

VELTY. FAMILY OF DOLLS.

FEET HIGH

Over

l.OOO.OOO

already

sold.

SHY-NALL C

Victoria

Four Ke|Â«ntt I milsâ�� Father and

M..I|I.-I rjKii hiith), hroLher and

-Mil I I ll'l UfJUl Tllir -n-f -Jill- -

nr\- i-Miid-d on the Kainily of l'-ll-

in liright uiul laitiiiK imlourK.

Kaniily. i--( I'.nil. 36

..EW1ICAL CO. (Dofl iM-i-l 6*2. N !. 75, Queen

Street, E.G. F^r.-itfii onji-ra faj. Kxt-nt

WE BUY OLD AND DISUSED FALSE TEETH, OLD GOLD,

Silver IHiiuttlJpwellerr. HianiondÂ«.(\>lM. etc. Thr highest powiMe

IÂ»rit-eÂ»i'.ii i Bcioresellingclsewhort.caU or -â�¢ mi to theuritnnalfirm.

THE TEETH DEPOT, 36, Corporation Street,

Â«Â«(nWirtel !â�¢<,.'â�¢ MANCHESTER. Bauttrt Referfnat.

(Established 1879.)

"Cures While You Jleep."

Whooping-Cough, Croup,

Bronchitis, Coughs,

Influenza, Catarrh.

DON'T CUT YOUR FINGERS

.to

alrly

opsnl

OF ALL iRONMONGERSr^r.j.ij,!.!. with Trt-rimoniab trm

iinVi :- Central Tool Works. Birmingham. forSdi FtÂ«nii-

LtKi-T-CnK K, R Wi.Tiiniru writfÂ«: ' Afi^w.-r- itn i.tiri-v^ nlmir

uhl.v, mi i JM juiiK-rinr t') an>- â�¢ an Â»p*-nÂ«-r 1'rfvim^ly tnrt with.

PURE HEAT

CLAKK'S PATENT HYOIENIC ^fe

'SYPHON STOVES

fonfidence can l>e placed in a remedy which

for a quarter of a century has earned unqualified

praise. ftfstful nights are assured at once.

Cresolene is a Boon to Asthmatics.

ALL CHEMISTS.

Send Pottal fur 1

Cresolene Antiseptic

Tli roal Tablets for

the irritated throat,of

your chemist or from

us. <nl. in stamps.

AL'.EN A HANBURYS Ltd.,

LOMBARD STREET,

LONDON.

Emit no Smoke or Smell.

The heat t-cneraied by ibe

"Svphon"Sto\(.-lsAliSOLUl E-

LY PURE. NO Fl:ME^ OR

SMKLL can pass Into Ihe apait-

nK-n:.

SUPPLIFP TO H M, THE KING.

Of all Ironmongers. Stores,

CasCo.'s,orof S.t LARK To.

Makrrs.ComplonW. rlts.Canon-

bury Road, London, N.

Send Post ( ani (or Descriptive

Bookkt. ..

THE "PERFECT- PIPE SCRAPER. .m.Ir of S,.n,*-lrtl

Â»jm ffiwvedtiladc* having whjirp edites. InMTt hUitnt iirrÂ«Â«Hl u-^llwT

in pipe and turu M i ;i iÂ« i nmiul. M hen >. t !â�¢â�¢ id quickljr cut aÂ«v-

y riie pipe.

" llnvina spoilt nevt-nil |Â»eiiknivenin pipe-clnuiiw. I would not t*ki-Â£i fw

iny ' Perfect' Pii* Scrtiwr if trouM not get another" iT HBrri*to.Â«-iu

Ililet.â��B. Klmberley A 8onÂ», Commercial St.. Birmingham-



THE STRAXD MAGAUXE.

V â�¢.-.-'

THERE are some people who have great

. fath in the chimney-nook for every cough

or cold that may seize them. Sitting by the

f:/eside never yet cured a cold, but it is a habit

that has laid the foundation of many a case of

chronic bronchitis.

Fireside ar is not pure air. It is always laden

with coal dust, and the chimney-nook is the natural

gathering ground for all the microbes, dust particles,

and feu! air in the room. A fire won't burn with-

out a draught, and the draught that makes the fire

burn also draws the impure air from ihe room. If

you sit clore by the fireside you are breathing the

worst air in the room, and sitting with your back to

all currents of cold air.

The heat of th^ fire keeps your chest warm, but

your back i; c Id. Your lungs are chilled at the

back, and bake J in front. Cc.n you wonder, then,

that bronchitis settles on your chest, and that you

cannot shake it off?

What you want is Peps 10 purify your bronchial

tubes of all obstructions, to bring out the phlegm, to

soothe and heal the bruised lungs, throat, and chest,

and to open out the air passages of your lungs, so

that you can take plenty of fresh air. Peps will

bring the breath of the pine-forest to your rescue,

and so strengthen your lungs and chest that you will

be able to enjoy life once more.

You cannot have too much fresh air for sound

lung-healih. but when your bronchial tubes are sore

and sensitive through constant coughing, you need

Peps to impregnate the air you breathe with the

rich aromatic fumes of the pine-woods. Peps will

help you, too, to open out your lungs to iheir fullest

capacity. With a box of Peps you have " A pine

forest in your own home," and you can breathe ihe

breaih of the pine-woods even in the streets of

a smoky town.

t^f all chemists at i/ij or 2/9 per AÂ».r, or past free

from the Peps Pastille Co , Car/ton Hill, l.eeas.

It'rite to the Peps Pastille Co., Leeds, for <t free

__^_^__^_^_^ sample. Ihe only condition* ate

that you enclose a penny ttanip

/ar return fvttafe and that you

mention the .\inai " Strand."
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Furnish by

Gradual Payments.

TKRMS:

Tows oit C'Â«iuxrRY.

WuKTH.

10

20

5O

100

2OO

5OO

1000

6

11

Â£1 8

25

4 IO

11 6

2Â».' 1O

1 Drawing Room Suite, comprising Salon

Settee. Two Salon Easy Chairs, and Four

Any amount ;Â»ro rala.

No added inwreeL No extra charges.

Small Chairs, Upholstered in' any Art N O deOOSlt TCQUircd.

Coloured Tapestry ... Price Â£6 to C *^

Country orders carriage paid.

Goods packed and delivered free.

Carpets and linos planned and laid free.

Illustrated guide and catalogue free.

We conduct our business without publicity.

Goods marked in plain figures.

Judd Street is opposite St. Pancras

Station. 'Buses from all parts

pass street or door.

MIPLTW

FURNISHING C!

; KINGS+J

LONPON.

A SPLENDID INVESTMENT.

Music Koom, e

Tilts to any angl

Â£1 Is. Od.

orwrite to u.i for interesting Booklet, SENT

FREE un application to the Sole Importers,

S. GUITERMAN & CO.,

LTD.

(Dept. A), 35 -0, Alctonmanbury,

LONDON, E.C.
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Goodlfcmuneratiire

Positions for^fQui

Clark's College

has placed 20,000 Students in good

remunerative positions in the Civil Service and

in Business Appointments. A Boy or Girl taking

a course of training at the College, or by POST direct to

the home, is GUARANTEED a good paying position. Clark's.

College Students obtain first places on the list in Civil

Service l:\nms. and two-thirds of all Female Civil Service

Appointments. Mr. Clark places 2,000 Students Annually

in good Business and Civil Service Appointments.

Civil Service Exam. & Business Training.

No matter â��l:ere you live, Clark's College can give you the training that

means success in life. The world's record for successful training is held by

Clark's College. You are assured of success and a good appointment if you

are a Clark's College Student. Send for success lists and particulars of

appointments now vacant, and large descriptive Prospectus A. free, toâ��

20000 Clark's

SUCCESSES College,

1,2 & 3, Chancery Lane,

London, W.C.
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MART WOMEN

who value their health un<l apiH-anince wear the

"DOLABEL" (KrKa.) Â£;

Shoulder Brace,

brciiiiir it prevent* ami i-nreg

.

r iipiMSiinuit-f. Exmodi

MKi Stu-i ktt)K'n*:Lij<i.4un-

ivrs tin- hark. Psnuiwntu

improve* the fl^ire. l_'"ii. o;il's

the outline of the curvrt at

01 the iKMliru

'DOLABEL'

!â�¢ Perfect Fitting.

It is fndigfieniRiMe to ladies

WOO sit miu-h or havo any inclination UP stoop. Liffht ainl

- wenr at any lime with or without (-oistrt, L'u-

Â«ju.-NtiuualÂ»ly the ilmplcst and inont i-flbctive uid todeportauot

ever-introduced. Warmly recommended by the incdiciil pro-

fc&Kloii. The " DolaU'j" (Hinutt U- dele<-(*-d and d->ew n<it in-

i 11 i -. (iizi? of !â�¢-:'â�¢: nr fltrurt. Money iiiHtantly retur4ied if not

l. In ordering, please atate Bice Corsei worn.

4 U P"*-t tree, dirci-t from the vole ntiUt-rs onlyâ��

H. SAMPSON A CO. rDept. 3.

33- Ferntower Road, Newlngton Green,

London, N.

Pontage abroad, 6/1. ejfra.

You will like our noted

Ladies' Hemstitched

HANDKERCHIEFS.

Real Iii<li (.'iiiiilirir ae '>r 5 3 â�¢r

ilm WV Â».n,l .,â��,. FREE Â»-ith

llhiBtn.nvl LiÂ»tÂ». ,.tÂ«... li, rriuliTnof

f-tnuitt sfiuljiig Ktanip for i^-tage.

THE BRITISH LINEN CO.

New Oxford St., London

CALOX

Oxygen Tooth Powder.

CALOX, put up in dainty metal bottles.

Sold everywhere at i i ii

DON'T BRUSH YOUR TEETH

too hard, or use a dentifrice of unknown compoMiion for ihe

take of its plt.-ivirit perinmc ur natty packing. Centle treatment

with CALOX, the synthetic proauct of a modern sx:ienlific

laboratory, i> the perfect way to whiten and preserve the teeth.

The free booklet, to be obtained from the British Depot,

A. C WooTTON, 14, Trinity Square, London, E.C., tells you

what CALOX is made of, and your application will also bring

a nice sample.

The Oxygen does it.

Sotf Mmmfrtfturfrtâ�� MrKewon <t Rotibin*, A'Â«w Tort

'MANY A MAN

who cannot afford a hrgc car finds i; within Kn

reach to have a small one, and he cinnol do

better than consider the claims of the STARLING

or the STUART, those smart little All Bniuh

cars, which are going well in both senses cf the

word. There is no room to give miny detaili in

this space, but we will supply you with copy of

our list at once on request.

STARLING, 6-H.P. Single-Cylinder Engine, Â£<3(X

STUART, 7-H.P Two-Seated, Two-Cylinder

Governed Engine ... Â£165.

â�� Three-Seated Â£180.

â�� Four-Seated Â£190.

STAR CYCLE CO., Ltd.,

^VOLVERHAMPTON.

ALL BRITISH

WINTER CYCLING.

The Mode! Cycle for

Wintry Weather is

THE

STAR WINTER MODEL

PRICE for Machine as shcton.

S, n,t /fr Particulars Inâ��

STAR CYCLE CO., Ltd.,

WOLVERHAMPTON.
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WITH AUTOMATIC STRETCHER

As ILLUSTRATED 21

^BOOT-RACKTO HOLD 12 PAIRS

OF BOOTS â��

[J> ' WIT* CURTAIN* Â«7C//~

Mui-runiiT rriBTAINi â�¢&%Â£

.j

* DEPARTMENT 3

r~HK seductive pleasures of

' the merry Xmas feast often

betray people into eaiing rather

richer food than usual, and

sometimes just a little more than

usual. The inevitable result is

an attack of biliousness: the

stomach and liver in rebellion

against overstrain.

Sick headache, nausea, dizzi-

ness, specks dancing before the

eyes, uneasiness and weight at

the pit of the stomach, windy-

colic, distension, a jaundiced

complexion are all familiar symp-

toms of a bilious attack. Bile

Beans for Biliousness are the

soundest, safest, and surest

remedy for ailments of this kind.

They tone-up the stomach and

liver, and restore strength and

health to Nature's processes of

digestion and nutrition.

With a handy box of Bile

Beans in the house you need not

forego the pleasures of the Xmas

festivities for fear of the conse-

quences to your stomach and liver.

Send to the Bile Bean Co., Leeds, mention

the December STKAMJ, and enclose a penny

stamp, and you will receive in return a Free

Sample liox of Kile Beans.

ILE

EAN
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A SPLENDID XMAS PRESENT j

Many years ago, one December, a gentleman wrote to the Secretary of the

NORWICH UNION LIFE OFFICE expressing his wish to take out

A POLICY FOR â�¬,5,OOO

on his life; adding a request that the utmost despatch might be exercised

in regard to the preliminaries, as he wished to give the Policy as

A CHRISTMAS PRESENT

to his wife. It is difficult to conceive of a better or more acceptable

gift than a Policy in the

NORWICH UNION LIFE OFFICE

Whether the amount desired is Â£5,000, Â£500, or any other sum, write

at once for particulars to

Dept. A, NORWICH UNION LIFE OFFICE, NORWICH.

There is no doubt that the Royal Road to Success in Business

is that of Knowledge, for, now as ever, Knowledge is Power.

FOR INSTANCE

IT TS NFfFSSARY lhat "*** M"cnÂ»nl an<! Busirww Man should have a knowledge of which

11 1J llE.VsEn)vUll\I (;ounlrieS are producing the commodities in which he trades, as also which

Countries or States art the largest Buyers or Consumers.

AGAIN !.' .'" ', ..... fr^'ve, '''â�¢" 'j.e !"'vs"- ;1 k"""Mfie Â°f <!><: Quickest and Best Routes to and from the

*MJ1U11 Principal Business Centres of the World.

AND AGAIN I[ is an al'solule necessity thÂ«l he understand the Definition* of Trade and Technical Terms.

nil u n\lJU11 Also, taut he know something of the Fluctuations of the Markets during recent years.

Nfl\X7 al1 '"Â» ""J muc!1 cl<* of Benefit to Every Husiness Man is Presented in a Clear, Concise and

nww Graphic Manner in

THE

ATLASÂ£WORLDS COMMERCE

by J. G. BARTHOLOMEW, r.R.S.C.

1,000 MAPS and DIAGRAMS, with Voluminous Text.

To be completed in 22 Parts. Published Fortnightly. Parts 1 to 15 are now ready.

The price of each Part is 6d. net. It may be obtained to order from all Booksellers.

* SPECIMEN PART WILL BE SENT POST FREE ON MENTIONING " THE STRAND MAGAZINE."

GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd., 3-12, Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.
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Make Merry

this Yuletide

â��there is an endless source of amusement and enjoyment in a

Genuine Edison Phonograph. As you sit by your cheerful fireside,

you can hear the music you like so wellâ��listen to the songs that

endeared themselves to you in years gone byâ��to the latest pantomime

successes or the old-time Christmas carols.

Genuine Edison

Gold = Moulded Records

provide an infinite variety of selections : favourite old songs; instrumental

solos ; sacred and classical music ; a waltz by Strauss or Berger ;

stining marches by Dan Godfrey or Sousa; grand or comic opera â��

you can hear them all, rendered with " feeling," expression and

wonderful clearness,

tions of the best singers and music.

These records are made by a patented

process that retains every shade of

expression and tone, making the repro-

duction so perfect that you can easily

imagine you are actually listening to

the singer or the orchestra as the case

may be.

Can you ihink of a Christmas gift that

will give more pleasure and enjoyment

to every member ol the family than an

Kdison Phonograph with a selection of

Genuine Kdison Gold-moulded Records.

Hut remember that only with Genuine

Edison Gold-moulded Records can you

secure those full, clear, musical reprodue-

Call on your dealer, hear the Edison Phonograph and asH for a list

of the latest Edison Records. In case of difficulty, write us, and

we will send you the address of the nearest agent, and also our

special Christmas Supplement. Address Dept. 1.

Genuine Edison Phonographs from Â£* as.

Genuine Â£dison Gold-moulded Records, i'6 each.

Genuine Edison Grand Opera Records, i each

To protect you we put this signature on every

Genuine Edison Record and Phonograph.

MARK

National Phonograph Co., Ltd.,

25, Clerkenwell Road, E.C.
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See

grapd

Safely

Burner"

The Aluminum

Oil Heater

solves the problem of supplementary heating, fully,

finally, satisfactorily^

The changeable temperature common to our

climate makes the Aluminum Oil Heater necessary

in every home. li will maintain warmth and

prevent dampness. Convenient in form, light in

weight, easy to handle.

The " Aluminum " is the only perfect oil heater

because it alone has our Salety Burner.

K\ plosions impossible. Wick cannot turn down

irtfo oil fount. No perforations lo become clogged

with oil substances; consequently no odour.

Radiates heat from the sides and bjttom as well

as the top.

Note construction of Safety Hurner.

A-Flame Spmtiler Bâ��Air Srwce outside of Wick

Tuin\ Câ��Air Space iDifdBofWfck Tube. D--Wick Eâ��

Outsiilf Uasintt tu Bunn-r. Pâ�� Air ri\xuv botWMO Fount

nrnl <iiitsj<i* iVming. O â��Fount

for Oil, entirely se|mnUf from

Burner. H â��Feetl PIIJÂ« conduct-

inir Oil from Founttn Burner. I â��

Slil.-1.| ]i'-!][y_- nil IO]> Of FuUIlt

with Aii SIM**; underneath.

Kasy to re-wi .k, and wi:k

cannot be turned loo high,

thus smoking is impossible.

Nothing complicated. A

child can operate it.

E I Aluminum, No. 1, 18/6.

â�¢Â£\ No. 2. 25'-.

c- I .. No. 3. 33/-.

Gvarantffil. Aft,ney rtturnwt if

not iMittÂ»JiifUiru.

Handsomely finished. Do

not buy an oil heater until you

have <ix*]iiii)L'd tin; Alumirmm

Oil He.itei. Obtainable from

all stores, ironmonger-, :ind

dealers generally, or writeâ��

NOVELTY MFG. CO.

DEPT. C,

13-15. Wilson St.,

riNSBLKY, LONDON, K.C.

A Complete Phonograph Outfit

likf this will make all the difference between cheerful and

dull evenings. Kvery part of the Outfit is of the highoi

quality. The Phonograph is oui celebrated "ADMIRAL"

(with s<juare top, 18/6 ; round top, 5O -, carriage paid)

which is so deservedly popular.

Semi for <mr Illustrated Catalogue (O), List of Outfits,

ami Particulars of our different methods of purchase.

HILTON & CO., 84-90, BRIGGATE, LEEDS-

The Largest Northern Factors.

Raphael Tuck's

nt Disappointment

y sending early.

Big Box of Ten Joys

for a Shilling.

Â£5 PIVEN AWAY. Al*

Lovely Xmas Cards

____ ._. REAL GOLD

BROOCHES, &c. Every packet has a Coujxjn

IVLUSTER DE LUXE. 10 for 1 -, â�¢'â�¢:â�¢ 2O l,.v 8d. Â»Â« a S ii],|.|r

Witli KnveloiK-s, lH>Â«t iwi.l. 3 sumps rxtnc

TUCK'S MASKS for I'.irri. , :i,,c.rl. .1 >.llli|.lr ,|..jr-n. 1 9.

T.BL. KINC8 PREMISES Savoy Corner. Strand London.

Wf MaititinfiH'fi-* (inn venavrt-

E van* Sons Leacher A Webb, Ld.. l M â�¢ i

Sold j)^nll Obemiita and I'rmtifi!Â«tÂ« ut j - am

.1 4,0 \#r lioi.

UKEAN

OU)

FRIEND

DONT THROW YOUR

GOOD OLD PIPE AWAY

HILLS NICOTINE

SOLVENT.

Inetantancoua. A Itioroufh

cleanser and t boon lo â�¢)!

Si ..Â«.â�¢!-. One bottle would

Usi for montht.

Price !â�¢, PoÂ»t FreÂ«.

THE COUNTY CHEMICAL CO., Ltd,
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fknow what/ want

/A CHRISTMAS GIFT of

intrinsic and lasting value, not a

toy or something to please for the

T moment, but a character builder,

teaching the value of time and thus

''rendering the greatest possible service and

satisfaction. Not necessary to take our word for its character

â��we have thousands of testimonals like this:â��

124, High Street, Arbroath, N.B.. June lath, 1905.

Gentlemen,â��We havesold a large number of watches in our time, but have

never handled one that gave us so little trouble in selling, or K.IW tx IUT

satisfaction to our various customers. We have never iiad one returned to

us as faulty. Our senior partner has two boys, aRrd it and 13 resp ctlvely,

who have worn Ingersoll Watches for fully lour years, and they have given

great satisfaction. You know what young lads are, and It Is surprising how

these watcnes c> 'iild have stood the rough treatmenttliey have got bomciimcs.

â��J. S. SMITH &â�¢ SONS.

Open face, 16 size, keyless wind, real lever, lantern pinion,

cases in nickel, gun-metal or gold plate finish. We prefer

to sell through the Shopkeeper, but if your dealer

cannot supply you, send us S/- and we will forward

watch and S years guarantee by return of post.

ROBT. H. INGERSOLL Â£ BRO.,

258 K, AUDREY HOUSE, ELY PLACE, LONDON, E.C.

5'-Walch

O O CO O O O O CO O el

i . i i â�¢â�� â�� ^â�¢.^^

Mecb&nies

made

,1 llijrul.y'i

DEVELOP

YOUR BOY'S GENIUS!

The toy consists of .1 variety of mechanical metal

parts for .milding Working; Model*.

THE 5 - ROY niak^ Cranes, Windmills,

HE O DUA Kndk-s, Rope Railwa,

I rolleys, &c., ana

r

Crane, Klcvator, &c., and g other models

, , .,

THE 14 6, 24 6, 42'-, & 84 BOXES "/ '

Â«o.,t<.c rne T,.Â»er Kri.ln. the Hie tt'herf. Â« perfert m,Â«le

fr. l.-.ft ,.nÂ». wule cn.,,,,,1, Io nll, â�� M,.l,.| Engine o

lÂ«Â»ik o Â«i ., - â�¢

',k

. . .

An llu-trulni lÂ«Â»ik of iiiÂ«trin n.,i ..... rit with nu-h bos â�¢ al*. ful

"' " grt" t'ompetitlu"- 10Â° P"IZBS. Lint 'free from

THE "TESSTED"

MODEL ENGINES

These Engines are ihe best value yet l>cfore

the public ; Hriiish built throughout. Short

description of Xo. 89 I,. : Strong, well-made,

powerful S.V. cylinder, \viih connecting rod

.in.l eccentric link motion reversing from

Cab, wheels coupled, a larjje boiler, wilh

Â« water tubes. 1 lie 6 wheel tender lias

Complete 50 pare IlluÂ«irntÂ«l Bm>k. 4,1., .lirc.t fr,,m

18. JameÂ» Struct. Liverpool,

from the Manufacturers.

Patent*-

tank for .storing spirit. The engine i.s finished

in correct colours of M. K. or 'c. K. locomo-

tives. Length, 2iin.; guaranteed. Price Â£3.

BIRMINGHAM MODEL ENGINEERING

FROM ALL STORES & MODEL DEPOTS.

Send for Art Catalogue, 41!. post free, of

Educational anil Scientific Toy S|>ivmlilies

direct to Maivufuctuieis.

Horthwood street, Blrmlngha1
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PUBLIC BENEFIT BOOT COMPANY.

-Â°UT

A QUARTER CF A CENTURY'S IMPUTATION.

Name

Address

MANUFACTUHCS

THE

"VINCEMUS"

Court and Lace.

4 FITTINGS.

4 TOES.

Sizi;.. 6, 7, 3, g, 10.

BEST CALF PATENT *â�¢ ORIE" QUEEN'S ROAD, BRISTOL.

Two Postal Trade Addresses 1ST. PAUL'S STREET, LEEDS.

. Pairs No..

PUBLIC BENEFIT BOOT COMPANY.

A Hint for

Dull Days.

They say that a woman's life is

dull. But there are nuny ways

of making it bright. The days

that are brightest in the lives

of thousands are the days they

read . â��â��â��-

WOMAN'S LIFE

FOR MAID AND WIFE

and the hints they

read there make so

many other days bright. WOMAN'S

I.IFK contains charming stories,

Society gossip, photographs of favour-

ites, toilet talks, cookery hints,

practical recipes, helps to dressmaking,

free paper patterns, etc.

Keep "Woman's Life" every weekâ��It

will become an "Enquire Within Upon

Everything."

ONE PENNY WEEKLY.

Ben. Evans'

Welsh Flannels

For GOLFING, CYCLING, or SEASIDE WEAR

Patterns Pott Free from

BEIST EVANS & CO., Ltd.,

SWANSEA, S. WALES.

DURGESS' LION

*-* OINTMENT.

NO LANCING

os> CUTTING

with this Remedy.

CURrSABSCESSES.ULCERS

TUMOURS. BOILS.

BAD LESS. ECftlM

and all Skin DiKaxi.

Of all Oi,-nii*K. or t..-r frrcfrtn

59GKAV3 INN ROAD. W.C.

KEATING S

LOZENGES

CURE THE WORST COUGH

FOR

GREY HAIR

TRY

SHA IIK1X E. fiiaraiilre.1 pernuilinrt.

wMbaMe and Â«lÂ«o]uIcl.T htrnltm

will not hum the hair ornrodtH-e on-

natural tint Tletcctioii imiwHribl*.

'foiitain. no Ira,I ,ilvPr. i.iliJmr Â«c.

Trial Bottle. 7d.; Xew Size. 1 -2 IÂ»nÂ«

Bottle. 3V. poll free iM>-rerlv purkeji

|S. T. ALEXANDRE , K.t 1*11).

58 Westhoumi Grove London W

LOVELY SILK BLOUSE GIVEN FREE|

To the FirÂ«t i.goo Ladles who

purchase 6 yards of our

21 - Model

Frm

tt

XL" AMAZON.

Thti lÂ« Â» Spl.ndld Jap Silk Blouw. tatwl

21/- modol. tttkfni til. k.-il. Â»n,l trim-

nied mÂ»nwork. and wt are nirine mme

toadTertine our beautiful cloth quirkly.

"XL" AMAZON in the flneit poÂ«

Blile material for sti li-h In.â��i..s and

Costumci Price a 1 |*ryd. 48tn. wide.

NOVELTIE8.-r>o not mini our elrÂ«l. '

lent ntnit.- of I'lothi, TwmU. Bloun

ral)ri,-.i, etc. Thev are aiuazini value.

lÂ»tt.-nn free. We have nver 100.0UO

fiin-tii ,i t-uaUiiuen.

HARTLEY & CO..A.T.!lsÂ£Sr^LEEDS
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delight

to tread

WOOD-

MILNE

RUBBE

Cost little. Save much

'THE QUEEN" RECOMMENDS

JOHN BONDS "CRYSTAL PALACE

MARKING INK

WITH OR WITHOUT HEATING, WHICHEVER

HINDIS PREFERRED.

FREE

with enUnpil IB. size, n LINEN STIt ETCHER.

AwwIM 4f. GÂ«H Metlnla a tut Koval

Apfwiintments lor Sujierior EzceUeiic*.

SOLI) by .STATIONERS, CHKMISTS A KTORBS. or iÂ»et frre, I or IJ stamps, from 7fr. SOUTHfiATE KOAl>. LONDON. N

EVER

aior

The Seven-Hadctl " Kver-Ready" hasrevolutionistd the Safety

Razor bu<ines.s of the world. Scientific machinery has made (he

Guinea " Safely " of yesterday a Five Sliilling razor to-day.

We've dared to fix a retail price thai meant a " square deal."

" Kver-Ready" Safety Razor sels are complete at Five

Shilling*. Ssven perfect blades a nickel silver safety frame

and -Hopping handle, all compact in a handsome l*>x.

It's 'the Kitel mMy razor in Ilintorr. K>.T.I|KÂ»|V

Vion.TO nil pi|Â»rt Imrljcr Â»illi the tint 6hÂ»<e-i<Â«

irntniMitilf tn rut Uu fact.

â�¢â�¢ KVIT Rratljr" hlatien lire nmraaMad t" Uu Hiral

they are th* keenest, riiiw-t traD0Â«na. Mini ciu-ient

IhuvinB of M niior I.Uies. They 'â�¢Â»Â« IK- MTKuPPKIi

like the orililiary ra/or. ni d will taut for years. ll> trill

rtekntiyr, Mitflt itfw blattp* tin- ffitntliiU olift find | 6.

SHOULD YOU HAVB A SAFETY, Imy our Wades;

they will fit your Safety frame. Price 6/6 P" dÂ°w". P1^1 I"*-

We will alwayi* exchange a do/en dull blades for a dozen hrand

new ones at 2/6 â�¢â�¢> dozen.

ncttd I'ufiitl Onfer Jvr Si-. inentiÂ»tti<ia STHAMI. (tint receive uvnr

fft prri'fii't.

SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET.

CLEMENTS SAFETY R4ZOR CÂ«

17. BILLITFR ST, LONDON
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THE PRICE OF

PIANOS

MESSRS. STEIN WAY & SONS have

been bold enough to abolish the old-fashioned

and often misleading custom of publishing Cata-

logues containing ornamental List Prices subject

to all manner of discounts. They are now

plainly stating the absolute Net Cash Cost of

their various styles of Grands and Vertegrands

with every illustration published in the New

Catalogue. The following are a few examples :

UPRIGHT PIANOS:â��

Vertegrand Â£70

Style X Â£90

,, R Â£100

T Â£120

GRANDS:-

Style O Â£110

,, A Â£140

,, B Â£175

,, D Â£250

Delivered free, London; or of all recognised Agents throughout the British

I), n.m i us at the same price, plus cost of duty, packing and carriage.

Write or call to-day foi full particulars and Catalogue, also artistic

Bocklet A, "Portraits of Musical Celebrities," post free.

** 5T6m\X/X\Y HALL *

RfOISTEBEO

LONDON.

MEW YORK.
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I Furnishing Co.

| (J. R. GRANT. Proprietor).

Design No. 140 In ou- Catalogue. High Class Dlnln,

Room Suite In fumed Oak and Frieze Velvet.

Liverpool, Pembroke Place,

Glasgow, 5IO.Sauchieh.aHSt.

Belfast, 38 & 40, High St

Blackburn, Aimworth St.

FURNITURE, CARPETS,

FLOOR COVERINGS,

BEDSTEADS, BEDDING,

For Cash or

Easy Payments.

ALL GOODS SENT

CARRIAGE PAID

to any part of the United Kingdom.

Colonial and Foreign orders

receive special attention.

Satisfaction Guaranteed or

return in full all money paid.

fREE

Our Large Illustrated Catalogue containing selections of Dining, Drawing,

and Bedroom Furniture, and coloured illustrations of Floor Coverings from

hundreds of designs ; also Estimates.Opinions of the Press, and information

and hints that cost you nothing and will save you pounds In furnishing.

Worth" Toffee

"Worth" Toffee is real toffeeâ��a

pure, delicious sweetmeat, made from

refined cane sugar. There is nothing

secret about " Worth " Toffee.

V ou can see it madeâ��analyse and

lest itâ��you will not find one single

trace of Glucose, Beet Sugar, or the

low-grade substances often used in

sweetmeat making. These are bad

for your health.

There is purity, palate pleasure, in

" Worth " Toffee.

Six Million

Tablets of Toffee.

We will send SIX TABLETS of" WORTH"

TOFFEE to every person who sends :i penny

stamp to pay cost of postage only. Send to-day.

FREE

Worth's,

Jolt Makerâ��

95, Gathorne St.,

LEEDS.

For Good English Christmas Fare

ORDER.

Shippam's

"Chichester" Brand

SOUPS, SAUSAGES,

TONGUES,

COLD POTTED MEATS,

AWARD'S. GALANTINES.

Shipfiauts Grand is a guarantee of Unequalled Quality.

Purveyor to II. M. the King. C. SHIPPAM, Chlch ester.

XMAS

PRESENTS

From the Oldest Establish-

ment for LINEN in the

NORTH OF IRELAND.

Damask Table Linen

No. IL7. LlnnTtrk Lara

Handkerchief. 310 earn. IRISH LACES

Also nt 36. Si-, 66 (wh. in em'lew variety.

Cambric Handkerchiefs, Hand-Embroidered Linen

Goods, Ac.

09* Please write for our Illustrated Xmas List.

MURPHY & ORR TO,
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The SATURDAY

WESTMINSTER

(Issued by the WESTMINSTER GAZETTE).

THOSE who do not see the "Westminster Gazette" daily are

invited to subscribe to the SATURDAY WESTMINSTER

(Weekly Edition).

Although a weekly edition, it is not an epitome of the daily

issues, but it will keep readers in touch with the views of the

" Westminster" on public affairs and on literary and social topics.

Among its special features are the Cartoons of the Week by

Sir F. Carruthers Gould (" F. C. G."), including a new one drawn

expressly for this issue.

Readers with literary tastes will find a great attraction in the

page of PROBLEMS (with prizes for solving them), which enjoys a

wide and ever-increasing popularity. Letters from far and wide

prove that this page furnishes an intellectual stimulus as well as a

literary pastime to a large circle of intelligent and cultivated minds.

But the broad appeal which the SATURDAY WESTMINSTER

makes to the reading public can only be appreciated on a perusal of

the paper itself. It is but suggested here by a brief indication of

the general contents.

These comprise brilliant General Articles ; Short Stories by

Clever Writers ; interesting reviews of Books of the Week by Able

Critics; a Causerie on Public Affairs; Mptley Notes; columns on

Sport and Pastimes ; Nature and Science ; Photography ; Chess ;

Men, Women, and Things ; with other features varying from

issue to issue.

Though only costing a penny, the SATURDAY

WESTMINSTER thus forms a large, high-class weekly, of

a magazine-review character.

It can be obtained through all the usual channels, or Post

Free from the office for 6s. 61. per annum inland, or 8s. Sd.

abroad ; shorter periods at proportionate rates.

A MOST INTERESTING PAPER FOR FRIENDS ABROAD.

THE SATURDAY WESTMINSTER,

Tudor House, Tudor Street, London, B.C.
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Remarkable

Desk Offer

"Derby" Roll-top IVsks are invaluabl for

system and tidinran, nifetyof paptra. and saving

of time. Clewing the desk locks everything up.

Well-constructed of thoronghly-sensoried wood,

they are of great value In office, library, or home.

.'-â�¢'n? On '":,â�¢/â�¢>â�¢ I't

o/JKl.

'", arrangement,

>>,*, ,.â��â��( i,.,- cask.

Prices from

Â£5-5-O

Send for Catalogue,

T. INQLESANT & SONS, Ltd.,

Horaefalr Street Leicester. LEFDB SHOWROOM: 35, C'ookridge Street.

REAL

SCOTCH SHORTBREAD

Made from the BEST & PUREST

Materials, makes a Delicious Dainty

for the Table, Afternoon Teas, etc.

THICK FINCER8 In TARTAN TINS, 14 & 25 each.

CAKES In TARTAN TINS, 18. 2/10, 4 - & 50 â��

CAKES In BOXES, 1/8, 2/9, 3/11, & 5 - each.

MARISCHAL COLLEGE TINS, 1/7, 2/0, 8 3 10 each.

.â�¢^nr^iFrec. Remittance to accompany orders.

WM. KENNAWAY, Dept. A,

567. HOLBURN ST., ABERDEEN.

Why Suffer

RHEUMATISM

When a 'URICURA' GALVANIC RING

will relieve you â�� as Indisputably proved.

Heavily Gold Caned, niodt â�¢cientific. 5i-, T,Â«,

1O 6, rnaÂ»Â«d or plain. Send postcard for size

r-ard. If no relief experienced within a

month return ring and we refund money

in full. - URICURA CO.. IDA, Augusta Street, BIRMINGHAM.

100,000

RUGS

GIVEN AWAY.

GUARANTEED GENUINE BARGAINS.

ThU Phenomenal Offer IB made to the reader* of The Strand

Mayaelite, 1,12/1906. On receipt of P.O. for B /ft we will forward

direct from our Looms to your addrens. *Â»/*Â» one of our

REAL SEAMLESS WOVEN HALF-GUINEA

Suitable for Ttrawing room, Dining-room. Bedroom Ac hand-

somely bordered in thirty Turkey patterns and fashionable nelf-

shade* of Crimson, Greene, Blue*, unl Art Colourings, to suit all

requirement*. ;,â��,[ large enough to cover any ordinary-sized

room. These Carpet*, with rnrr flllA will he sent out

aÂ« Sample f fcrjwt a. thus show- F K F F Rllfl in8 thi- idt-ntiÂ«il

-tualitv we supply in all Â«ir*g. â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢ llUUj Thpy are made

of material equal to wool, and being a siteriality of nur own can onhr

bÂ« obtained direct from our Looms, thua saving tha purchaser all

middle profit*. Over 4OO.OOO sold during the past twelve

months. Money willingly returned if not approved. Thousands

of Rrneat Ordera and Un*oHrit<-d THuiinioniftls rerdved

With erery Carpet we shall ABBoLPTKLT GIVK AWAY a very

bundnnrnp Rug to matt-h, or we wilt send Two Carpet* and TWO

RFGS for 106.

Illustrated Bargain Catalogues of Carpets, Hearthrug's,

Table Linen, Bedsteads. Overmantels, Curtains, Ac., Post

FrÂ«Â», if, when writing, you mention ThfStrnnil Mngiitine (1 TJ Â»nÂ«|

Addrem^F. HODGSON A SONS '";' S.i Maoufactunri

and Merchant*. WOODBLBT BOAD, LEEDS.

When the Baker's

Cart Calls ask for

Turog Bread

See the name on the loaf and accept no

substitute for this tasty, nutritious, easily

digested bread.

There are many reasons why you should

have it on the table every meal. It is light in

crumb, unlike ordinary brown bread, which is

heavy and damp. It has a pleasant flavour,

all its own, which tempts the appetite.

A perfect food in itself, it contains all the

natural salts which are the nutritious part of

the wheat berry. These salts are often lost in

milling, but are retained in Turog Bread.

Consequently it is a great brain and body-

building food.

More than that, these salts are presented to

you in their most digestible form, the flour

being partially cooked in the process of

preparation.

Turog Bread keeps well, coming sweet and

fresli to the table even after the loaf has been

cut several days. It makes light, crisp toast

of lovely colour. The name "Turog" is

clearly stamped on every loaf.

Sample Loaf Free.

Write, mentioning your baker's name

and address, for Free Sample Loaf toâ��

SPILLERS & BAKERS, Ltd.,

316, Bute Street, Cardiff.

Turog

Bread
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. . THE . .

IDEAL SIGHT RESTORER

The Ideal Eye Masseur

Indistinct Vision; Muscular Troubles,

Chronic Diseases of the Eye all successfully

treated by Scientific Massage at any age.

English, German or Spanish pamphlet mailed free.

THE IDEAL COMPANY, 239N, Broadway, New York.

We Guarantee ihe'Ostor' Mantle

Should the " Ostor" Mantle break or split

within 45 days of date of purchase we will

njpl.ire it free of charge. The '* Ostor" Mantle

has been severely tested, and with ordinary care

will last from 4 to 12 months, giving a brilliant

white light during the whole period. Our

unprecedented offer enables you to purchase

and u->t .my number of "Ostor" Mantles at our

risk. 4/- per do/en (3 Mantles for 1/lJ) Post Free.

To fie obtained only frontâ��

THE RELIANCE INCANDESCENT CO.,

(Dept. i: .. 50, Rye Lane, Peck ham, London, 8.E.

__** Rranrhes fit :17, St. John's Rrl., ('laplikm Junction;

372. Edpwun- HÂ«l., \V ; Ifil. Hisli Kil , KiUmrn ; 41*. PnwisSt .

W(XilwU-h; 42, George St.. Ki-lnnnnd, etr , etc

The Book is FREE

TO ALL Readers

of this Advt.

As1- for the

B. S. A.

Hand-

book

First

Expeme

is the last.

It is built with

B.S.A. FITTINGS

by the Local Maker.

B.S.A. Co. Lid. Bimiingham.

It'* a Cracker Jack.

FIT FOR THE "KING.-

NO MIDDLE PROFITS.

THE LITTLE JAP,"

1/6

HU'k HÂ«nill<Â». 26: Ivory ditto, 38: ftur in cuo.

nUi:k, 7-; Ivory. â�¢/-. From .|UÂ»lilT Â«toÂ»l CaO ner ton.

Hent liv Kftum Post. Cu-h ra

tunied U not

Free ou Xwrfieoiion. a.000

P. M. SUNDERLAND, Westminster Works, Sheffield.

"ELECTRI

>IANO

MUSIC IN THE HOME!

The greatest works of the master musicians are brought within the reach

of every man, woman, er child by the aid of the "HARPER" ELECTRIC PIANO, and

without any question of individual skill. You delight yourself, your family, and friends.

secures this remarkable instrument. The balance may be arranged in easy

instalments. The "HARPER" ELECTRIC PIANO does not depend

for its action on exhausting pedalling movements. The mere pressing of a

button is all that is necessary.

Readers of " The Strand Magazine " are invited to write for an interesting

brochure which fully describes its advantages. Your own Piano can be converted

into an Electric Piano without the slightest detriment. Particulars free.

THE 'HARPER' ELECTRIC PIANO CO., Ltd., 266 8, Holloway Rd., London, N.
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A Xmas Box

You know what

that is, don't you ?â��

every little boy and

girl does. Very likely

you'll get some, 3 our-

self, this Xmas.

Have you thought

of the poor little cold

hungry children who

don't get any ?

Wouldn't you like to

help them ? A packet

of

Quaker Oats

costs you only a few

pennies, but it

makes ever

so many nice

warm break-

fasts â�� isn't

that the very

best Xmas

box you

could

think

of

Can

Judge

the bad effects created by undecipher-

able handwriting. Judge Hans

Hamilton (Preston)recently remarked

in court: " It is a great pity that

Doctors do not typewrite their

reports: bad writing causes very-

severe annoyance."

TYPEWRITER

makes the annoyance of bad writing alto-

gether unnecessary and almost inexcusable.

Its unique mrrits and low price bring it

within reach of everyone. Its fame rests

upon its Solid Strength, Durability, Porta-

bility, iind its Beautiful Clear Writing and

Alignment. The principle (peculiar to the

"Armstrong") of key and type oti one

rigid stetl bar makes it .almost imposMble

to get out of order and elimi. ates no less

than 1,200 parts.

Note the extra-

ordinarily low

price of the * A mi-

' vis..

It muy l>e purchaned if iireferrttl hv EASY

INSTALMENTS Â£3 ilown itii.l 12 in<mtlil>

jxiyiiieuts of 15..-, Fully OnMrmd

A'v. S sent OH a-indication.

BRITISH TYPEWRITER CO.,
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THIS

â�¢OMTB

ONLY.

FREE, a Handsome Transparent ENGLISH CHINA CtOCK, value 1O -

(Not a -j 'i i H"';- foTvign imitation) to .\.-iv nurchowr uf full Tea. Breakfast. :tnd Dinner Service finished in liuld.

f.nr TaralndiiA illustrated in 2!i Colours aiid Gold, gives full particulars, xhuwsour I'ollt-ry as-it really is; it ronUiru rrrrri tJu

UUr VaialUgUC iu.c,.Â»wry for the household. Better PutU?rj is unobtainable at HU< h low i-ort. We nhoula like yon to Â»Â«â�¢ it Lrt

COMB,M.TÂ°ioNMTM AW BREAKFAST SET. T^l) . ^^. TuB PREMIER, iu Special Alt FlflWD BlK

53

FOR

47

. 'tl-l-l Nik' uf

Tt BkfMt ' 'HI â�¢- & -, t -

6 Tea L*iips & Sors.

tl BrfHkfaxt I'l.ii .â�¢-

Â«TÂ« HUH-*, [lain.

6 Eg? '-IIP- 1 l>Uh.

1 TeniÂ»>t. it j'lTii -

1 Ovoa Jug, U pint

2 OtkÂ«-PUtPB. IMil

1 Slop Itusiii. [.lug.

lOovered Butter .. ,-

Flniahed in Best Gold. 11, 9

PIEI'K

M-NNF.R SET

tO lu-lt. ll.

15/6

Puked Km-.

GoW PllilÂ»hÂ«L.

19*.

Full *-Â«.

ea Pir.*.. Â«*Â«.

Gold rii,i-l."l Mr-.

- IHI-I.' i-i .i-. ad-

We GuÂ»rÂ«nleÂ« Ba

THE CHINA ST. POTTERY CO., LTD., 71, VIVIAN WORKS, FENTON, STAFFS.

y rrturntd if not a/yj/rt>w*i.

nl Terna to Hasaarn, ffcHoolx, <t Hotel Caterers. Set Gwxt*

EYES AND EARS

New Treatment Without Operation.

For all ]â�¢!-> ,Â«. - of tht- Eye: 1" â�¢'

neM in all il- forms; Noikef'lu lii.ul

mid K*n; Djwharges from Eam;

JiÂ«ifncn8 frniu Influenza ittul Catarrh.

Special reine<lie* forwardwi. lluudredti

of If Item iu tÂ«6tiuiony. No pntnful

iiwM uiti.':it - M'rite fur Ie9tiinonia.li! and

Printed Questions to answer, sent frei- M/. T. TWIN. IÂ«on'a Eye

and Ear Dispensary. Ltd., Great George Street. Leedn lEtftab. 1871).

;HE Sensation of 1906.

The "HAVOC" GUN.

The Cheapest Elector Gun

ever offered.

Rrad Description :â��

12 Bore, tan SlÂ«i'l

Darruln. Bar Action.

CnyriÂ»1t. Rod PuÂ«h

foro â�¢ eiul 8 o u n d,

Rtliahle I'P... i..r

M.. li.ini-in

FREE TRIALâ��Money rtlurncd if not ni rcpretenlcd.

Bend Pottcard for ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

of. Cuna and Ammunition. WRITE TO-DAY.

mATWi*: c i, A. itÂ«: i:,

Crown Gun Works, Gt. Charles Street, BIRMINGHAM.

This BBAL MII the iiockaKu enxures your

TBEfT ASEPTIC HANDKERCHIEF

nujti()i!ipcii9Lblrfortli<>c.Â«inl.vtre:iriiuiiit<tf Influonaa,

Colda. Naaal Catarrh', Whooplntf Cough.

Measles, Ac., Ac. It- u'f baniKhei* tin- (TiBiufn-oil-U-

ftviturwi i.f the**- romplalntl. rihnru-im their duration,

and nrtrenu infection. Dwtrored nftt-r us*. SÂ»ven

Â»:I"|HHK Oriilpulljr Introdurnl liy u*t. it hw, like Ml

K'""f tliiiik--, t'f-n ituftfh1 iruiu'lM. Sc.- that our Iti-^i-

t*-r*slTVulpMarkS,..,ir.;l|tise<lt..Â»-M-rri^'kin(.-. 5O fÂ«-r

ti(ifS At ('tu>mitiUi. ur S..U-l'r..[.rir-

Seud a postcard for free 'Booklet S1 of the LC.

Guaranteed Appointment

SYSTEM, with coplei of teatlmonlala from Students

recently placed In satisfactory appointment*, to

Messrs. MUNFORD & PITMAN,

Kensington Ctliege. Queen's Road. LONDON, W.

â�¢â�¢-

FOR HOME AND OFFICE USE.

Oak Secretaire

Bookcase Jjf-

Cash Price, 35 -.

3ft- hitch. 2ft- tiin. wide. Ilin

.l<-.-i u h. ii i I..-.-.I lull down

writing fruit with liM-k and

key. M \i >, II..U- value.

Fumed Oak Filing

-Â»*g Cabinet, 35,-.

Shutlrr fnml * nirlin

loll, x .li ,Â»i i. lin.il

with mi-til ih-awcr pull

Su. ',','t , .il.in, 1 J^Jiii hlih.

I i,ll 'A I.I. . l-ill l'.-.'|.

AII Kt'tll utA ITOI k. Ki iv| >roof

I Turkey k Orit-nJ*

. -^^^^^M^J t'u/iifil' l< li*lÂ» in at JMM fret im npphcnlioi.. â��

L. S. SOLOMON, 65, Queen Victoria Street, London, E.G.

"â�¢ â�¢ ; la.tiiM. 1,'entntl.l [E - â�¢â��

rrt,.iiiuieuaÂ«) by Medical Men. No Sloel in Bud

* In an

.

Â»m-dly tx>lufurl bte

KwiU'in. CÂ»iiiiiilt..ti,juÂ«and

ItwWL nu '

"

idUxht.

cro-t i>r nH-liiuii^ .

l'r,<. Ldatfl Fivt. IIWWL ou hjruitc While's

Truw. 77i'i'.- t"irina 'h* rn. â�¢ *.tmr art itlom*

â�¢i.umr. AU kind> of Ebutkdnndh Belta.au:.

-.- Whr'Â«ii-Moiv<|.<rÂ«niJl.\Viri,. 4V.I Whitci Mio..Main

?at*iit Levor Trura Co.. Ltd, W, ShÂ»ftiiihur '

Oircm KB! .'Â«iyeÂ»rÂ« L-il.vConÂ«ultÂ«nl. Ki"Ui

P.

The CECIL PARCEL, Â° 42/-

Contents 54 PIECES, i !â�¢â�¢>' Onrven and

Sti-.-l. Bext Ivoridf flandu^, t do/, em^i Tnlile and

Pevwrt KnlvM. ditto, j-doz ent-h Pure Nickel Silver

'I r.t- and 1 >, --â�¢ 11 Korlu. * M â�¢/ hÂ«wert SI>OODÂ«, Â« .!â�¢"

each Tea and rVÂ« Spounn. 2 Table S|HÂ»nnÂ§. 2 Salt

Bpooim. '2 Mu>f,ii'! Spixnin. 1 i'in Siiirnr Tougl. 1 Oak

Butter M,ii>. nickel mounted, ami Knife.

A Suitable Wedding Present

TKRMB or PATXEKT.â��Send 9 - for Knife and F<.Â»rk.

to tÂ«Â«t before ordering; if natiofml rciiminder of

parcel wipjiliwl on Crwlit or Carti Term*. QMttt, B'-

with onler. six monthly itaymÂ«nti of 5 -. and one of

7/-. CaÂ»h. you get B- In i discount, or extra RoMi

to value of 4 - in * WÂ« pay carriage, not you.

('anil returned < gomlsare not iatUfttCtory. C'atuU>gue

FHttl, ' .ujtrationa.

M. SUNDERLAND (Successor to

BURN AND, BOOTH & CO.. Ltd.).

Westminster Works, SHEFFIELD.

CoMfLETE.

TESTIMONIAL.

AT, CombndtwRil.. Hamwmmttl, W.

Marrk S. /MO.

To P. H. < .1-1,,-!,,.-i

I'll r,; I IT, r i â�¢> il Frb â�¢<>â�¢ It .'I - I

entiretatttfitftiOH.â�� ]...,".' H /.

Ami hiindretlBofoUien
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EIFFEL TOWER

Delicious Light Buns and Cakes

are made with certain success by

using Eiffel Tower Bun Flour.

BUN MAKING MADE EASY.

Lemon, Almond, and Vanilla, td. and

3Jd. pkts. Of all Grocers. Save

. Eiffel Tower Labels for IDs. 6d.

Picture Free.

BUN FLOUR

Perfect

every detail

Responsive

want to com-

plete the smart-

nessandcnsure

the comfort of

your clothes.

Write (or booklet

and n: me of â�¢ â�¢

nearest Agent to

BULL'S-EYE,

Dept. A,

Brownsfleld Mills

MANCHESTER.

AT ALL OUTFITTERS, from 2 - to 6 - P" Pair

KOW READY, price 1/6, poet free. The Sixth Edition of the

UNIVERSAL STANDARD POSTAGE

STAMP CATALOGUE.

Fully i lln-t r,i t r. i, and including all Postage

Stumps issued u[> to .!.'â�¢- of puKlication.

with pruy of Â«â�¢:<( ti, uiiu.ipd ana used; also

m PROKOrNCINd VOCABULARY of the

with price of eaciL

a PRONOUNCING

names of stamp- issuing countries.

The ' Standard' and * Paragon *

Postage Stamp Albums.

Entire Nrw Serin, finite now and ujt-to-

, date. Fully illustrated, and spacea nuni-

i bÂ«r*d to correspond with Catalogue. Many

â�¢ different stylet and nricM. Full details and

J prlcei will bÂ« found In the advertisement

j pogeÂ« at the end of the OaU.oeue, or a* a

BeparaO UhutnUd Ixwk.et. which can he

lm.1 free for the oaking, also a ffi-page prlÂ« lilt of packet* and set*

of SUmps.

WHITFIELD KINO & CO.. IPSWICH.

Home Illumination

should be artistic,

hygienic, bright, plen-

tiful, yet economical.

The incandescent

electric lamp is the

only illuminant to fulfil

all the above conditions,

and of all lamps the

BTH

EDISON

Electric Lamps

excel by reason of

their artistic appear-

ance, long, brilliant, and

useful life, economical

operation, and accurate

rating. A trial will con-

vince the most sceptical

of their great supe-

riority over all others.

Write for Pamphlet No. S 163

to the B.T.II. Co., Rugby.

MADE IN RUGB^

FOR SALE BY ALL DEALE'
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IFYOU LOVE HI

I

PONT LET HI

CARVE HIMSELF!

CLEAN

FACES

FOR

ENOUGH INNOCENT

BLOOD HAS BEEN SHED.

The Gillette way works out at four

clean-as-a-whistle lightning shaves for a

halfpenny, and never a scratch ! The

Gillette Safety Razor makes a hobby of a

former bugbear.

Gone are the long and weary waits at

the barber's, the clammy hand that used

to linger on the face, the unwelcome tastes

of soap, the torture of the microbe-bearing

razor, and the stickiness and irritation.

Gone is every detail in the nightmare

of a self-shave with the old-type

razor: the stropping, the honing,

the sticking-plaster, the naughty

vvords, and the wasted time.

No matter how tender the

face, how wiry the beard,

how nervous or unused to shaving one may

be, three minutes with a Gillette does

the trick.

The Gillette Safety Razor is always

ready, always keen. It has twelve double-

edged blades as thin as paper, tempered

and hardened to such a degree that it

takes diamond dust to grind them.

YOUR CHRISTMAS GIFT

TO HIM!

If there is a male to be honoured by

a gift from you at the festive season,

let that gift be a Gillette Safety Razor.

The more razors he already has that

are not Gillettes, the more he will

bless you for giving him the one

that has none of their faults.

Gillett

â��^Â«

The price of the Sundanl r.jlletie Selâ��Triple Silver-plated Holder and Twelve Double-^

â�¢.1?i?sr~1VI IS' "'"I'1'-"1- Oi lending cutlers, silversmiths handiesseis and up-to-dale

stores. \Vholesale only, GILLHITE SAFEIV KAZOR Co., 20 Minories, London, E.G.

NO HONING - NO STROPPING
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Williams

A discriminating

man who has once ex-

perienced the thick,

crcamlike lather of

Williams' Shaving

Stick, the exquisite

soothing and refresh-

ing effect on his face,

the feeling of safety

and satisfaction that

its purity guarantees,

is not easily persuaded

to accept a substitute.

If he does, it's at the

expense of his face.

"The only kind

that won't smart or

dry on the face."

Sold by chemistfl, hairdressers and per-

fumers, all over the world, or mailed to >uy

uiUlre*s on receipt of price in stamps.

Williams1 .Shaving Sticks, Is.; Williams'

Luxury Tablets, Is.; Williams' American Shav-

ing Tablets, fid. (Trialsize)of Williams' Shav-

ing Stick, ai Trial tablet Williams' Shaving

Soap for Id. by addressing

The J.B.Williams

Company

66 Ot. Russell St., London, W C.;

harts, 4 Hop Chauveau.1 Lagurde;

161 Clarence St.,S} dney, NeV South

Wales. Ilead office and factories

Glastonbury, Conn., U. 8. A.
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n

MOST

PEOPLE

have heard how an error in the

drop of the Greenwich lime-b-ll

was detected by a layman with a

Waltham Watch. He believed in

his watch against the signal of the

civilised world. He was right.

If your Jeweller Joes not stock Waltham Watrb.es write

us and earn where to ol.tain them, and ul lhÂ«- tame that

k W<? Wll llt> l.l.'UKAll tft f..l .1 .1- 1 ..â��., 1.' ,. T1.._,-^T^.T J

.,; . "Â»Â«=ic LO unuuu mem, Una iit the sal

'* f JS^"?*1!.'"L.'orwar'1 J'ou frÂ« Booklet ..â��.

desi-rinmg the higher grade; of Waltliaiu Walrhes

KOBHISS 4 API LIT. -i (Wholesale only to the Trade)

k lol\ Hmh Holburn. London, W.C

8 YEARS'WEAR I

The

Ideal Shoe!

Jute Seles last longer

than any others.

Kasiest

ta/e.t!

I Ckeafesl

___^=_ - ly fur! I

Mr Ei .11. 111. Vauihall Walk. Urn Vtli. writ*. .J.ll/021 : "Lajt

ran' l:iÂ»t<-,l me nearly s year.." Mr WILI iÂ» i( hefi. fixc-h. Club

Liverpool, say, il*.-.. '06. : "Have worn tliem twenty years."

Lnoloie Unith of Walkinit Shoe. Price, ipott free].

^'"".rT-Brown. Blaj-k. or White. Children V Indies'. Genft.

A. Plain Shoei {without Hipping) .. IfO 1* 1,10

II. Su|>crinrrAnra8iaM>eriUustra!!on) .. â�� 26 30

K Jute-Soled BooU Ino it rapping I. for

f,1?;"""!.."'''"'*. t'lin.Mi,lr;nou.liP|,i,,f _ Â»/. 3 3

DHto. Thi.k()rey Canraa I Boots! .. .. â�� 3,3 38

The mime in Shoes .. _ 2324

Canâ�¢ lather SMe I ShoeÂ«(iuperior> .'. 38 48 49

lied Rnbbsr inn* Brown c..maÂ« or Brown Leather Uppera) 5 1 1

|1"iâ�¢ "' '"" tlnle- reduction of 2d. per pair. Pull frtt

"

- . . u

i Aiu^fom. abroad extra. Entnhliilieil neailv 31 Teart

PATENT CANVAS SHOE Co., 1, Step. Rd., near Glasgow.

S<-u,.| 1' 1 1. J.rert.y we hÂ»rÂ» no reull .store.. Shop Agent. Want,.,!.

EVERYBODY'S

ASTROLOGY

By ALAN LEO.

Thll popular book accurately deKrlbal

chara.-ter and fortune of all persons born

on any day tlno* 180O up to the.

pnunt year. It i ,11. jrou what you arc

filled for. and wliam to marry; it al^o Indi-

cMe. the beit penodi In life.

It explains Aitroloify In thÂ« most

simple, manner posalble.

Bend a P.0. (or Is., or 14 .I.N.I... direct to the

S. Editor of 'Modern Astrology,'

0. Lyncroft Oardens, London, II.W.

A Special Offer

to advertise the

Third Revised

Edition.

N.B.-TOSH imr-

chaser, of thi.

Interesting

book

A FREE TEST

HOROSCOPE

will be given.

When ordering

send (1) Time,

'-â�¢ Date, and 13)

PlaoÂ« of birth.

Out out thii ad

vertitfinsnt and

tntcZoM u i t/i order.

i

Constipation

Cured Free.

A Few

Symptoms.

Constipation, or a confined and sluggish condition of

the Bowels, is more prolific of Human misery than

any other cause.

Even the slightest Convenes

gives rise to many unpleasiiu

Symptoms. Defective Ai i. â�¢.

Mow Digestion, Coated Tongue, Headache, Ketil

.Breath, Depressed and Irritable Feeling*, are all due

to a generally congested state of the System, and ol

the Bowels in particular.

The Onlv The cure of DabitÂ«al Con*tipÂ»-

v. uiiis; tlon mnnot (â��, brought about br

Safe Cure. an>' violent method-drastic | nrgi-

tives simply intensify the mLsehirf.

Ihe cure can only be accomplished in the nme

manner and by the same means that nature overcomes

the difficulty. Fruit does not force Nature, but work*

in harmony with her own operations. For this reason

Guy's Fruit Pills

immediately relieve and ]>erinanÂ«-ntly cure Constipa-

tionâ��pleasantly and safely.

Guy s Fruit Pills are composed of extract* from

several ripe medicinal Fruits, having laxative virtaei

of a gentle aperient character. Their use cannot, there-

fore, be productive of anything but the greatest goo.L

Guys Fruit Pills gently stimulate the f tomÂ»ch

Liver, and Bowels to perform their function*

naturally. Thus they cleanse the System from

waste principles and impurities, and remove the cause

of most canes of ill-health.'

A clear Complexion, Good Appetite, Krhcient Diges-

tion, and that characteristic sense of "feeling well,"

invariably follow the employment ol Guy's Fruit Pill*.

For Women they are an invaluable medicine.

Sample Box Free.

In order that you may have an opportunity of â�¢ uttint

Guy's Fruit Pills to the test, we shall be gfad to scc.l

you a sample box/ree of charge attdpostuyt paid, upoa

receipt of a postcard. A pamphlet containing vuluaMe

hints on Diet and a Chart showing the relative diges-

tibility of various articles of Food will be sent with the

Pills, to obtain which kindly address:â��

Guy's Tonic Co. (Dept. L), 12, Buckingham

Palace Road, London, S.W.

Blackburns Currant

Coucf h Elixir

juices of artive nmli.inal herU. and Is hia*l>S

for inatantly rrltevmg and curing all affWtiuni of i

ThrrMt^ami Luiiss: ones difficult brenthiog and fc

THE BUSINESS MAN'S MAGAZINE

is filled wiih IDEAS, and the best and most practical ove

and factory systems. It leaches Office Management Sales-

manship, Hook-Keeping, Higher Accounting, Advortise-meni

Writing, Credit ajid Collection Systems. Nothing bui

business from cover to cover.

61- fir *nnum,post fret. Sfecimett coftfnt tn rtftiit

of bd. in stamps.

THE BUSINESS MAN'S PUBLISHING Co.. Ltd

_ 101. THAMBT HOUSE, STRAND, W.C.
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PACKET

14\ ic.

It is your pocket

that tells the story. Do you

think that this time next year

you will be earning more than you

are at present ? There is no reason

why you should not, if you have

our training. No matter what you

are doing now, or how old you are, we

can, under our system, improve your

position, and give you a good salary.

'THOUSANDS HAVE BENEFITED

by our system. Why not you ? We train

you by post, direct to your home, to enter the

profession of Electrical or Mechanical Engi-

neering. Our system trains you in your spare

time, without interfering with your present work,

to take up a good position as an ELECTRICAL

or MECHANICAL ENGINEER, or in

ELECTRIC LIGHT and POWER WORK,

ELECTRIC TRAMWAYS, MOTOR CAR

MANAGEMENT, COAL MINING,

DRAUGHTSMAN, etc., etc. Why not

investigate this, free ? Send a post-card now

and we will send you our interesting FREE

Book, " How to become an Electrical or

Mechanical Engineer." Write now to

^Electrical Engineer Institute of A

^Correspondence Instruction^

427, Norwich House,

Southampton St., Holborn.

London.
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â�¢WATER-BORNE11

DISEASES.

The expression " water-borne" has been

generally applied to typhoiJ fever (enteric),

cholera, dysentery and other acute disorders

contracted by drinking polluted water contain-

ing disease germt. but it is now certain that a

Yast number of other bodily ailments is caused

or aggravated by the mineral impuritiet nearly

always present in ordinary water, viz., carbo-

nates of lime and magnesia, sulphates of lime,

soda, and magnesia. These mineral impurities

constitute the "hardness" of water, and only

some of them are removable by boiling. Typhoid

kills quickly ; the mineral-maiming of the body

is slow but certain, and painful, as witness

chronic rheumatism of the joints, gout, stone,

gravel and other diseases of the eliminating

organs (the kidneys, skin, etc.), dyspepsia and

other disturbances of the digestive organs,

involving results so dissimilar as constipation

and diarrhoea, according to the kind of mineral

impurities present in the water supply. So great

is t ic damage done to health by impure water

that whenever there is ill-health without appa-

rent cause, the water supply should be inquired

into. Therj \^ only one way of securing

absolutely pure waterâ��that is by distilla-

tion. The L<nwct has noticed a "handy"

ami "effective" domestic apparatus for dis-

tilling water at home. It is known as the

Gem Pure W.-iter Still. Price 41/-, carriage

paid. Full particulars of it :ue sent free

from tl.e Gem Supplies Co., Ltd. (Dept H),

22, Pi-ai-tree Street, Goswell Road, B.C., on

mentioning Tun STRAND MAGAZINE.

PERFECT PENMANSHIP

depend! largely on the pen. There

arc *ome pens which ere a temptation

to clear, fluent penmanship; there are

others which dig In the paper, scratch,

and blot, which seem to be a conspiracy

against the quality of one's handwriting

and one's comfort at the desk.

JOSEPH

GILLOTTS PENS

Our special pens are the "J. Q.," a delightful

stub point; the "Welcome," an easy

writer with a slanting point; the " High-

land," soft, swift, and fluent; the

"Ooldflelds," medium pointed; and the

"Bank" Pen.

OMph OUlott'i Pens In Bixpennr or Qrnu Boxe*. of Stationer!

:c. HampleCard of Pent KRKE on receipt of adtlreBK nn,l penny

amp lpoÂ»Uitel Sample BI.I of Thirt v Vena, ajwortrd for tent-

if, Beieu Hlampi JuSEi'H UII.lViTT 4 SUNH {Dept. 401

'. Oracechurch Hireet, tandon. E.O. Alw at ttirmingliam.

"ELASTIC" BOOKCASES.

ALWAYS COMPLETE, BUT NEVER FINISHED

Bookcase

Cash or Deferred Payment!.

Ooodi lacked free. Â»nd order! of K lent carriage paid to an? Goo*

but ion in Great BriUiu. Scud for OuUiloiue No. SB. po* tnt

3hc 9

44, Holborn Viaduct, LONDON, E.C.; and C i I

82, Victoria Street, LONDON, S.W. Jjfl

mwfcâ�¢

IMr

| AERATED

WATERS

GRANTS

BRANDY
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Beautify

your Fiyure

How Thin and Plain Women may safely and qulcKly

Improve their Figure. Develop their Bust, and Beautify

their Skin, and at the same time Rejuvenate the whole

System, by a New Home Method.

We assure you, and can give you positive proof, that any lady CAD make henelf beautiful by a simple, plratanl. and

inexpensive home method, entailing not the slightest inconvenience. This remarkable treatment is the mult of Ion a and

careful study of feminine physique and nature by an eminent physician, who has entrusted us to carry out the result .'I hit

investigations, in order to help tnxe who Dnfortuiately possess ill-develop*d tiji.r*Â«, unhealthy skins, and who are lulfr.mg

from all nervous complaints. This wonderful treatment is especially prepared for the rapid

DEVELOPMENT OF THE BUST.

It will increase your bust 2 to 6 inches in a remarkably short time, make your arms, neck, shoulders, shapely and plump.

It completely rejuvenates the whole system, making you feel I'ght-hearled, blithe, a-id gay ; in fact, a totally different woman.

You really cannot imagine what a wonderful effect THE TEMPLE NERVE AND FLESH FOOD will have upon you

It wit] clear away those wrinkles, pimples, blackheads and other blemishes, and leave your skin spotless and with a feeling of

delightful freshness. We want every woman, be she ever so plain, to try this treatment ; so sure are we of the results that

we wjjl let ytfu trytit free. There is no excuse why you should not do so. We are isiuing a little book explaining alt about

this treatment, and will send same with the free trial to all wl

confidential, and opened by m-.

'ho write to-day. All communications are treated as strictly

Write at once, and enclose stamp to pay postage, toâ��

Madame E. R. TEMPLEJhe Temple Association (Dcpt.ss), 10, Pugh Plaoe, Golden 8q., London,W.

Brilliant. Rubies or

Sapphires, Â£2 16s.

Amethyst. Diamond Ruby, or Sapphlrn <)pain and

Points, Â£6 61. and Bimilttntii. Â£1212Â«. Hrtlliantii, Â£S

Brilliant, Â£12.

BENSON'S 62&64, LUDQATE HILL, E.G.

^^ 7 |l I USTRMFII I NÂ° I,or W..i. I,,,, riultn. unit J-w.ll.rr

"Ox CitiKS"

MONTHLY

PAYMEMT SYSTEM

Brilliant, with 18 AVAILABLE. BENSON'S da not -

Buby Eyes, Â£6 St. charge extra far buying this way. Brilliant., Â£4 10*. Brilliant*, Â£12,

ILLUSTRATED |

BOOKS

FREE.

No y, of Clooka, "Imperial ' I'lau, Cut'urj

â�¢ II>1 I'..,.

No.3,o( Arll.i: 'u.-i ArttoUs for TrcsanU.

'i .... ... Ibis M .. . ....

YEOMANS' PATENT OICAR SMOKER

IS AN ENTIRELY NEW IDEA, ma kin,/

Cigar Smoking Hrulihicr and morr rlcuiuint,

Hraoln- I* drawn thrnucb 'â�¢'Â»- on whlrli .-|Â«ur i-

i PHI-' I- 'i 'i'}irn-titrr. itnoNfl In â�¢wittoni, ' iffir ^Â»\-r

'r all tb<* Â»â�¢> thrvn^h. rlvlil i.. . n<i

{nrllt i-> i- in,/ w.i .in.) KfftlriH rank.

.tit- 1 it* it in.. ir no â�¢ KM n,/ ti,.-,. (i ,,,, .(,.,(,.( iff it,

immvfllliiff. ' i/:n (MI "-â�¢ amok***) rUljt U> the rtcl

no [Mart *..-i..] Hmokw NÂ«v*r C*t* In KyÂ«Â».

Holdar Clip Aa\u*l+Mm to Â»ny slM CUar.

Jllurfr.lJ'itl U llMir HlXÂ«.

Moulded VulcanlU ............ !/â�¢

Hand-Cut Vulcanlt* ,, .. Â»Â«

ivory ;tri'l wUi-r ..kit. -4 ni/mnU .. , .. - - 3/>

PrÂ«!< Â»Â«d Amber. Â«'li-. "iK< i f/,'.Â«n.t. jÂ». â�¢*â�¢* In -

PrÂ«Â»>Â«d A/nbÂ«r, if"l'l iiftUHlM, Iti 'mm.. ., 9O(*

Vulcanite A Block ArnbÂ«r, /-.!â�¢( rw/unti,

â�¢look Amb*r :.(,â�¢! -j)v. i nwr'jnti. In - Â»Â»*,

k AmbÂ«r mn>\ tt'M nv/tn.u. In 'Â«*Â»

P^Â«t fi M.

votJ+tl tfi-d (<tr tittfri

>O -

Mr*
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VOUR mind declines to

' attack the problem before

youâ��and your business suffers

â��for the day at least. You arc

not illâ��it is only that your brain

is torpid and out of key with

your surroundings. Alcoholic

Stimulants and drug habits are

condemned alike by the doctor

and by common sense.

A Cup of Coffeeâ��

FRENCHMAN

MOCHA

COFFEE

â��will make the mental wheels

go round and Stimulate your

whole system in a wholesome

and agreeable manner.

Start the strenuous day with

FRENCHMAN

MOCHA COFFEE.

!Â»D BTORIH,

BUNIONS

POND'S TOE SPRING

"Why jay flfl per dozen? We supply the ]

Irian SUniiftu-turrd 4-fold Collar*, any thape aci

â�¢lie, for a - th'> h;ilf 'lozeti CmÂ»h with opjÂ«r.

Send old collar or simply state flhap* and mÂ»e n-

aulred All collar* tnntJc to order at our London-

. M . r,, f-,t- J. A 8. SAMUELS, Shirt

UH! <Villar Manufacturer*. 94-1OO (Dt.pt A'.

London Rd., Liverpool. Catalop** I*tft ^ifc

PAOMORE

BILLIARD TABLES

Miniature Billiard Tables.

" Simplex " Billiard Dining Tables,

Bagatelles, etc.

COLD MEDALS AWARDED FOR EXCELLENCE.

Kcvisrit ; V.M:.',,/OatalogUB oÂ» affiicaticn In Dtft. 1.

SrrciAL TKHVS TO Tin TRADK ion (,'onrLiTE TABLES

OK FARTS TBKKIor.

Thos. PADMORE & Sons

/ CoHtraetart to /' W liovtrnmntt,

Edmund St., Birmingham.

NECROCEINE Â«Â»â��"*?.?."

n !â�¢â�¢ i.

Port

1"

Stainn (Jn-y Hair MIT i

not itain the Skin.

INK. and KeÂ«tonw the Colour t.i thr RooU.

mi*JdnÂ« detrction impoMdhl'-. and is un-

doubtedly Hi. r|..,n.-nr .ml !.-*â�¢ Hair

SUinf r in the World, No. I, Uitbt Br^wn .

Nn â�¢_'. Golden; No. a. Park Bmwn ; *Â« i.

Black. Sent tcrrelly rarked HT pnat for

1 3, S3, 33. 5- and l6-,

Lei|h A Crawford {Â» I>Â«ptl.

n A Â», Brook.* St. Holboin. Luodtao. EC.
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Shaped lo wind on spirally from ankle t

knee without any turns or twists. Mad

in various qualities and colours.

FOR LADIES AND CHILDREN

Lipht Weight. With Spats, 7/6 per

pair. (Detachable i/- extra.) Without

Spats, 5/- per pair. Send size of boot.

FOR MEHTWith Spats fromlO/6 to 12/-

per pair. With Spats detachable i/-

extra. (If detachable required, send

sizt of boot.) Without Spats, from

6/- to 7/6 per pair.

FOX BROS. & CO. LTD.(DePt.F)

WELLINGTON, Somerset.

Apontu for the United StntÂ«Â» : BALK A MAM.ET.

Wool KirhnnKe Building. New York. I .S.A.

AB'nt forfanacla: WM. ST

41 and 44, Union Avrn'ie. Montreiil

TRELOAR

FOR

CARPETS

A HO

LINOLEUMS

The only Firm In London dealing

exclusively In Floor Coverings.

CATALOGUE FREE.

TRELOAR & SONS.

Just the thing

for a .

XMAS PRESENT. A

MAST A" PIPE

IWI*%^ I f^ No trouble, no ctog-\

|::ing or fouling. Smokes ever cool, dry and sweet.

I Construction the most perfect known. Nicotine cannot

lenter mouth or bowl. Kvery Pipe guaranteed.

In'erestingBooklet "Points

" L on Pipes," sent post free

on app'ication.

TIRED OF THE BUTTER

YOU HAVE BEEN HAVING?

Well,

time, get

M.V.S.

BRAND

CELEBRATED

Made from. Fresh Separated Cream.

Guaranteed Pure Butter.

Don't be put off with other tmuiiU. The uiet-as-

Kood story does not hap'ten tÂ« V* true in ihia case.

Your grocer can fet fn*h supplit* from uÂ§ without

any <]-'l <v Send us hw name find addresa and

we will lonmrd yuu

TASTING SAMPLE FREE.

M. VENNER A SONS.

Pnvi*toÂ» tltrclinnta. READING. BERKS.

PARKER'S NONWETTO WATERPROOFS*

Guaranteed thoroughly Waterproof or

money back. Proofed with best rubber,

which will not crumble off, and Iree

from smell and stickiness. Cut (ull to

allow lor ventilation and easy move-

ment. Unaffected by climate. Post fre â�¢

British Empire and Europe. Write for

patt-rn-, designs. ,Â»- dialogue to-day.

L|~ PACKER'S. Proulers, Bfpt. !Â«.

Cycling Capes, 33

uch, only 2.74.

post free. 36

inch,36; 39

inch' 3'11;

4J inch

long, 4,6.

In Fawn,

Nayy or

Grey. 36

inch,5 6;

39 inch, 511;

42 inch; 6,11.

Pneumatic

Capes, 3,'- extra

to these grices.

LANCASTER.
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FREE.

Nature's Remedy for

RHEUMATISM

Thousands upon thousands of men and women arc to-day needlessly

suffennpr from thot-e tWTfoto MOOnM, Rheumatism and Gout. Lives

which otherwise would be bright and happy, are rendered hopeless

and miserable as a consequence. Day and night pain is erer premm

with them, and if the . li*ri..>. art* not checked they eat into the Terr

bones, tod frightful bodily distortions follow.

for all sufferers I have

GOOD NEWS.

Some ye*ri ARO I discovered a simple aud harmless remedy for

these horrible ailment?, a

remedy which cured me

when doctors, physician*,

all sorts of patent medi-

cine*, electric and other-

so-called our.Â» failed to

five me relief. Since then

have gi veil away thou â�¢

Bands of sample Packets

of this wonderful medicine

with almost miractiloui

results.

leases of thirty to forty

Tears' Mainline have been

enrol. and men and women

of over ( i.'tii v years of age

have regAiued their natur.il

health through it,

If you are a, sufferer from

either of these dinAisr*.

I shall he very pleased to

Bend you also a sample

Packet Free.

[>o not he discouraged

if you hnve used other

remedies without effect,

or if your doctor has

pronounced your ease in-

curable. Try, aÂ» \ did

under like condition*, and

find a cure. Nature pro-

vides a cure for every

diieasti. and I firmly be-

lieve that my discovery

is the only natural

All form! of Rheumatism and Gout "^dy for Hheumatism

fully explained in my booklet. aud <J.Â°ut .

It will cost you absolutely

nothing to test it. so write at on re for Free Packet. Address:

JOHN A. SMITH, HO. Baugor House. Shoe IAIIC London. E.C.

Herid no money or Ntamjifl.

50/- SILVER REAL

ENGLISH LEVER.

Acme Carpet Mfg. Co.,

Gt. An coats Street,

MANCHESTER.

Are Yot* Deal ?

If 10. you can be rclicTcd by using

WILSON'S COMMON-SENSE EAR-DRUMS

A new scientific invention, entirely different in construction

from all other devices. Assist the deaf when all other devices

fail, and where medical skill has given no relieT. They are soft,

comfortable and invisible ; have no wire or si ring attachment.

WRITE FOR PAMPHLET. Mention ihls Magazine.

Wihon Ear-Drum Co. D ^^i&cT*

Coolest Smoke of the Century.

SLO-COM PIPE

(SLOW COMBUSTION)

As supplied to House of Lords.

Certificate Awarded by

INSTITUTE OF HYGIENE.

Harley Street, W.

Briar Slo-Com Pipes, I/-, 1/8, 2/8, A 3/6.

Good Agents Wanted where unrepresented.

POSTAL ORDERS ENSURE DELIVERY

POST FREE.

(Dept.S) SLO-COM PIPE CO.,

Buy my SO/- Silver English

Lever; the works arr euual to an

!ct. Lever W.itdi at Â£20. Watch

exchanged, or cabh returned, if not

approved.

BEFORE BUYING A XMA8 PRESENT

send for my Price List with T.OOO illustration?, post

free to nny part of the world.

A Single Article at Wholesale Price.

SAMUEL EDCCUMBE, Manufacturer and

Importer, 11, Cornwall St., PLYMOUTH.

1 A >, CHISWELL ST.. LONDON. B.C.
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Mcllhenny's

FAMOUS

PER

BOTTLE-

TABASCO

The only liquid red pepper sauce.

ALL CONNOISSEURS APPRECIATE IT.

The flavour of Tabasco is so irresistibleâ��so

piquant and pleasing to men, so much finer than

ordinary red pepper, that all connoisseurs of

" things good " appreciate it amazingly Being

liquid it readily mixes with foods, suffusing its

distinctive and exquisite flavour throughout the

whole. Both you and your cook will recognise

its value for giving life and tone to soups, meats,

gravies, sauces, curries, fish, and entrees. A

single drop improves an oysterâ��a few drops on

your salt improve that. Tabasco is a favourite

high-class Relishâ��on all good tables, in messes,

clubs, and in every first-class kitchen, hotel,

and restaurant. It is indispensable when known.

Exported to all climates.

Of all Italian Warehousemen,

Grocers, and Stores, or

post free from

LAMONT, CORLISS & CO., 11, Queen Victoria Street, London, E.C.

If you want Wit,

Humour, and Interesting

Information, read . . .

The price is still only

ONE PENNY.

DON'T READ THIS!

UNLESS YOU LIKE MUSIC.

Hewett's

The Recognised

Highest Grade.

Made in

Four Grades,

â�¢ont post free

.â�¬10 ton., Â£8 8s.,

Â£6 Gs., Â£4 4s.

The Name "HEWETT" li the

Guarantee

V. i i' for I Kn M ,i. I'li.-e Lftt of all kinds

of Musical Imitruiu^ntii. |*ot.t freeoiia|>|>licatioA.

THE STAINER MFC. CO., Ltd.,

Dept. A, pa. ST. MARTIN'S LANE, W.C.

fresh F

O. fish rracly for cooking sent carr free to your

j.Â».r in Riskc-h. : 6ll..._aÂ» ; 111!.. 3..; -JlII, ." Sl_.

COUPOM.-Kin,llv irT.il l,y r.-n.n,

iai-lift of Fish i61b.) carriage free, for Â»liuh I

P.O. -Js.

Xame

Aiidreu

LIVE FISH CÂ°DPuGRi

ample

6 Its sent

Carriage free

or P.O. 2/â��
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FRY'S Magazine is giving away

"Fry's Magazine" is also giving away hundreds of

other valuable gifts ranging in value from Â£ 10 to 1 Os.

The gifts include BICYCLES, GOLF CLUBS,

HOCKEY STICKS, TENNIS RACQUETS,

CAMERAS, RAZORS, RIFLES, FIELD

GLASSES, FISHING TACKLE, etc., etc.

For full particulars see the DECEMBER issue of

FRY'S Magazine,

PRICE SIXPENCE NET.

NOW ON SALE..

A NEW HUMBER CAR

IS BEING GIVEN AWAY.
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hisNewHUMBERCAR; Â£350

The above is an illustration of the 4-cylinder 10-12 h.p.Coventry 11 umber Light Motor Car which we

shall present

It is constructed to carry four persons comfortably. The measurement over all is 11 ft. ''in-, long,

5ft. wide, wheelbase 8ft., track 4ft.; petrol capacity 10 gallons : driven by Cardan shaft from gear box

to live axle ; three speeds forward, one reverse ; range of speed on road, 6 miles to 30 miles per hour,

brakesâ��double-acting foot brakes of large proportions and special design fitted to driving shaft, band

brake on road wheels, self supporting, actuated by hand levers ; wheelsâ��Artillery, 810 by 90 mm. ;

Dunlop heavy tyres ; bodyâ��double phaeton, side entrance. For full particulars and specification

See FRY'S MAGAZINE for DECEMBER.

NOW ON SALE.

With the above we shall include two extra tyres, a Stepney wheel, lamps, motor horn, and repair

outfit.

This car runs 20 miles to the gallon ; so cost of petrol works out very small per 1,000 miles.

We selected this 10-12 h.p. Humber for our Gift Car because it is British made. We know from

personal experience that it is a splendid light touring car. It is silent,reliable, and fast, and the control

beautifully simple. It is an excellent hill climber. We are sure that whoever gets it will derive

unbounded satisfaction from it.

A car such as this gives one the freedom of the United Kingdom.

IT IS A BEAUTIFUL CAR for a LADY DRIVER

The Editor's decision in all cases of dispute must be considered final.

V A.L/UE AccesUries

See FRY'S MAGAZINE FOR DECEMBER, NOW ON SALE.
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Â£250 CASH PRIZES.

For LADIES, 1st Prize Â£50, 2nd Â£25, 3rd Â£12 10s.

For GIRLS, 1st â�� Â£25, 2nd Â£15, 3rd Â£7 10s.

140 Cash Prizes besides the above Will be given

to Successful Competitors.

"FAB" POSTCARDS are the very latest novelty. They consist of an ordinary postcard upon which

a square of beautifully-decorated satin is attached by a special arrangement, so that it can quite easily be

taken off. The designs upon these satin squares are exceedingly charming and artistic. Flowers in great

variety, views, photographs of celebrities, coals-of-arms, Clan Tartans, etc., are the principal subjects illus-

trated, and the colourings are so perfect that it would take an expert to say that they were not hand-painted.

The satin squares when detached can be made by any lady or girl into many beautiful and useful articles,

such as Tea Cosies, Bed Spreads, Table Centres, Nightdress Cases, Handkerchief Holders, Sofa Cushions,

Antimacassars, etc., etc., and in order to stimulate interest in an occupation which should serve as a pleasur-

able and profitable pastime during the long winter evenings, we have decided to give Â£250 away in prizes.

EVERYBODY CAN COMPETE.

" FAB" POSTCARDS are being stocked by the leading stationers, drapers, and fancy goods dealers,

who also have particulars of this unique competition printed to hand to all who ask for them. If " FAB "

Patchwork Postcards are not to be seen in the shop-windows in your locality, it is only necessary to

write a postcard request, and you will promptly receive full particulars of the competition with

free sample, etc. Address :â��

W. N. SHARPE, Sole Manufacturer of the "FAB " Patent Patchwork Postcard, BRADFORD.

Charming Blouses

from the fashion centre of the south.

The very latest materials and designs.

Our new Autumn Models in

Delaine. Silk, and Viyella are

the most charming we have ever

had. Prices moderate, and we

guarantee to give pleasure.

The "MURIEL "

AH Wool Delaine Blouse (Â«*

>',. ' f( in a large vnrictv of

Patterns and Colourings. 6 11.

Perfect fitting uul wi-11 mode!

Larilat' Golfers and Golf

Coats, newest design, 811

to 29 6. A Grand Selection.

CfiaA returned tf not approved.

J. D MORANT, Ltd.,

Shirt and Blouse Manufacturers, PORTSMOUTH.

O OVER LJ

50,000 IN USE.

12/e

THE BEST OYSTERS IN THE WORLD

I Borough of THE fOLNE FISHERY BOARD announces that the CELEBRATED PYEFLEET NATIVES are of MAGNIFICENT *

glli li* **> * QUALITY, mi,!, owjnfft" the i-normimi demand lutSÂ«awn for SMALL QUANTITIES SKXT IHKK'T FROM THE

ijf%wj( FISHERY TO THE Cu.NSUMKK. lias Iwx-n ablu to owku urrangcnirnlfl with e\crv RAILWAY COMPANY so that in

â�¢ future barrels are quoted as under. CARRIAGE PAID TO ANY RAILWAY STATION TN THE UNITED KINGDOM.

100 Original Sized Selected PYEFLEET NATIVES (In Free Barrel) 11 - , Remittance must accom-

5O ., â�� â�� Ditto Ditto Ditto e - I pany every order, or It

100 Extra Large Sized â�� Ditto Ditto Ditto ifl - j will not receive alien -

50 â�� .. ,. ., Ditto Ditto Ditto 76 J ilon.

By adding 6d. to any of the above quotations, a Suitable Knife will be enclosed In the barrel,

together with nnifile ,,<â�¢,-â�¢<<"<.<â�¢ far ojtening the vystert.

Every Barrel will be branded with the Borough Coat of Anns, and the lid sealed with the Coin? Fishery Board's Seal, as a guarantee

that they come direct from the Fishery.

Enclosed In each barrel will be found copies of reports from Dr. G. Sims Woodhead. Professor of Pathology of

the University of Cambridge ; Dr. Thresh, Medical Officer for the County of Essex; and the Bacteriologist of the

Worshipful Company of Fishmongers, London, in each case after personal Inspection of the Colne Fishery.

As the PycflVet Stock Grounds are -it n it.-. I in a district devoid of all postal and telegraphic com muni cation, the orders have to rw

despatched liya â�¢tftunboal each ihi.v l<> thÂ« parktnc-hoan on Pcwii Island. It in, therefore, eastulial that the orders be received alOolche*tÂ«r

not later tfaan Six o'vlo- k p.m. on the CTcning previous to the day of despatch,

All orders should Iw addressed to THE MANAGER, Colne Fishery Board. CoMiwter.

Tehyraiilifc Address:-1' Pycfl-et. Colchester." By or<ler of the Board. EDGAR NEWMAN. Manager.
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RICH LIVING

MAKES URIC ACID.

AN eminent specialist in diseases of the nerves states that uric acid in the blood is the most

common cause of nervous disorders. He puts down much of the excessive uric acid to

rich living and the large consumption of animal food, wines, and spirits. The amount

of work thrust upon the organs of excretion is often beyond their capacity. The liver becomes

sluggish, the bile ceases to lubricate the bowels, costiveness ensues, the kidneys and bowels

become choked, with the inevitable resultâ��blood-poisoning by absorption. Depression of

spirits, general irritability, restlessness, pains in the head, shooting pains in various parts of the

body, general languor and debility follow as a matter of course. There is a remedy, however,

which affords relief. You have just to take a dose of Kutnow's Powder and you will clear away

all the excessive uric acid and its accompanying evils. You can try it free of charge.

THE KEY TO COMFORT.

The key to comfort is to enjoy the food

fortune baa given you. Kutnow's Powrler

enables you to do this.

Cheese ia a peevish elf, it digests everything

but itself, but Kutnow's Powder removes all

indigestible matter.

From health contentment springs, from

Kutnow's Powder health springs, with bounding

buoyancy.

Habit becomes second nature. If you form

the habit of taking your morning dose of

Kutnow's, Nature will rejoice in fitness.

He that would have a clear head must have a

clean stomach, and he that would have both

must have Kutnow's Powder.

I

KUTNOW'S

POWDER

FREE AND POST PAID!

Do you wish to be free from uric acid, and

the terrible risk its retention in your system

incurs daily ?

Would you like to be able to eat and drink

anything rationally without dread of dyspeptic

or bilious attacks ?

To do this just fill in the form below, which

will bring you Kutnow's Powder. It will do all

that is claimed for it. Nothing more, but

enough.

DISPELS INDIGESTION.

" 29, Neville Street, Platt Bridge.

"Dear Sirs,â��I have had indigestion and

pains in the stomach for over eight months, but

since using Kutnow's Powder I feel completely

cured. "SAMUEL PILLING."

BANISHES CONSTIPATION.

" 9, Anstey Road, Reading.

"Gentlemen,â��During August last I was

greatly troubled with pain in the bowels and

stomach, and was also badly constipated. The

kidneys had also become affected, and there

were other very serious symptoms. I consulted

Or. , of Luton. He advised me to take

Kutnow's Powder. After a week's trial I

became much easier, and was quite well before

the first bottle was finished.

"A. T. RUSE."

How to Detect Fraud I

The genuine and original Kutnow's Powder can

be had of all conscientious Chemists at zs. od. per

bottle, or it will be sent direct for 3$. post-paid in

the United Kingdom. See thai the fac-simile

signature, " S. Kutnow & Co., Ld.," and the

registered trade mark, " Hlrschensprung, or Deer

Leap," are on the carton and bottle. You will

then avoid fraud,

And Get Kutnow's Powder!

SIGN THIS FORM

And send it toS. Kutnow&Co., Ltd., 41, Famngdon

Road, London, E.C. You will then receive this

famous remtdy free of charge.

(WRITE DISTINCTLY.)

Address

S.M.. T>Â«..*06._

If posied in an open envelope only

need he affixed.

FOR A FREE SAMPLE WRITE TO

S. KUTNOW & CO., Ltd., 41, Farringdon Road, London, E.C.
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PEACH S^CURTAINS

IDEAL HOME DECORATIONS AND USEFUL XMAS GIFTS.

SAMUEL PEACH & EONS make Lace and Net Curtain* in cxclunTe

and hiffh-gnute designs. Muslins. tergeÂ», Tapeatrle*. Ca Foment

Curtain*, â�¢ (â�¢ Beautiful uinl economical Furnishing Fabric*. Table

Dama&k imd Household Linens, BrltlÂ»h-made Hosiery. Down

Qullta. Blankets, etc. Send for our Complete Catalogue. Ptnt Free. Hi* ft

l.ir;rr Hook with Illustrations and full details. The Mrri-Â«Hl>lÂ« and durable

texture of each it â�¢ m ii carefully studifd. Houwkeeperfl will Bare expenditure

tn r* H' !|1"I1|1|L' their stores and beautifying the home. Write to-day.

22/8 SPECIAL HOUSEHOLD BALE. 22/0

Containing 1 full B!ZA handsome White Honeycomb Quilt, new diagonal design,

fringed ; 1 pair White Witney Blanket* of good -\Â»-. beautiful soft lextura. well

finiihfd. whipped singly: 1 pair Whit* Uolton Sheets, ready bvuimed. full Â«Â«*,

Tery durable ; 1 pair Reliable Pillow ('we*, moile to tmtton ; 1 set Toilet Coven

one ; ' i'i long, and five inuLllcr mat*; 1 Turkish Towel, absorbent, good

wearing nualUy.

WS, Box 112, The Loom*, NOTTINGHAM. Est. 1857.

DON'T SNEEZE.

You can at once get rid of your cold by uiing

D" MACKENZIE'S

CATARRH-CURE

Smelling Bottle

It Instantly RELIEVES and CURES

COLD In the HEAD, NERVOUS HEAD-

ACHE; Relieves Neuralgia In the

Head, Falntness, Ac. A Specific

for HAY FEVER.

Sold by Chemists and Stores. Price

S./- ; or if unable to obtain,

REFUSE WORTHLESS IMITATIONS

and send 14 Stamps, and it will be sent

post free from the Proprietors,

MACKENZIE'S CURE DEPOT, READING.

Norwich Canaries,

DIRECT FROM THEIR NATIVE CITY.

â�¢'or Exhibition, Breeding, and Song. Cheapest pro-

urable. AlÂ»o every other variety luentionahle. Price

itt and Press opinions free oa receipt of addreiis.

for Aviaries. Cages, 4c.. see my (Hitalogue and

\ in â�¢(- in - Guid*. containing 250 illustration*,

free thrt*e stamjis. I VI-T-I collection of singing

i i n n h i in tlie worlil. ALL ON ArrKovAL.

Ptttroniaett by Royalty.

W. RUDD, Bird Specialist. NORWICH.

CONSUMPTION

.CURED

BY

CONCREVE'S ELIXIR

80

'YEARS

'REPUTATION'

ALSO-ASTHMA-RRONCHITIS-nOUCHS

Sold by Patent Medicine Vendors, 1,'iJ. a/Q, 4/6 A' ill- per lloitle.

Send for New BoÂ»k on CONSUMPTION and other Diseases of the

Lungs by O. T. i ONCKEVK, 6d. post free from Coombe Lodge. 1'rrkh.im. 1 ondon.

during 60 Years.World Wide Use.

elodeons

The World's Favourite Musical Instrument.

No HOME ihoiild be without one. No Knowledge of M .- â�¢ required.

Special offer to R> ,nl- rs of " TUB STRAXD MAOAXIMB."

Campbell's " Gem " Melodeon price only 89

Campbell's " Miniature " Melodeon .. i o t>

Campbell's "Paragon" Melodeon â�� !Â«-'-

Campbell's "Favourite" Melodeon ,. Ittye

Cut this out and vend P.O.". for the amount. Either sent carnage

tm.it! to any addres? in (iroat liniain XMAS GIFTS-

Send at onrÂ« for Campbell1! New BARGAIN Pric* Llit of all kind* of

Ml'SICAL INSTKIMKMs.TALKING MACHINBftoffTerrkiud

r i. .ITI fl 9 each . n I >.. RECOR DS from 1 - each, of all the 111 - r vane tie*.

Send Id. Btump to CAMPBELL A CO., 118. TrongaU, GLASGOW.

IMPROVED

Knitted Corsets

Support without Pressure.

Good Unshrinkable -^ ir t ,< \ â�¢â�¢. and Pure

Woollen Underclothing. Write for Illuitrxted

Lilt free: aim our UNBREAKABLE "HER-

CULES " CORSETS IN COUTlL. fn>m OT1.

Sample flwl free. Mention ,-r, i...f Jf<ignÂ«nÂ£"

kMllI IMOHS1 I ill.l.HMM.IO.. UK. M.insli, ],| IM.. \.,ltiu-h.in.

WORLD-RENOWNED -^

lyccnno & Honey Jelly"

FOR CHAPS, RO UGH HESS OF SKIN. Ac.

Occasioned by COLD or HEAT. It Softens and

Improves the Hands, face, and Shin generally.

OVER 40 YEARS' INCREASING DEMAND.

Bold by .ill rhrnii.tâ�¢ ,,,.! si,â�� ,- in M. t.ilh- '[â�¢â�¢.'..- ed. and 1Â« .

or lent [ '-' .1 . \'r, for sUimiM by Propriptort.

OSBORNE. BAUER & CHEESEMAN.

Perfamtn la Her Late Majetty Uuren Vutvria.

19, Golden Square, Regent St., London, W.

XMAS PRIVATE GREETING CARDS

WRITE NOW FOR SPECIMEN BOOK, POST FREE.

A Handsome

Guaranteed M-ct

, Geld Nib

Fountain Pen

FASHIONABLE AND REFINED DESIGNS with your Name. Monogram, and Address

beautifully printe J in gold, post free, from 2s. a doz. No extra charge for three-letter monogram.

Being Actual Designers and Printers we save you agents' profits 40 per cent.

ETDCp To everyone who sends 6 orders we present a Cabinet containing 100 sheets of note-paper,

â�¢ *â�¢ headed address gold or colour, and too envelopes to match, or cards to value of 35. post free.

MALCOLM E. M MEEKIN, (Dept. S.), e * T, Red Lion Street, Holborn, w.c.

to anyone

who nodi

ortlem for

!'â�¢ :T i'- XniM Grert-

ing < at.|Â« nmounlln^

tO Itu v .I..- 0< 1ft-

or more.
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STOMACH TROUBLES

PERMANENTLY CURED.

At last a Remedy has been Found that is Certain in its Results.

The sufferer from Dyspepsia, Indigestion,

Constipation, Flatulence, etc., may be said

to lead as miserable an existence as it is

possible for a human being to endure.

Stomach Troubles are more prevalent than

any other form of disease. The high pres-

sure at which we live ; the hurry and worry

of everyday life ; and the habit of eating too

quickly, all combine to overtax the digestive

system, and it is soon forced to succumb

to such symptoms as these, with the

â�� inevitable suffering and cheerless existence

of the victim.

There is no lack of medical testimony to

prove that Electricity is an unfailing remedy.

Two of the most prominent specialists in

these complaints have declared unreservedly

in its favour. We quote extracts from their

important works :â��

Dr. BERESFORD RYLEY. speaking of

Flatulent Dyspepsia, says : " Until I employed

Galvanism fur such cases as these my patience

and inventive faculties were constantly taxed to

the utmost extent by the unsatisfactory and

often futile results of all medicinal administra-

tion ; but since then my success in treat-

ment has been almost uniform, and I now

regard Galvanism as the only effectual remedy

in certain chronic and obstinate cases of

this kind."

Dr. ROCKWELL says : " Electrization may

be said to relieve Constipation in several different

ways. ist. By its general tonic effects on the

entire system at li.^e, on the same principle

that it relieves Nervous Dyspepsia, and. By

its tonic effects on the central nervous system,

and especially on the spinal cord. 3rd. By its

direct effect on the organs of digestion."

The evidence of the man who has been actually cured is always interesting. He is crying

out to you, "Go and do likewise."

Mr. HENRY GREEN, 44,

Morled

Leicester, writes : " 1 have found the ' Ajax ' Dry

Street,

K

AJa;

Cell Battery a Godsend to me. I have had letters

from prisons of note, and from one of our leading

clergy who knew me and knew my suffering. I

was a martyr for years, suffering from a Weak

Stomach, Indigestion, and Sleepless Nights. 1

never received any good from Leicester doctors.

I also tried a London specialist, but nothing did me

so much good as the 'Ajax' Dry-Cell Battery."

Mr. PERCY HARDY. 3, Clumber House, Wood-

hall Spa, writes : " 1 write to inform you of

the great benefit 1 have derived from the use of

your ' Ajax' Dry-Cell Appliance. After suffering

very much from Indigestion, Sluggish Liver, and

Heart Trouble for several years, I feel much

stronger, and enjoy my food better â�� in short, 1

experience a new life. Thanking you for the kind

interest you have taken in me, and wishing you

every success."

The cures are accomplished simply by so thoroughly saturating the weakened digestive

organs with Electricity as to compel them to do their work in a natural way; thus expelling

every particle of weakness. This is accomplished by THE "AJAX" DRY-CELL BODY BATTERY,

which is worn around the waist at night while you sleep. This wonderful appliance requires

no chargingâ��it generates its own power, enough to illuminate an incandescent lamp. There

is nothing like it, either in construction or

in results. It cures in every case where we

recommend it.

The most interesting treatise ever published

on Curative Electricity is now ready for dis-

tribution. It is free to all who write or call

for it. Do so at once. Use the Coupon, or

a post-card will do.

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE (Dept. 17),

35, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.G.

Please send me your Free Book, sealed.

Nan-t

Address
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Bargains by Post-On Approval

EVERY ARTICLE IN NEW CONDITION.

SUITABLE FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.

SAVE

A4 â�¢ Lady's" L-iiin.' iSolIdGoUli-t:itttt>e']l

*â�¢/â�¢ Keyless Watch, jÂ«welkd in 10

rubiVs. rirtily t-nrnivcd rase, splcmliil time-

keeper, 10 years' wurrautr ; week's trial

fJQ C Gent.'s Handsome Solid Gold

ACT U Watch,fully jewelled, keyless lever

movement; reliable timekeeper; 10 years'

warranty. Reduced (o 296; original WOT-

end price, JCT. Aiiproral willingly

OC I Magnificent Service of Spoon*

<*Â»*/ and Forhs, silvi-r-plJiU'd on nickel

silver (guaranteed! stamped E.P.N.8. 12 cadi

table and dessert Â§|>oon(i and forks, ;i!-o

teaspoons. GO pieces; list price, 8 guineas; or i-set. 18/6* Approval.

Cfl/ Gent.'s 10-fUtnM Solid Gold iCovernment -i mi|..-.| Ki-\l- â�¢*

JW â�¢ Lever Centra Seconds Chronograph Stop Watch, 14 holes

jewelled in rubies, comiKMisatiou Italance, timed to a minute a month,

12 years' warranty ; week's free trial.

19 ft Handsome 5 guinea Service Sheffield Cutlery. 12 Table.

I */Â» ]o ctjfiÂ»>iÂ« Knives, < 'arvers, and St^.*l : (.'rayford lu-ry balanced

handles ; un*oilfd ; K-iciili. c 12 6. Satisfaction guaranteed.

"1A C Organ - tone Melodeon. magnincent 26- instrument.

I"/â�¢ 12-fold Itellowa (metal Iwund). 3 sets Â»teel bmnzc reixla. and

4 acting stops, ric-h, jxtwerful tone. Perfect order. Approval.

1*7 'ft Magnificent set of rich dark sable brown Russian Furs,

â�¢ */W 6ft Tone Duchess Stole, satin-Uned. deÂ«p collar. K laiU. and

large handsome muff to match, uerer worn; sucriticfl 12 6. Worth

,

3 guineas. Approval willingly.

in ft Lustrous dJunona and ruby ,

â�¢"/Â»Â» inati-hlcas doublet rubier and real diamonda ; solid gold.

nd ruby half - hoop Ring, ?et with

hall-marked, sac

rked, sacrifice 10 6. Approval willingly.

9C Fashionable Long Neck - Chain, genuine 18-ct gold

/*Â» ' -

iwtli filled. bfti

> ' finiohvd.

t \\cst-endde-Bign.

7 ft Curb Chain Bracelet', with padlock and Bafety chain.

â�¢ / " lÂ«-f t. gold filled !t)tnni]wd and gviamnteedi. in velTfft iase.

5Q Brooch, vcrv b:ui<l^'inc is ct, rolled gold fÂ«UimpÂ«d); three

/** swallows in flittht.^t lively tuniuoiw and pearl*. A]Â»prova).

WC Gent.'s Magnificent 18-ct. Gold-Cased Chronograph

/ ** Stop Watch, jewelleii movement, perfect timekeei>er. 10

years' warranty; also 18-ct. Gold filled Double Curb Albert, seal

attached : three, togftht-r. reduced to 1O 6. Approval willingly

in ft Lady's 18-ct. Gold-Cased Keyless Watch, jewelled

â�¢W/W moremaat; exin-t timekeeper; 10 vearn' warranty ; alsnfimhion-

ablo long Watch Guard, 18-ct. Gold ^t:uiip<-Ji tilled flr^inl

West-L-mrdesign : two tonetbtr. rr.lu.-t-d to 10,6. Appruvnl willingly.

Ill /ft Race, Field, or Marine Glass. Military Ilinocular. 40

â�¢V/V miles' range, 10 achromatic crystal lensti-s, wide field, in

saddler-made tiling case; rediiivl to 10 6. Approval willingly.

FULL LIST OF BOO BARGAINS POST FREE.

Special attention given to Foreign and Colonial orders.

V 11 F1AVIQ Pawnbroker and Jeweller.

!â�¢ n. UHVlOy aMi BRIXTON RD., LONDON, S.W.

FRILLED ""TIER

MUSLIN

WITH 'tv. n i is 1 1 i â�¢ ii ; j i : i ,

3 yards long, 83 per pair.

Ac., TAPESTRIKS, CHETOSSES, ART SKRGCS. Pattema on

approval. Picture Book of Lace Ojrtains. Roller Blinds.

Carpets, Matting, Linoleum, Cork Carpet, Furniture, Bed-

steads, Bedding. Post Free.

H. GOBBINCE ft CO. <83* Dept.t. NOTTINGHAM.

WHY NOT SOMETHING USEFUL?

If you intend to give a present to any of your frlcada

Una Uhri*tni:ts. imi hing i^ .-.i inilisin'iiwililc ;nul accept-

able to every LADY. GENTLEMAN, or CHILD a0

IRISH CAMBRIC

POCKET. .

HANDKERCHIEFS

From 113 to 401- per dozen.

and by writing to the manufacturers for-amplea (post

free), you will effect a great saying in cost and secure

genuine articles.

ROBINSON 6 CLEAVER, Ltd.,

38a, Donegal! Place. BELFAST.

EAR-CAP

Claxton's

IMPROVED PATENT.

For Remedylngr PROMINENT EARS,

Preventing Disfigurement In after life.

Crora Orders and Cheques "Courrs."

In at lize* &,,d meaÂ»urement Towtd head jvat

aliaifvtit, nml mvr hrtnl rnmi lobe to lobe of car.

Price 4 - post free. Almiad. 6d. extra

Ncjv

8. M.

CLAXTON, 62, Strand,

LONDON. W.C.

PEERLESS

GLOS

MAKES THE SHINE

THAT WONT COME I

There is no need to soft

the clothing with untidy

polishes. Hauthaway's Peer-

less Gloss imparts a rich, black,

lustrous shine that neither injures

the leather nor soils

the garments. It is

cleanly. It is free from

acids. Millions use It.

You should try it. It

polishes without rubbing.

MADB ONLY BY

C, L. HAUTHAWAY & SONS, Inc.

BOSTON, MASS., U. S. A.

AGENTS FOR UNITED KINGDOM

fJOHN 5. DEED & SONS. Ltd.

LONDON, ENGLAND
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Damp, cold, " raw" weather tends to

break down the outer tissue, and even to

dislocate the functions of the true skin beneath.

A sudden chill, contact with disease germs

during perspiration, dirt in a cold-crack or small

abrasion, and neglected chafings, " chaps,"

cold-sores, or cuts, all expose you to more

serious disease in the shape of festering wounds,

ulcers, or itching sores, and even chronic

eczema is often traceable to neglect in the

early stages of a simple affection.

Zam- Buk, a balm made of the gums and â��

juices of fare medicinal herbs, is the ideal

application for the skin at this season.

No ordinary ointments or salves, con-

cocted from rancid animal fats or mineral

irritants, can do for the skiri what Zam-Buk

does. Such coarse and harmful preparations

never gave lasting satisfactionâ��the sort of satisfac-

tion that is undoubtedly got from rubbing in Zam-Buk.

Smearing the skin with Zam-Kuk has an almost

instantaneous soothing, cleansing, and restorative efiect.

So pure are the vegetable juices in Zam-Uuk that they

sink deep into the pores, permeating all the minute

" machinery" of the tissue, and they go to work right

away to end the trouble thoroughly and permanently.

.works hand-in-hand with Nature, as befits its natural origin, and

it first expels all that is retarding the everyday work of the skin, also

stimulating the natural functions to normal activity.

As the applications of Zam-Iiuk are continued, itching and inflam-

mation are quickly allayed. Burning sores cease to torture, ulcers and

eruptions dry up and grow less, and in the end, thanks to Zam-Buk's

ideal method, all disfigurement is for ever banished.

Zam-Buk's healing is perfect because it helps Nature to replace the

injured or diseased parts with sound tissue and soft, white, healthy skin.

No skin looks so well, or is in fact so soft, sound, sweet, and healthy

throughout, as the skin that has had frequent dressings of Zam-Buk.

Zam-Buk, because of its herbal composition, unique consistency, and

unrivalled achievements, can reasonably claim to have revived one of

he lost arts of old Grecian days.

KEEP A BOX OF ZAM-BUK HANDY!

Zam-Buk is excellent fnr spots pimples, rashes, acne, chaps. cold-cnickÂ» and sm-es. chilblains. shaving-soreness, cuts,

bruises, hum?, f, nldn. scrape", etc.. aÂ« well as for nniioiKil wounds, festering sores, enema, ulcere. j*uriu;iÂ« scalp Uiwiuwn

bad legs. ,li.eased ankles, sore tÂ«ckÂ», ringworm, etc., etc. Of all Chrmfiti. or the Zua-Buk Co.. t. ted CnM street,

London. E.C.. price 1 1| per hoi. Economical family tix. coi.((iiniÂ»s >irnrli/ fonr timei Mi bo*, fur 2,Â».

FREE BOX.

A dainty froe sample 1 <>* will '* forwarded to you, on pwipt of

-your name and address and a i*nny stump, l.y the Xarn-Buk <'o.(

IB. Greek Street, Lewis. Mention the I)Â«oÂ«nbar BntAKD MAOAIIMI,
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A FABRIC OF GREAT BEAUTY!

VELVETEEN

IB Equal in Appearance and

Durability to the Best Silk

Velvet. Supplied In Black

i. and all Colours, Including

7 the New Greens, Royal

Blue. Wine Red. Petunia,

Russet. Olive Green, Mul-

berry, Cardinal, etc.

Having a Fast Pile, and

being Past dyed,every inch

JB Guaranteed. LEWIS'S Wonderful

Velveteen at 2 - a yard can only bÂ«

obtained DIRECT from LEWIS'S

In Market Street, MANCHESTER.

This quality is sold >-l*-K-/I.-IV at double

â�� and treble the price, but LEWIS'S

* Manufacture this Velveteen them-

:; selves, and sell It DIRECT to the

public at 2 - a yard. If a dress

a wear badly, or be In any respect fault v

LEWIS'S will Give* a N.w Dreu tJr Nothing at all

and pay the full cost of making and trimming.

Uulm<n<mld writ* for PATTERNB isi-nt POST FREEi. LtwUl

pan carriage oi> nil enters/or VrlittttM to any fiurt of Hit Kiufdmn.

LADIES should also write for LEWIS'S PATTERNS of

NOVELTIES In DRESS MATERIALS.

1'leaK mftition STHAXD MAQ. and addrffsâ��

LEWIS'S, Ma^-tst, MANCHESTER.

"CURE YOURSELF

BY ELECTRICITY."

New Bookâ��Illustrated from Life-

Sent FREE to all who write.

Write to-day for our new Free Bookâ��"Cure Yourself

by Electricity "â��Illustrated with photos from life. Shows

how the New Home Batteries cure Gout, Rheumatism, Neu-

ralgia, Lumbago, Headache, Insomnia, Constipation, and all

nerve affections, and diseases arising from sluggish circula-

tion ; also how they afford electric haths and beauty massage

without coat at home.

THIS

BATTERY

EVERY HOME SHOULD HAVE A HOME BATTERY.

Our free !>ook illustrates the latest improved Batteries,

prices QS. 6d. to Â£4 4-., Â»h'u h we vml ,.n 1O DAYS' FREE

- WRITE FOR FREE BOOK.

BRITISH ELECTRIC MEDICAL CO.,

Byron House, Fleet St., London, E.c.

Southalls'

Compressed

Towels

are specially designed for

Ladles when travelling

v ('â�¢ l'.ny ?''ver packets, 2} inches long, into which they

*f>/:ue scientifically compressed, contain a full sue towel

/â��.is soft, as absorbent, and as comfortable as only

Southalls' Towels can be â�� with Southalls' Patent

Attachment. Size A, Id. Size B, Ijd. Size C, 3d.

From all Drapers, Ladies' Outfitters, aiut Ckrniistl.

A Sample Packc-t, containing (our " A." thiw " B."

anii two " C." will be Â»ent post free for 1*. from

The Lady Manager, Bull Street, Birmingham.

WREN'S

BOOT POLISHES

LADIES ADMIRE

boots cleaned with Wren's

Polishâ��can't help it. The

effect is greatâ��just a smear

and a rub. Besides, think

how economical these

Polishes are.

^umpleHibliiL'kft brownt.

undput theintothti

U-dt 1

GNU

BIRKBECK BANK

SOUTHAMPTON Bt'ILDlXOS. HKJH HOLBORN WO

2A PER CENT. INTEREST

allowed on Deposit Accounts,

2 PER CENT. INTEREST

on Drawing Accounts with Cheque Book.

All Keneral Banking Business transacted.

PROSPECTUS, with full particulars. POST FREE

c Y. r "

MORGANS, Ltd.

Dept. 7, HEREFORD.'

months

patterns

Manufact

Write direct

prices
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THREE OF

FOOT'S

PATENT

SUPREME GOMFORX.

THE MARLBOROUGH.

The Chair de Luxe. Adjustable by the

occupant to every desirable position of

rest and comfort. Reclines, Rocks, or

remains Rigid as required. Seat, Back,

Head Rest, and

Leg Rest all

independently

adj us table.

Leg Rest de-

tachable. Com-

bined Chair

and Couch.

THE

LIBRARY.

Has telescopic and

extending arm

shelves, adjustable

Back, detachable

front Writing

Table, Reading

Desk, and Otto-

man. Specially de-

signed to meet the

needs of literary

workers, students,

&c., &c.

THE MILTON.

Has a commodious and useful box on

each side. Wide arms for holding books,

making notes, etc. Back adjustable to

four inclinations.

Sliding Adjustable Leg Rest.

ADJUSTABLE CHAIRS from 5Os.

Illustrated Descriptive Booklet, "CHAIR

COMFORT," No. 3, Pott Free.

Made and Sold only by the Patentees,

J. FOOT & SON

(Dept. C.3).

171, NEW BOND ST., LONDON, W.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS.

Hardy Perennials are the fashion. Obviating the expense of glasshouses in the winter, and the

trouble of bedding out in the summer, hardy perennials, since such splendid varieties have been

grown, have attained great popularity. Among them there are none more brilliant than our

PAEONIES, which we produce in magnificent varieties hitherto thought impossible. Their

foliage is as ornamental as the bloom, and once they are established they are practically indestructible.

We have also wonderfully improved Delphiniums, Gaillardias, Pyrethrums, etc.

Hardy Perennials are the fashion, and the Langport Plan of

ARTISTIC HERBACEOUS BORDERS

is the fashionable way of planting them. In this unique scheme the disposition of height and colours

is faultless, making an artistic colour scheme that is a delight for many months, bloom succeeding bloom

throughout the season. It may be applied to any extent of soil with equal success. You send us

dimensions, and we will make a selection best suited for the position.

NOW IS THE TIME TO PLANT.

The Langport Plan is fully described in Kelway's Manualâ��an illustrated garden book full of valuable

information regarding our great variety of hardy perennials. Sent post free for 1/6, returned

to customers

KELWAY & SON,

The Royal Horticulturists, LANGPORT, SOMERSET.
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Toots'Rath Cabinet

All the delights and benefits of hot-air, vapour,

medicated, and perfumed baths can now be

enjoyed privately at homa with assured safety and

comfort. Nothing else is so effective in keeping

the blood pure, preventing sickness, stopping

colds, curing Influenza, Rheumatism, &c.

AN IDEAL

Health-giving Luxury

It eliminates the poisonous matters from the

system, increases the flow of bloodâ��the life current

â�� freed from its impurities, clears the skin,

recuperates and revitalises the Ixxly, quiets the

nerves, rests the tired, and creates that delightful

feeling of invigorated health and strength.

It can be used in any room, and folds into a

small, compact space. No other Cabinet is go

safe or has no many points of efficiency.

Prices, 35s. to Â£15.

Send for our " Bath Book No. 3." Post Free.

J. FOOT & SON,

Dept. B. 3.

171, New Bond St., London,

X"oia.:n.ItoEtJ.aa. X*exa.m were first introduced

in 1800. and have been popular fuvouriten ever since. II. K.

M. SCOTT, Esq., 103, Highbury New Park, N., writes: "I

have used the 'Neptune' Pen for seven years mid found itadiiiiraUn." {Humlrtdt of Â»u:A Uttera on vine at our oflea.

i: 2/6,_5/-,_7,6, 1O/6, 1C

This ia No. 250 at 5/-.

Every one sent out has been tested with inkund found perfect. Obtain of your stiitinnor or send P O direct to the Munu-

facturerai BUHGE, WARREN' & UIDOI.EY. LTD.. 91 & 92. GKK>.T SAFFRON HILL. R.C. (Write far i

BEST HOUSE FOR DESKS

CRATRIX'S DESKS

are invaluable to busy

men. Everything

locks automatically.

No more lost papers

â��drawers and pigeon

hoi es systematise

everything. Indis-

pensable in the office;

useful in every cul-

tured botne; a neces-

sity to literary work-

ers and ministers.

1 >esk as illustration,

Â£5-5-0

carriage paid to near-

est railway station.

CRATRIX'S, BOLTON, ciÂ£iSii.

BUILDING MODEL

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR.

All siiderer* are earnestly reiucsteti to write fur my new remedy

3003 ANTIC API LLA

(Read.)

a fnijrrii.nl liquid compound, entirely five from all iminonoui

Ingn-dit-MtH. Â«lii'h .-ntiri-lv arid permanently dÂ«-*lrnvi the \y*t

ami fulfil If uftt-r which tin- reapiÂ«amnce of the hair n* fmpoi-

â�¢iMi" without the uliffhteit iÂ«in or injury to the "kin leaving the

latter on white and Minxith and clear us if there hat) nerer >>een

agmwtliof luiir uj>on it It never fails to cure the nioct flub-

born and minful CIUKM. even when all other and oft repented

treat inert t huÂ» fnik-d to have the <lesire<I effe<-t. One Uittle.

snfficient to cure, -rut l">st free for 46 (to foreign countricp.

5/6i, which I offer to return if results are deemed in any way

iin- tt 1-111 t< r>' N" I'lm'king or humiiiR or cuttiitK "IT re<|iiirea,

as it ia entirely unlike nny other pre[iHraMon offered for a similar

imri*iÂ»e. Letter* tttrittl) confidential. Addressâ��

Mr. R. H. THOMPSON (Dept. 7),

149, Strand, London, W.C.

Wholesaleâ��B A IICLATB.

HoiuÂ«9. I',,,!,... Churches, e'c- , is Imth eÂ»Â»T Â»nrt int<<n>tfni with

UK new Box HARBUTI S PLASTICINE BUILDER.

Amoratuf in CA. h l.,i t" make l.ri.-kj und lilra in live Unutiful

coloun. The dni-heil in.Ktcl will' .NOT fall to piecri. full

illupti.iir'ii instructions fn every box.

Price 5'-. pott free 56 ; other Irojt* from 1 - to 1O -.

W. HARBUTT, A.R.C.A. (Loml \ 3. Bathlunpton. Bath.

Painted on IVORY or ENAMEL by I

Ifirst-clasi Artist, from ANY PHOTOGRAPH

PERFECT LIKENESS GUARANTEED. Price frc

Â£1 I/-, according to size. Also on Ivorine from \f

When ftendin? photo please mate eoluur of Hair. K.vei. Prcr

Complexion. Further jxirttcultiri on ajtithtutiott to :

A. K. HILLSON. 62. BUCHANAN STREET, C' '
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ABitfcootf CORD SQUARES

BEING REVERSIBLE THEY OUTWEAR TWO ORDINARY CARPETS.

Thfj are the only Carpets which Rn

Decorative. Dnrmbla, : '

The Strongest

CARPETS

v^or HARD WEAR

iswer to Modem Requirement*, beinr Hygienic,

and Inexpensive. EASY TO Sweepâ��IHj NOT COLLECT Dl'BT.

Send tor Patterns. HERE ARK THE PRICES OF-

THE ABINGDON CORD SQUARES,

ART SHADES.

SEAMLESS.

REVERSIBLE.

SIZES: 2 hy 2 2 by 2) 2 by 3 2) by a 3 by 3 3 by 3) 3 hy 4 3 by it to 4 by 7 yda. Â»q. Carriage

61- 71, B- 11.3 136 159 18- 206 42 - n,. h 1'su.l

Also made In all widths for Stairs. Landings, and Passage*.

ABINCDON CARPET MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 100, THAMES WHARF,

ABINCDON-ON-THAMES.

FOR GOOD AND CLEAR WRITING use

the famous Blue-Black Fluid

AZURYTE.

Admittedly the finest Ink ever produced.

^S'iU not clog nor corrode Fountain or Steel iVm

Send isgtanipsfori-pint sample. Pott Free.

F. MORDAN, 326, City Road, London, E.G.

-FOR-

ARTISTIC NEEDLEWORK

"OSOSILKIE"

i Ua new thread for Art Embroidery,

| Crochet, Knitting, Feather Slitch-

| ing and Tenerifle I-aee work.

Brilliant as silk, will wash

I and retain its lustre. In three

I sixes : " Fine," " Medium, ' " Fancy

I Twine," in a lovely range of shades.

Also in White and Cream in 6 Sizes.

Ask your Draper or Art Needle-

work Stores for this beautiful

., J Per Dozen Balls. hlstrous yarn<

If cannot procure, Bciwl Id. and we will send you p"Â«t free 9

-ni.il! tkunplos, i-r-,Mit)!nl Shade Card showing J,-" mluun), ulso

name of nearest Htin.'kholder.

Also manufacturers of famous " Bull-Dog " Crip Hoae

Supporters, sold by all Drapers. Cotton Frill Elastic

6jd., Silky Frill Sjil., Pure Silk Krill is. o-|d. per p.-tir.

TUIIHS, HiscciCKb & Cu. (Dept. 7), 16-22, Milton Street, E.G.

OLD TAYLOR

LIQUEUR SCOTCH WHISKY

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., GLASGOW, Ltd., Klrkcaldy, Scotland.

MELLOR'S

Then try what Mellor s

Sauce will do.

SAUCI

Presents Stire to Please.

Our cases of Drawing Instruments are particularly suitable for Presents because they are work-

manlike. Attractive and all that can be desired in appearance, they

will be appreciated because of their thorough trustworthiness in

every particular. All English made, in Mahogany boxes, from

3s. 3d. to 9S2 2s. Every description of Drawing and Artifls*

Materials can be bought with advantage at "The Art Shop."

Send for our Free Illustrated Catalogue.

By Appointment to

Queen Alexandra.

lfe$

62/llGH/lOlBOR/S

LOfNDOPS wt-

AMD BKAMCMES -

HE.

SHOP
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A. New Invention.

There is no other Hot Water Bottle

like the "Celerio." It has just been

invented- Instead of the old-fashioned

screw stopper it is fitted with a

small perfect piece of mechanism

patented as "Brooks' Valve." This

valve is placed in the bottom of the

rubber filling cup; it admits t'.ie boiling

water freely without bubbling or

scalding, and prevents leakage.

When filled it is as comfortable as a soft

feather pillow, no leakage, no scalding.

SolJ by all Chemists and Dealers in four sizes.

Ask for

THE

Celerio

Hot Water Bottle

with the Patent Water Valve-

Illustrated Descriptive List post

free from Sole Manufacturers :â��

^J; B; BROOKS & Co., Ltd., BIRMINGHAM.^

Brinjinj

â�¢OXO'home.

GROSSMITH'S

Artificial

HANDS, LEGS,

ARMS

&EYES

They

have obtained

a world-wide re-

putation for excel-

lence of construction

and durability, are most

comfortable and exceedingly

light in weight, and unsurpassable in their

Ufe-like movements.

PRIZE MEDALS:

LONDON, PARIS, DUBLIN, Â£c.

Established In Fleet Street, 1760.

Hlustrattti Catalogues fost free of

W. R. GROSSMITH,

110, STRAND, LONDON.

WHAT KIND OF HOUSE WOULD YOU BUILD?

Our two lÂ»ooks of

h 111111 iv i - of standard

designs, p) in-, and

interior* will answer

thiH, in illustrations.

A Kei-oBitorv of

the latest, building

thoughts. You should

have t liene l)ooka

whether you expect

to build or not. aa

they will awaken

ideas ntvcr hefore

iriisufincil pos-iM'- MI

)i].inÂ» ami .It ,--n i-

tions of the home-

new or old. The

lNi>uk8 contain Artii-

tio Interiors. Nooka,

Vox? (\.rnem. Pon-h-

A BEAUTIFUL HOME. Il/PORT^h Fllolff

AMKHICA-yUlTE NEW IDEAS. Forfti|m Ordein i,ostage extra.

Price of Bwks f MQDEKK DWIXLISGS it400 ujii .. 6 3 J Both O /O

Pott Paid 1 MODKHX HOME* <f 150 up) ..4/3 \ Booka O/U

THE t,|;lMHÂ»l j'l l;i.isll[\t. CO., 34, Southampton St., Strand. VT.<.

REYNOLDS* DIGESTIVE

WHEATMEAL BROWN BREAD
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STOP THAT PAIN

"There is only one diseaseâ��

CONGESTION."

"There is only one cureâ��

CIRCULATION."

THE LAMBERT SNYDER HEALTH VIBRATOR

(9,000 to 13.000 vibrations the minute)

Conquers Pain.

THE MOST BENEFICENT INVENTION OF THE ACE.

Instant nlief from Rheumatism. Deafness. Indlgeitlon,

Poor Circulation, or any PAINS or ACHES In cases of

Paralysis. Locomotor Ataiia. Lumbago. WM.K EyÂ«Â«,

Hay F.vcr. Obesity. Insomiilu. Lou of Voice. N.urai-

.h.nin, Brain FaÂ«. Vertigo. Headache. Constipation.

Torpid Liver, and Lung Trouble, our Vibrator does marvel-

ous. workâ�� and is a good exerciser.

Don't Walt, Don't Suiter. Get a Vibrator and Get Relief.

The Lambert Snider llealth Vibrator is the only hand Vibrator

In the world that gives direct true vibration. We are receiyinK

dailv unsolicited testimonials from all porta of the country. \ou

can use it yourself, and it is alirays ready and will last lor years.

Uwd and endorsed by over 6.000 physicians everywhere,

NO DRUQS. NO PLASTERS. NO ELECTRICITY.

tin 700.1- sumach a Vacation from Drop and ledidnes.

OUH HEALTH VIBRATOR is really all that itÂ« name im-

plies. Every one of the many thousands of vibrations it gives

each minute is charged with Health and Healing and Belief f

1'iiiaand Suffering. Based on the true and fundamental

that " Congestion * is the r

es on-

from

cli'lv

real cause of all disease, the stimulation to

the circulation effected bv the Vibrator must remove that Conges-

tion and so relieve quickly ami surely.

Here are some typical instances : â��

INDIGESTION is relieved bj the Vibrator because it stimu-

lates the stomach to healthy and normal action, thus making it ilo

its own workâ�� that of digestion, Jaitifa H. Smith. Lovobttrg Hittel.

liar Harbor. J/e.. urtfcs ; " for mxr ml l/earl 1 Imve hail MUONM

and heudadtci. Unit/' dvl me ia> good, but tour FHraMT ws

cured trlÂ«."

RHEUMATISM, Sciatica, and Lumlngo promptly yield to our

Vibrator because its beneficent action displaces the Uric Acid

Deixjsits, sending them out of the body by increasing circuLiti..n

Jfr. H. B. 1'aac. Box MJ, Denver, Cut. sai/s; " 1 halt cured

i.,v".v of Seialifii mid oilier diseases t>u four Vibrator, ami *v<M

Hot be without it."

DEAFNESS in a very large percentage of cases is completely

.â�¢urrd by our Vibrator, localise its gentlis yet effective action clears

away the Catarrhal obstructions and btimulat.es the whole mecha-

nism of hearing J/Vs f'. A'. tfmtfA. 80* N. Anderton Â«.. SOMOter,

llinn . urritei : " ily hmiaiid hiti been deaf fur over no yean. After

a feu tnatmenii irith the Vibrator he it able to hear me talk."

WHAT DOCTORS SAY. Our Vlbmtorli used and endorsed

by many thousand physicians of all schools of medicine. No matter

how much they may differ in their opinions about drugs, they unite

in agreeing that the Vibrator is a truly scientific apparatus, safe

yet powerful and of unquestioned efficacy in practically all dinc:is<.>l

and disordered conditions. l>r, Leriton, Sftultc >V ilarit. Mich.,

says: " Tour Vibrator rcffiifd and tued with great satisfaction.

Eitclotedjtiut express order jor tu<o more."

AND NOW HOW ABOUT YOU? You need the Vibrator

ill your family. Stop taking drugs and let Nature's true prindple

of Stimulation by vibration cure you and yours. You will never

regret the investment in a Vibrator. Apart from it* wide ranKC of

effectiveness. It is practically in<te*lructible, has no electricity, no

wheels, no cogs or spring*, and it cauuot get out of order.

NOTICE â�� The basic patent covering our Vibrator

lias been sustained by the Federal Court of New York

City and the U. 8. Supreme Court. Infringement.

will be vigorously prosecuted.

For a limited time we will sell our Vibrator prepaid

to any part of Great Britain on receipt of 1O.6.

Bend for our Free Booklet that will tell you How

and Wby.

> LAMBERT SNYDER CO..

Dept. ISE, 41 Weil 24th Street, New York, N.Y., U.S.A. |

(GRAND &

UPRIGHT)

" Wot/ling is Better than the Best."

Something you must have.

Of a quality you cannot doubt.

At a price you can pay.

No household worthy of the name Is com

plete without A OOOIl piano. Ou thii every-

one is agreed, from the lonely occupant of

b:n helor chambers to the master or mistress

of a maiiY-roomed mansion. The dimrully

1 nidus when one seta about acquiring this desirable posaeajnon.

In the multitude of pianos and piano makeâ�¢ the would-be

pun baser is apt to find only vexation and disappointment. The

piano he knows to be iwod seems In-jond the M.mpawol hi. pur*e.

while the piano offered at the price hii can afford to pay bean

either an unknown name or a name which falls to inspire him

with confidence. . .

At the present moment, by a fortunate combination of circum-

stances an opportunity offers which affords a ready solution Â«f

the difficulty which has so continuously beset the would-n*

purchaser ol a good piano.

We have a Special Offer to make to you. Something

for you to think about.

/ Gives you the Best I'ian.i.

OUR I Gives you every advantage.

OFFFR 1 'â�¢ "" ""*' economical.

OrraiK Vis the easiest to you.

You cannot do without the Best in Uie end.

TO US.

DV YOU Can

ha.e The Beet

Piano Made In

Our advice will be worm "ONBY to you. and

will cost yon nothing.

Out Ml out and tot. ml* irour name and aadrcu, to-.

JOHN BRINSMEAD & SONS, Ltd.,

Voter* to tilt King and Queen,

18, 2O, A Mp WIQMORE ST., LONDON, W.

to increase their earning power and

better profits in the art of Belling.

The llivon method lays out the pru-11'al

principles l.y which thii can be 'lone. This

new movement point* the way to far-

reaching developments for the building of

trade. Veterans get. the latest ami most

approved means of IncreiLsinn SAI-K> ami

PROFITS, and beginners Blart in where

older limnis arc leaving off.

<Jur student i are training for success

Experts in

Salesmanship and

Management.

The course ft Instruction develops in<

Ti(Ui:.l power;nhowi how to reml tinman

ujitiin.' ami Influence cmtomtn. It shows

you how to pul forward the soiling

failures of 3'our K'X*ls forcibly K> M to

win utlention, arouse .lite-refit, create

<k'flirf. ;iml PU bring about ths resolve to

purchase.

T)ie IÂ»ixun course pule salesmen right

on to tho smvewsful linfS of thought

ami i.rtion.

W. C. Manrte* wrftei: " Ru fotlwrino

}ir,nr nifth'jd I acorfd Vie bifjgftt deal

i,, >,><i tiff; nnd tlutt, t<*>, where many

veteran* failed,"

If you wish to know more about this

tiL-w mormnent, we will aem! yen. ixÂ«it

tn-f nn i-i-iiii.:-*t, our IwKjk on tlii' s. i, m i-

of y;ilf.-ni.'Uihhii'-" A rareful readiitK of

this mav IK- wi>rlh humlreiUof puumU to

The DIXON INSTITUTE1

SCIENTIFIC SALESMANSHIP

iv 1193-5 OxfordSt.Lpi\don.'Â«.
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THE WORLD -FArvi ED

PIANO & PLAYER COMBINED

As purchased by Royalty and the Greatest Musicians.

UNIQUE IDEAL COMBINATION OF

TWO WORLD-RENOWNED INSTRUMENTS: The

Angelas -Brinsmead Piano.

The unprecedented success and popularity

of the Angelui Pianos are undoubtedly due to

their artistic supremacy and moderate prices.

Among the wonderful devices to be found only in the Angrlus .in : The

Phrasing Lever, giving full mastery uf every vanattun of tempo: the

Crescendo Lever, subduing tin- Moainpanlm..ut and enabling you to

bring "Â«it the melody in bans ur U'-iil.-. ih<- Diaphragm Pneumatics,

pnxln'-inv' thÂ« sensitive, resilient, human-like touch. Supreme in thune

unique rpÂ»mrcÂ«s, the AngeluD gives to music-lovers, hitherto un.ible to

play, the tÂ«n hniijue possessed by exjiert hand-jilnyern.

Thf hitfh standing of thti AiiKpluB and the BriiiHnu-ad ensures to I In- > 'Hii-

biniitiun the maximum of Duality and reliability i^ujileii with a thoronghlr

evtahliahed rt-ptitatiim. Hesidci the Angiflutt-Itiiniiiueail, tin- Aiigelua is

alÂ»o â�¢ rni> Hiir.l iti piaiiofl by othur eminent maker*.

Hupplied in tiibinet fonnâ��14Â» play any ord.nnry pianoâ��or built entirely

int" Ihe pianos. In eitlivr form huiid-nlayinu 01 pLiying by meoiia of

the Anp'lii>. may be indulged in at vilL Light, cosy pedalling.

77>e ttrst Complete flaw o

senius . ^

MÂ«DAJII Ai.n>!ti writes: " The ' Angelu>' Piano-Pliyer ii ei<ini>itÂ« I I cerUinly coniider it the most perfwt of itÂ« kipd.'

uucouiit IUT cÂ»3h; deferral payments armnged if dciircJ. You are invited to call, or write for Illustrated Catalogue No. a).

I

, Regent Houve,233 Regent SC.LQndon,W

/10T WATER

INSTANTLY

.0

fa

!

Hot Bath in 5

minutes. Boiling

Water J minute.

^ _ No kitchen fires. Hot water

\ just when and where j'ou want iu

?v Kwart's " Lightning " Geyser can

f'f \x fixed anywhere. No dangerous pipes. Works \

. i with gas or oil. Absolutely safe, simple, reliable,

\\, economical. Hot water supply difficulty

*â�¢â�� solved. Cill and see the Geyser at work,

or write for fn-e book, S.M., to

Ewart & Son Ltd.,

'346-350, Ijiston Road, London, N.W.

f

LICMTAIINC"

s'S

CIGARS FOR XMAS

FOR

IMPERIAL ROTHSCHILDS.

100

FOR

50

FOR

POST

FREE.

HRACKETTS CIGARS have stood the test for many

years, and to-dny stand unrivalled for quality and i-lieap-

ness. No better value can be offered to smokers. A

SAMPLE BOX, containing four Cigars and eight

Cigarettes (all different), will be .sent post free for I/-.

CIGARETTE SMOKERS should

"CROWN HEAD" BRAND.

VIRGINIAâ��TURKISHâ��EOVI-TJAN.

Packed in pad top boxes. All one price.

4> per 100 post free.

MEERSCHAUM AND BRIAR PIPES IN CASES

FOR XMAS PRESENTS.

Complete List sent post free on application.

BRACKETT & CO.,

15, Bartlett's Buildings, Holborn Clrov

LONDON, E.G.
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FIFTEEN STORIES AND ARTICLES

,? Und of the

A Lady in Far Fiji

' â�¢

the CHRISTMAS

Now on sale. SIXPENCE, as usual.
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MAKE YOUR OWN

MARMALADE.

FMI.LOWS A BATE'S Patent Marmalade

Machine renders the making of this

delicacy at home a iileiumre.

Saves Time and Labour.

No More Cut Fingers.

A GREAT SUCCESS!

THOUSANDS IN USE!

Slices Three Oranges a Minute.

8.

Price X6/-

Home-made Marmalade of the

Finest Quality coats under 2d. per Ib.

Patent

"CROWN "TONGUE

AND MEAT PRESS

FOP economically

preparing Tongues,

Pressed Brisket, and

Corned Beef at Home.

No. 1 I4lh. aizel 86

No. 3 (71b. bizel 106

The Steel Hopper is routed

with White aian Knamul.

i >l â�¢â�¢â�¢-'"â�¢ i:' /.' ^ .-.'.

with each machine.

SOLD BY ALL IKONMOXOERS.

WRITE FOR ADDRESS OF NEAREST AGENT.

New

Patent

"MAGIC

MIXER.

CAKE

Will quickly and

â�¢ -.isil> reduce 1'utter

and Sugar to a creamy

comtotem'V for the jnic-

rcssful tualcinp ot light

and i;. !L H 'i â�¢ i .> 1 <

Unbreakable Steel

Pan, coated with

White Class

Enamel.

The double set of L^ffl

Beaters rotate mniuly

and sweep rtie whole

inii-rior ot Pan.

Price 7e. 6d.

Complete as

shown.

" HANDY

KNIFE CLEANER

FOLLOWS & BATE, Ltd.,

MPftSKJSU GORTON, MANCHESTER.

WOMAN

NO

on afford to be wltbout

NATURE'S PERFECT SKIN FOOD,

the only one containing no graaw nor olL

Icilma

FLUOR CREAM

A wj little hu a mmrTellou. Â«ffMi

DELICIOUSLY SCENTED.

?o(j or lubes I/- Send Jd. fop two urapltt

(dlflereot scÂ«nti) to

Icilma Co., Ltd., (DÂ«pl 50)

148, Sum INN ROAD, LONDON,

w.c

Designj and estimate!. nihmltted for even: rlus of AiThitertuml

anil ITofes.loiial Art Jletsl tVurk, etc

Soul for lift of lutftt AVr6n. StrÂ«Hi. rf-c pott free

APLE A CO., AIIT MITAI. rÂ»Â«vT5Â»i>-

ll'ept 81. 28. City Arcadee. BIRMINGHAM

6

I vi

HINTS ON VIOLINS-

I\ Ehof Ancient Makers, with Far -tmiU- i^u-i, ,,f ihcir

â�¢â�¢ inHtninienta, and :i wealth of oditr thnroughlv in-

refltlntf m;tttÂ«r. in aaMM in our t'utakÂ«uc of Violiiu

Viola*. Cell.*. Bamwu. SfringB. Muilr ami AiwMurto

â�� 1>Â«)ST FREE ON RKi'EII'T OF PoST-CARfi ^.

RU8HWQRTHA DREAPER.33. lallnjtton. Liverpool

HAS NO EQUAL.

Positively Burnishes

C'utlery without injury

to Blades or Handles.

An Ideal

Xmas Gift.

No. 0. 120

No. I. 17/6

No. 2. 311-

Can lw supplied with either

India-Rubber or Buff Leather

Hollers.

Fringe Nets are

unnecessary if you use.

apply a few drops whe

doing up

the hair. " Frix/ett-i" is free from all

grease and perfectly narnueas.

Of all C/ientists and Stores.

Price 1/6; /oj/ fret, 1/9.

F. W. BATES,

1OO, Brooks s Bar,

Manchester.

Beauty is assured

by the use of

the hands, arms, and face, and prc

venting flushing. Tinted â�� whict

gives to the palest complexion a rich

bloom. State which kind

quireâ��White or Tinted.

Of all Chemists, i/-; or

free 1/3, from â��

F. W. BATES, 100, Brooks a

Bar. Mancheste
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CURETHE DRUNKARD

With or without hia knowledge, by a simple

and inexpensive Home Method, which can

be administered in Tea, Coffee, or Food.

11 you hare anyone dear to von afflicted by thp terrible dritik habit, this remarkable drink cure

will more than interest you. n't will give you ponitive proof of the wonderful cure* effected by thin

remedy ; in fact, we not only tell you, bu' give an opportunity of t. -m.. it free of charge. Even

with the triul lou-kane we h;ive heird of many who have received benefit; It can be UKU without

fear of detection, and is quite tostelen. and has cured hundreds of cases without the (intents'

knowledge. A ivccnt testimonial. No, l:Â«a. nays :â��

" I am happy to be able to tell you now with confidence that a cure ha* been effected by uÂ« of

your Antidipwi, and the patient In now perminently cured. Since he commenced taking theitowders

and up to the present time he hna had no denire for intoxicant- I am very grateful to you for your

help, and will do all L can on your behalf, and will endeavour to get other* to try your wonderful

anu sure remedy." (This testimonial and hundreds of others can be seen at our offices.)

It now re-its with you. Write to-day for a free trial, enclosing i>t tmp for ivwtafre,

and tÂ«st it for younwlf. We will vend ai free trial, instruction*. lKK>kleU, and

testimonials to nil who write to-day. I)o it now, to-morrow will bring the remedy.

Correspondence atrictly confidential.

The WARD CHEMICAL CO., (08, Century House, 203-6, Regent St, W.

FREE

VIBRATION the Law for HEALTH,

STRENGTH, VITALITY.

A BOON AND BLESSING

TO MANKIND.

Indispensable to MOTHERS,

WIVES, DAUGHTERS.

The Dally use of the

'SPINALIFE'

BRUSH

Is an invigorating pleasure.

It relieves ACHES, PAINS,

NEURALGIA, BACKACHE,

HEADACHE, or any other

ache from which most

women sufferâ��makes

the Weak Strong,

Healthy,

Vigorous,

MEN'S

TROUBLES,

Indigestion, Bilious

Headache, Lumbago,

Rheumatism, Insom-

nia, Depression, Want

of Energy, are quickly

relieved by the Stimulating

Vibration of the

SPINALIFE' BRUSH.

Restores the circulation,

stimulates functional acti-

vity so that MIND and BODY

act In HARMONY, which con-

stitutes PERFECT HEALTH. It

has even been knoam to be of

great halp to the paralytic.

Price 5 -, sent anywhere carriage

paid, and for sale at all first-class

Chemists and Departmental Stores.

Illustrated Booklet free on afflicalhx.

Address: The SPINALIFE BRUSH Co.

(Dcpt. I), 23, Haym.irkct, London, S.W.

fc

E

1=

A GOVERNESS CAR for

12 months for 6 guineas.

OvrrToO of these hnve already been sold. Fitted

with La nee wood Mhiifts and XVjirnerWhwli. Patent

Turn-Over Seats; all warranted and sent on ap-

proval by expense* l>eiii(r laid, carriage Mng

refunded if approved. Anyone purchasing

one of these special lines can have half

cost refunded If returning vehicle In

good condition within twelve months.

Rubier Tvren. Â£440 i-xtia. Harness, Â£5 a 0 per

set. Please send for list.

J. B. HUXLEY & CO.,

Coach Builders, Wlntchurch, Salop.

Ett. it.vt. GtM M&lnJ Amift. /nmibri o/(Ae

tt'clt Car. t*Mn*dWfaprtsM i-tttn>nnyr,

SAMPLE FLOATS can be seen at the

Baker Street Carriage Bazaar. London

SoW in

1-lb. Tins.

EAVES

FOOD

For Infants,

Growing Children,

Invalids and the Aged.

Write for " Hints about Baby," by a trained nurseâ��postcard to

JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., Fordingbridge, via Salisbury.

Purveyors by Special Appointment to H.I.M. THE EMPRESS OF RUSSIA.
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the Graph=o=phone

is the Best

The Music Master Visits the Factory.

I WHO teach the music, can with the eyes closed distinguish the

> great Columbia Graph=o=phone from all other machines

that speak. The others, they squeak, they sing through the nose.

But I am curious. Why is the Columbia the best? "Visit the

factory," they say, "and see him in all pro-

cesses of constructing himself."

1 go. They conduct me through seven

acres of floors. I lose myself among three

thousand workmen; an establishment of a

vastness worthy of its Â£2,000,000 of capital.

1 see everywhere the password is "Perfection."

Here, there, everywhere, come the inspectors.

They examine, they cast aside. I say, " Such

very little defect, monsieur."

" Yes," they say. " But one little defect

spoils all."

Pouff I haVe found the secret of

the perfect Graph-O'phone.

I now understand why the Columbia machines win all the Grand

Prizes.

It now explains why they are sold on the Easy Payments, when

desired.

I make my acknowledgments to the genius in the patents, and the

genius in the construction, which gives to the Columbia the perfect

voice. It is marvellous as a story of Jules Verne.

A Miracleâ��This Columbia Grapf)Â°o*phone.

Before buying a Talking Machine insist on hearing the Columbia and be convinced,

like the music master, that it is the best.

Write for " Price BooL F." and "A Ray of Sunshine."

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO.,

64 & 66, Oxford St., London, W.

GLASGOW: 50, Union Street.

MANCHESTER : 54. Market Street.

CARDIFF: 96. St. Mary Street.

SYDNEY: 255. Clarence Street.
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RHEUMATISM

CURED

WITHOUT MEDICINE

by guaranteed external remedy. Makers so positive

it *III cure that they faithfully promise to send

to every sufferer

4/6woRâ�¢FREE

WO

Â£100 GUARANTEE.

Magic Foot Drafts have cured thousands of rheu-

matic sufferers in all parts of the worldâ��many over

eighty years of age. They will cure you. " Send

only your name and address ; you will receive 4s. Od.

worth of these wonderful Drafts Absolutely Free

liy return post. If you are satisfied with the relief

they bring, send us 4s. (id. ; if not, send nothing.

You decide. So that you may have confidence wo

offer Â£100 to anyone proving this offer is not as we

represent it.

Don't ruin your stnmach with harmful drugs, just

give Magic Foot Drafts a trial at our expense. Thev

are worn on the Holes of the feet and cure Rheumatism

in all parts of the body by drawing out and absorbing

, the poisonous uric acid

H through the large sweat

pores. No matter how

many remedies you have

tried, give Magic Foot

Drafts a trial. They

will cure you. Send

at once to Magio Foot Draft Co., 1233, Victoria

Chambers. Holliom Viaduct, London, E.U., and

tlie Druft.s and beautifully illustrated book on

"Rheumatism" will be sent you absolutely free-

when we say "FKEK" we mean it. Send"to-day ;

only your name and addressâ��no stampsâ��no money.

Christmas Gift.

We will mul

tmt,-,!

.,,.â��, lf ,

Reliable Watches. 'Diamond Rings, etc^,

at IDs. In the Â£ below usual prices.

GEORGE & CO. (Dept. A). K-lal). 18,0,

264, Scotland Road. Liverpool

(il'l.ll. â�¢Sll.l-r.ll. Klf.. K\CIIAMiKI> UK I'l'lll'IIAf-Bll.

j FLAX FROM

ITHE FIELD-

SHIRTS

TO YOU.

than the studholes of the neckband to uurar

or tear out after a few times washing

DRESS SHIRTS, j f,,r 14,11, ,>,M paid,

worlh 76 e;,,l,, tiuc-d with .he new ,lt.ck.

band. Patent 3379, which â�¢uitomaii, ally

doubles the life and durability of the

neckband. Dressed ready for u>e.

Finest Value ever offered. Cuffs will

not orack In the laundry.

L. F. SLADE "(Dept. C),

rciiiu â�¢'t

IV. INSURES YOUR COMPLEXION

g Dr. HARUAN'8

'BEAUTY-CUP MASSAGE

For the Face, Neck,

Arms, and Body.

" A'o Â«*>man irAo otriM-onl -

o/ f/>- -â�¢ ninuter) itl little

Cupipu'etl An (if miy fturof \

wrinkles itr blnclfteadt." I

The simplicity of Ihil I

scientific pjntem of self. I

applied nmi-Kjiae. anil the 1

it.ml ..ilh.huhit Hear.!

the ruinplexioii,;iiealnioat I

beyond lielief. A Kindle I

noÂ»thingapp]i<*tiotiofthel- â��_

littlelieuutf Cup produce! remarkable reiult* Bin

â�¢'r"Jf l'l'51M;'"' '*'"''''" "W Â»'"'nclÂ». It pump* i

lid nerk. rind plutnlw the waste i

ipunUel

ire*in the tÂ«-dv Â»ith

fresh, pure b[tmd to The ti^in-a. in.iKiii t'hrt1.-*h

and the skin soft and satiny. Dr. Harlan's Beauty-Cup

Bent lij- niai! in plain wrapKr-wlth ourBrautv E-,,k-!.,,Â«'

a<ldreÂ«s lur 21 P.O. labnod 36 Mill f' lli,.nÂ»,i

LilÂ»Â«.>T..KyUo..](H(4.E.vihangeBuil,lingÂ«.SoulhÂ»Â»rk.ix!lKlos.

.-. a |ium|Â» t-

Koiiilrrfulraijfcliiy. Aelnillrertlj- .in lh<-

freÂ«h, |,ure blood to the tiÂ»su..-

Always keep it

in the house and use it.

NON-POISONOUS

DISINFECTANT

FOP HOUSEHOLD, STABLE

and KENNEL.

Large Bottle on receipt

of 3d. for postage.

PEARSONS ANTISEPTIC CO., Ltd.,

15, Elm Street,

Cray's Inn Rd., LONDON, W.C.

Ertraetfrom ArtirU by Erlitor of "Bab\l":â��

" â�¢ C HI LPR U FE â�¢ Ivan :t.hnir i>>!>- Mm- wool

material recmtlr lntro.lucu.1 for l'hll.lrwi'Â«

inutnlntnfnR. It iio.o.rÂ«.w9 all the best <intli-

i'-Â» nf finpM flannel, lint in rhfnjwr am! more

nmhle. The writer ha> teen a large

number ot letter! from delighted

mothers emphasising Its advantages/'

'end for List ani Sample Garment on

'pprouat. Ash your Draper for' Chilprufe.'

'IMWKU-. STÂ»Y-MÂ»NÂ»B. PITTKOAT*. Pn^ HM.

The Chilprufe Mfg. Co.,
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FOR CONSUMPTION

" Three Months'

Rest and

Angler's Emtilsion."

FREE

SAMPLE

on receipt of 3d. postage.

Mention STRAND MAGAZINE.

57, Derby Street, Moss Side, Manchester.

Dear Sirs,â��About four years ago I was told by two lung specialists that 1 had

consumption, and was advised to go into a home for consumptives. My husband,

however, would not let me go, and I was placed under the care of my sister's doctor, who

advised three months' rest and Angler's Emulsion. I went to West Kirby, and after

nine weeks had gained 2 stone 2 Ibs. I attribute this solely to Angler's, and wish I had

heard about it sooner. I am never without a large bottle, though I don't use it

continually. I advise anyone that I come across with colds, etc., to use it, and have

frequently bought small bottles for my friends. I have converted many to my belief in it,

especially my sister, who persevered a long time with other Emulsions until I bought her

a bottle. Now, like myself, she is never without it. My two babies have never had

serious colds, because immediately I see them looking not well I give them Angier's for

three or four days, and they ask for it themselves. I have tried almost all other chest

cures, but I now rely solely on Angier's, for besides curing the cough I firmly believe it

heals the lungs. (Signed) (Mrs.) J. JONES.

PRESCRIBED BY THE MEDICAL PROFESSION.

USED IN THE HOSPITALS.

Every year a larger number of Consumption hospitals and sanatoria use Angier's Emulsion systematically.

What better proof can be given of ils value ? No other remedy has such a soothing and healing effect upon throat,

lungs and air passages, and no other remedy will so invariably promote appetite, aid digoiion and improve nutrition.

Anjjier's Emulsion positively has no equal in the treatment of consumption, bronchitis, coughs and all lung affections.

It is pleasant to take and agrees perfectly with delicate stomachs. Write lo-day for a Free Sample Bottle

Of Chemist* and Drug Stores, / /i, 219, mad 416.

THE ANGIER CHEMICAL CO.. Ltd., 32, SNOW HILL. LONDON. E.C.
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SOLUBLE

CHOCOLATE

fc

I

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE

SOLUBLE CHOCOLATE (Patented). The only choco-

late dissolved instantaneously in hot water or milk, and

therefore prepared much faster than cocoa.

The promptness of its preparation, its low price, and its

high quality make it far superior to any chocolate or cocoa.

The ordinary powder cocoa, which is deprived 01 its

cocoa butter, is not nutritive, but the " G. B." Soluble

Chocolate is nutritive because none of its butter has been

removed from it.

Moreover, it is highly digestive, because the process of its

manufacture is perfectly natural.

THE

SOLUBLE CHOCOLATE (Patented). Prepared by

Guerin-Boutron, Paris.

Wholesale : Batger and Co., London, E.

The

New

Toffee

MACKINTOSH'S

KEBRO

that's

always

accepted

. .

Testimonial*, rflnyit orders

tMicUon. Art cat

free. Write to day.

I'nrkwes. Cliun-h and

School Teaware Hoteln. Board-

e*. mill Balaam

CENTURY POTTERY CO.,

Dcpt. 13, Burslem, Staffs.

â�¢THE PERFECT TOBACCO'

A Superb Mixture of

Matchless Tobacco.

Sold In Â»n.. i-lh.. |-1K. and 1-IK

Tina. 7 - jÂ«r Hi. Port Free-

Sample â�¢2"!. Tin tent, punf frft, 1>

â�¢Hexdolla'Mexican Cigars

Cotnixwed of the (lioioont Mnj-

<iin Ix-af raisetl urwn Virgin Soil

from Picked LuaYeii of the young

Tobacco runt.

I'M. i 25 - per 1OO, put free.

SMpprd direct from I'm Cna 6Â»

FREDK. WRIGHT.

Cigar Im|Â»rUr. Cheltenham I

Hi IlighSt ; GloucMUr: The

Crou; and Bath i 17. Northra**
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JEMAt

WINCARNIS

Win t ry

Weather

Whilst it is unquestionably true that the regular

consumption of COLEMAN'S "WINCARNIS" is at

all times both desirable and beneficial to old and

young alike, it becomes particularly so at the approach

of the wintry weather, when the human body

becomes the more subjecl to wear and tear and,

consequently, the less able to resist possible attacks

of disease.

COLEMAN'S "WINCARNIS" fortifies the system with

reserve energyâ��safeguards it from the evil influences of severe

and changeable climatic conditions- increases the power of the

brainâ��feeds and stimulates the blood strengthens the nervesâ��

and generally makes and maintains physical fitness.

SAMPLE BOTTLE FREE.

MOTE, /'i/l in Confirm ami trail Ihrtt /,. iinr itainp* la pay

cnst of carriae.: No charge whatever it mtutc far botltt t>/

" H'imarnii." Mark envelope "COUPON."

SIGN THIS COUPON.

.".â�¢ml to i â��,, y,, 4 (â�¢â�� , IA, WlncarnlÂ» Worki, XorÂ«l' h.

.\Mriu

i .'. ' Itte., ,'m.
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THE DEAF

HEAR

Since a great scientist perfected a tiny yet

powerful appliance, which perfectly restores

the hearing, there is no necessity to use

cumbrous, unsightly trumpets. This mar-

vellous little device fits perfectly into the

ear and is invisible.

FREE Book makes clear its uniqueness.

NO one need know you are deaf now, because you can

just ihrow away your ear-trumpet, and hear perfectly

with the aid of a wonderful new device which is invisible.

This is the Murray Kar-Drum, which defies detection, and

gives you natural powers of hearing. It is different to any

other device for the ears, and is quite the most recent inven-

tion. (Patent No. 16313.) Kvery sound wave is caught by it,

carried to the aural drumhead, andâ��you HEAR.

It does not matter what is the cause of your deaf-

ness (unless you were born deaf), the Murray Ear-Drum

rectifies it, and you hear as well as olhers. Your age does

not mitter. The Murray Ear-Drum is as efficacious in the

case of a child as it is in the case of an aged person. No dis-

comfort. No metal. Can be worn day and night without

causing inconvenience.

It docs not matter whether yon are deaf through

perforated or injured ear-drum, or through the effects of any

disease, or accidents, the effect is the sameâ��PERFECT.

The moment you place the Murray Ear-Drum in your ear,

YOU CAN HEAR!

People afflicted with this distressing complaint are cordially

invited to send at once for a valuable FREE HOOK, describing

the Murray Ear-Drum, and containing convincing proof ot its

genuineness. This book contains testimonials from grateful

users in every part of Great Britain and her Colonies, letters

of thanks from people in even' station of life, including clergy-

men, titled persons, artisans, lawyers, and doctors. \ou may

write to any of the addresses given and obtain proof.

If you are deaf and want to HEAR AT ONCE, write

TO-DAY, and enclose stamp to pay postage, io The

Murray Company, 159 Century House,

2OB Regent Street, London, W.

The longer you wait the longer you'll be deaf, so don't

delay. Regain your lost hearing at once, and

WRITE TO-DAY.

DOCTORS' SPECIAL

Insist on your Wine

Merchant sending

you a free sample

bottle of the only

Whisky with a Doc-

tor's Certificate of

purity on each bottle.

Robert McNist 6- Co.

GLASGOW and LONDON.

AND

PERFECTION

â�¢- arr hynonymons terms where

TmLIT riiuvuuTlONS are concerned.

*jr Prevents premature lines or

POMEROY wrinkles, blackheads. &c. Can-

Skin Food, not injure the skin. In jars,

at Is. 6d.. 3s. 6d. and 5s. Od.

POMEROY Cleanse, soften and beautify the

rUMC.1V U I Hair, bringing out the original

Shampoo ligh,5 and adding a delightful

Powders. sheen

Price, per box containing 7, Is. Od.

xmuirn r\v Promotes the growth and pre-

POMEROY yent$ ,he hair fal,|ng out_

"air creates a delightful fluffiness and

Stimulant, corrects excessive greasiness.

Price 2s. Od. and 3s. 6d. per bottle.

, SOLD BT â�¢ STORES and CHEMISTS,

' Or post free front

Mrs. Pomeroy, Ltd., 29, Old Bond St.,

â�¢ London, W

Write for Boot of Deautjr Rules gratis and post free.

wm

" The mont remarkable musical discovery of the age.

muse an entire revolution ill piano-playing."â��I < â�¢'* \

PIANO IN 12 LESSONS

To learn to play tho Piano has hitherto been

a most difficult tusk, occupying many yÂ«*n,

involving tin- moat tedious study anil prac-

tice ; i.ecosit.'ttiMir <'iin*idfnihle outlay for

tuition. At hut all this in altered ; for. by

the new method, entitled " Piano in Twelve

I â�¢â�¢<â�¢(,â�¢ anyone rnn nnw learn to t>lay

hundreds of sacred and secular pieees.

.1 ih..-. fantasias, operatic - >â�¢ n -n- ac-

corniiainmenU, â�¢',â�¢'. from muvlo In &

few weeks without the slightest previous

knowleilgeaud vitheut the aid of ate*cher.

For both adult* and children this is now the

only satisfactory roethod.f or adults hecaaee

itensures a brilliant style in an extremely

abort time, and for children fkccausr it

makes the study a pleasure inctÂ«ad of a

toil, and entirely doe* away with all

drudgeryand tedious practice. Itisaaecuy

M ABC, and the results are simply marvellous. It is equally mitAbb

for either Piano, Harmonium, or American Organ. Thousands of

Testimonials. Success guaranteed. Money willingly returned if not

a* stated. Post free. 21 complete, per Postal Order.

THE IMPERIAL PUBLISHING COMPANY S Depl. .

9. 11, IS A 15, Oxford StrÂ»Â«t. London, W.
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COLEMAN'S

g ww^c-iiri*-tn *3

A NERVE PILLS

MAKE YOU CHEERFUL,

ENERGETIC & CONTENTED.

.<'â�¢;..

THE WORRIES OF THE AGE.

Most of our imhappiness, anxiety, worry, and

nervous helplessness arises from Nerve Weaknessâ��an

alarming fact.

If you u-oiild escape the danger of linnet e^-urv

illness, if you would eat well, work well, think well,

anil sleep well, y.ni must strengthen the nerve-; \viih

Coleman < Nerve Pills, the first sample of which will

be sent free and po-t paid. See (V>ii|x>n Mow.

Coleman's Nerve IMls are obtainable ;it all Chemists

and Stores At i/ij and 2/9 per bottle, hut hew.ire of

imitations. See J. Chapmnn & Co., Ltd., <m

Government Stamp.

SIGN THIS COUPON.

Send It to J. Chapman & Co., Ld., Norwich.

Name...

AtMrtss.

HTK*MJ MAQ42IKK. /"â�¢ . ''J6.
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RudgeWhiiworth

Britain's Best Bicycle

A LIGHT BICYCLE

MAKES A

PERFECT HOLIDAY.

Over-exertion spoils any holiday, and many cyclists

tire themselves to death by pushing pounds of useless

metal about.

Most bicycles are far too heavy, and the reason

is that it is cheaper to make them heavy.

Very few cyclists weigh their machines and

know how heavy they are.

The average bicycle weighs 35!!). to 4olb.,

whereas no reliable bicycle scientifically

built of tested materials need weigh

more than a81b. to jolb.

complete.

You can go further and

keep fresher on a light

bicycle â�� on a RUUGE-

WHITWORTH, the lightest

bicycle obtainable.

Every Rudge-Whitworth guaranteed 4 years. 84 Models, Packed Free

and Carriage Paid, from Â£5 to Â£15, by 12 equal monthly payments at

catalogue prices, without extra charge. No references or deposit required.

1O per cent, cash discount (2s. in the Â£) for cash with order.

The Great 64-Page Art Catalogue Post Free from

RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd., Dcpt. 201, COVENTRY.

London: 230, Tottenham Court Rd.; 160, Regent St., W.; 23, Holborn Viaduct, E.C.
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Waterman's Ideal f

^r

The

Spirit

of

Christmas

Present.

The spirit that Charles DicKens created in "A Christmas

Carol" moves many an English heart to generous. Kindly

feeling each year, and the giving of Christmas gifts annually

becomes more and more an institution. Inseparably linked

with the spirit of Christmas Present is Waterman's Ideal.

It is a tangible, tasteful, and at the same time useful link

between the sentimental associations that make the

Christmas spirit -which Dickens did so much to keep

aliveâ��so great a human factor in the National life.

Mr. S. R. CROCKETT, the eminent Novelist, says:â��

"TO QIVE AWAY A WATERMAN'S IDEAL IS TO MAKE A

FRIEND FOR LIFE."

From 10/6 upwards. In Silver and Gold for Presentation. O( Stationers. Jewellers, etc.

Catalogue, post free, from

L. & C. HARDTMUTH, 12, Golden Lane, London, E.G.
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IASHES

EVERYTHING.

OUTSIDE THE SOAP COMBINE.

Manufactory, Dukinfield.

IF you use "Compo"

simply for washing

clothes, and not for

all kinds of washing

and cleaning, you are

cheating yourself out

of a great deal of

comfort and economy.

PAUL'S iNKS

ARE UNIQUE I

IN SPECIAL DECANTERS with PATENT

STOPPERS. NO CORKS TO DRAW. NO

SPLASHING. NO INKY FINCHES. AÂ»k

jour Stationer for PAUL'S art.. Is.. !â�¢.. A 3s. .

â�¢ ir^-M.! rj stump- for wimple mny colour) Â«iÂ»i '"11

!â�¢.in ;.i .^. PAUL'S INK Ltd.. St. Paul's

Square, BIRMINCHAH.

93, QIEEK STRI.IJT, Losnoy.

THESE THREADS ARE THE BEST

FOR ALL CLASSES OF FANCY WORK.

Ask TOUT Wool Dealer for particular! of oar

GRAND FANCY-WORK COMPETITION.

Â£1OO In Cash Prizes.

If IK- hal not got them, send dire-l to U-. POST KRKE.

H.ns you pot THE "PERI-LUSTA" HANDBOOK?

Price 6d. K unable tn procure from your Wool K- il- r,

ic'iid 7d. in ptrnnpe to

"PERI-LUSTA," 19, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.

Women Who Fascinate,

THEIR POWER explained and illustrated

in a book Which is JENT FREE.

Thin and plain women may become beautiful by a scientific home

method, which quickly enlarges the bust, beautifies the complexion,

fills out hollow and scraggy necks, and develops the figure into one

that commands admiration.

There is no reason why every woman should not acquire or

regain a perfect figure. For those who lack the natural development

of the bust, a remarkable proved home treatment has been devised.

It is called DIANO, and is perfectly harmless. This treatment

will positively develop the bust six inches. It fills out

all hollows and flat places, adds grace and beauty to the neck,

softens and clears the skin. No matter how plain you may be,

DIANO will do the same for you as it has done for thousands of

others. DIANO not only beautifies the figure, it improves the

health ; it makes you feel buoyant and youthful. We want you to

know more about what DIANO will do for you ; we cannot explain

all in this advertisement.

On receipt of a stamp to pay postage, we will send a beautiful

book, containing photographs and correspondence from ladies who

have used this treatment. It is sent in a plain sealed envelope.

Why not write at once for it ? It is for your benefit.

All correspondence treated strictly confidential. Addressâ��

LADY MANAGER, THE L. V. ESPANOLA MEDICINE CO.

(Dept. 159), 2033, Regent Street, London, W.

The 4r*irr to powoi bfanln ix

f 'i.-iv refincinfnt U
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The Charm

!

i

Those exceptional

qualities, difficult to

define but very real,

which, realised in

combination, give to

pipe smoking its own

peculiar and most

satisfying charm, will

always be found in

these three mixtures :

MORE LEA'S SMOKERS

1HK I.OMiSHOKK.MAN.

Hi Will Own.

BOARDMAN'S .MILD, I

CHAIRMAN (MEDIUM) |:

RECORDER CFULD |

They have complete coolness, a pleasing

fragrance, and that subtle quality usually

termed flavour, given to them by the inclusion

and right selection of tobaccos unknown to

most blenders.

They are pure tobacco of fine quality

only, without any added scent or flavouring :

they are tobacco in its best form.

These three mixtures cover the range of

strengths that will meet the tastes of ninety

men in every hundred, and are sold by most

good class tobacconists in the country at

5 ' d. per oz., in I and 2oz. Packets, and

i and Jib. Tins.

If any difficulty is experienced in obtaining

them, send I/- for Sample 2oz. Packet toâ��

R. J. LEA,

The Tobacco Specialist,

45, Market Street,

MANCHESTER.

Â»**Â£

The "CAJAC"

Card & Writing Table.

A MOST USEFUL

XMAS PRESENT.

F.ildn Flat and Level,

Thii-know Si inchâ�¢.

Unequalled for

Llghtnosa,

Compactness,

Rigidity & Strength

The only Folding

Card Table with a

capacious Drawer.

15 by 12" by U"

In Bide measure-

ment.

Beautifully finished.

with 2 in. [Mili*hcil riiu.

8i*e-m 6ln. h

PACKED AXn RAILWAY CARRIAGE FREE.

Finished Natural Colour, 26 -. Finished Walnut or

Mahogany, 276. Solid Oak. fumed, 326. Solid

Teak, polished, 42 -.

Fitted with Leather Cloth C'cntrp. as a Writing Table, at

above price*.

Of all l'i>-to-dale Store* and Ilmiie Fumi'Mcr*. Mnd for free

of " Hatherky OrtgkuUlm.*

ALL. AN JONES &. C

HATHERLEY WORKS. GLOUCESTER

Lonoon: ae. LEONARD STtteT.tcâ��

BOY

BUSY BUILDING

WITH A BOX OF

Harbutt's Plasticine Builder

| It is easy and interesting. Ail the family become \

fascinated in the wotk.

An Excellent PRESENT for XMAS.

Price S/-. or fast Free for SIB.

\ The ever popular COMPLETE MODELLER,

Pojf Free, 2/tO

THi: ni:CIC\Ii: I) Â» box for Art Amateur*. I

I 111: l)I..M(l,M I'. 3 5 Post Free.

From all Art, Toy. and Fancy Iltalfrf, vr direct frtnn

I W. HARBUTT. A.R.G.A., 3, BATHAMPTON, BATH. 1

Send or Mk fur our IlliiÂ«tmtÂ«l Lint,
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CHRISTMAS

SUNDAY

STRAND

Look out for the

Prettiest Cover on the

stalls â�� that's

THE SUNDAY STRAND

XMAS NUMBER.

Price

SIXPENCE,

as usual.

Illustration from

MARY FARRAH'S

Xmas Story â��

1 Bunny's Christmas Guest.'

* The Little Pharisee,'

By HAROLD BEGBIE.

'The

Old Adam,'

liy

John Cleveknd.

1 Thomas Faed:

The Artist of the Home.'

By A. B. COOPER.

DON'T MISS -

'Ambitious Benzolina/

By J. H. YOXALL, M.P.

Bobbie and

the Messenger Boy,'

By E. M. McTURK.

Illustration from ^

4 Novels Inspired

r YORK HOPEWELL'S Article-

by Cathedral Towns.'
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' Oh, hat men should put an enemy into their mouths to steal away their brains."â��Shakespeare.

ALCOHOLIC EXCESS

Narcomania and Resultant Nervous Diseases.

Caret/ at Patient's own Homo In 3 to 7 weeks by tho now rocogniaad

TURVEY TREATMENT

Entailing no Inconvenience or publicity, the Treatment (which can be taken by the most delicate

person of either sex) totally eradicates all craving: for stimulant, creating a lasting

antipathy to Alcohol and Drugs In 3 to 7 weeks.

THE TURVEY TREATMENT CAN BE FORWARDED TO ANY PART OF THE WORLD.

MR. THOMAS HOLMES, the famous London Mission Worker, states

"I have tried jour Remedy U|Â»oii the worst Â«wen,<rf IiJiminwriin [ could fiml in the cnurw iÂ»f my work. I noon niÂ« the lKÂ»m>fi< iÂ«l

effectet of your Rnuctly. Their physical condition nipiilly improved, their licpreswU'ii of mind KXW imttwd jiwuy, tlii'y li-i-urne bright

and hopefulâ��in fact, new men."

The Rev. Canon MACKINTOSH states:-

11 Fn Ortolwr. IJWt. I trie.) the Turvcy Treatment Â«i*m a man about 40 yeare of age, Tlie fi-urne erf Trait incut rÂ»me to an end

In 11 â�¢ n' six weeks, and Oie ]â�¢ 11; m hjis never Mince then hud the alightext desire, to touch a'ftihol npiiin. iirul he tut* inM mv that even

th â�¢ hTuell of Hpiritt* in to liim quite offensive. He wnÂ« formerly u martyr to an inaatiaMu cruung tor ulcoliol, )>ut now, dunks tu tliis

treatment, he is u changed man both tiMiiiwrally and spirit uafly."

Used with the greatest success by Officials of the Church of England Temperance Society.

All Communications treated as Strictly Confidential.

CpPPlAI MHTIPP '''" constituent* n->'I in (he Tiirrey Treat ' ent nre prepared hv the ('Kinjany't) Quiilfned Medical

**r fcWI/lfc nv I lut. sta-fT. and are certified hy theoi to he al>solutely humilegs in every way.

THE ONLY SYSTEM IN GREAT BRITAIN UNDER QUALIFIED ENGLISH MEDICAL DIRECTION.

Wriui for Illustrated TreatUe, containing full particulars posL free*, or call :â��

Mod. Supt, TURVEY TREATMENT CO., Ltd., 1, Amberley House, Norfolk St., Strand, London.

CONSULTATIONS FREE. Telegrams: "TUB VERT, LONDON." Telephone: 5404. GBRXARD.

Resident Cases Taken.

.ADIES WITH SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

For many years I wax afflicted with a very humiliating growth of hair on my face. I

have discovered a sure and harmless remedy which peimnnently removes this embarrassing

growth, and acts directly upon the follicles, thereby exterminating root and branch ; it i*

abeulutelv painless I have treated hundieds of rases with perfect success. Write to me

in confidence for further particulars, and enclose stamp to pay postage. It is quite tin

inexpensive treatment. HELEN M. V. TEMPLE, 9 Pugh Place, Carnaby St., W.

BARGAINS IN BEDSTEADS FROM BIRMINGHAM

Prompt

Despatch.

Packed Free.

Carriage Paid.

Cash or

Instalments.

SHOW ROOMS :

62, MCOR ST.

EntsMMied 1889.

Full Illustrated

Catalogues, Tost Free.

THE HOME OF THE INDUSTRY.

All Goods Sent Direct from Works to Buyer's Address,

Perfectly New Condition.

in

METAL A WOOD'

of all hind*.

BEDSTEADS

MATTRESSES,

BEDDING,

FURNITURE.

There ic nothing in Iwdn nut furniture .vou rannt'l buy

from inc. I have no Agent*, and do nut vupply -Imj.- nr

slÂ«rcn. For 17 y*an> I have Mi|>|ilu>d Ihf jmhlii- direct,

and 1 have thouaandH uf trfitinionulB ihut t-iin bt* -â�¢.â�¢â�¢>

at any tinie.

CHARLES RILEY (Desk 12), MOOR STREET, BIRMINGHAM.

RED GIANT

3IG

Is the Best.

Always Ready.

complete.

Exact size of pen when open ready for use. Can be carried In any position. Will not leuh or blr*

Made in Best Red Vulcanite. Guaranteed.

Sole Makers: JEWEL PEN CO. (L)ep'. A.), to?, Fenchurch Street, London, E.C.
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o waste

0 spilling

lo breaking

No ruined

garments

In travel

Dr. Lyon's

perfect

Tooth Powder

Cleanses, Preserves, and

Beautifies the Teeth

without injury ; imparts

a Natural Fragrance to

the Breath.

Sold by all Chemists in dainty blue

enamelled metal boxes, with

Dr. Lyon's patent measuring tube.

Very convenient for Tourists.

Price I/-.

Prepared by the eminent Dental Surgeon,

242, Upper Thames Street, London, E.C.

SenJ P.0.0,

10 6

: OIGARS

! Por Cultural Palates At FIRST Cost.

LAS CARILLAS

post paid.

Cash

refunded

il nut

approved.

A Blend of the Finest'Hrides

. . of High-Class Tobaccos . .

| White Aih. Spen BnrÂ»iitQ. A>/KJÂ«fÂ«i Flavour.

t FRANK JOHNSON. Mf>.. L.EICESTFR.

Chimnoy-

aweepinc and

D r & i n - cle a r i n e

.â�� iefi forPrtraleHouses.

Country Maihrnn*. Hotels,

Farms, etc They arc- al*a

Uselul, aiul last a lifetime.

W. & G. ASHFORD.

4. Bamt Green, Birmingham

It is full

of

Interesting

Information

References to Local I Users everywhere.

The BUCK

ensderfer

Typewriter

Vittible

Writing

embodies all (hose refinements in typewriter construction

and finish w^ich make for consistently clear. rafÂ»d, and

accurate typing. Perfect alignment iÂ» always ensured

on a "Blick."

Yi-t " Illirks" oitft only half the price,

ami im- lint 11 thin! the weight of

in.uiy old -fashioned. clumsy tiukes.

BLICKENSDERFER CO., LTD., 0 & 10, Cheapslde.

THE POPULAR

SCOTCH

BLAUHITE

W///SKY.

Sole Pnpriefors JAMES BUCHANAN &CÂ°.L\

26 HOLBORN, LONDON.EC
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A BRIGHT IDEA,

As seen by PHIL MAY.

Master of Lodging House to Juvenile Slavey : " How is it you

are going out so early this evening, Mary Ann ?'

Small General: " 'Cos Missus bought Globe Metal Polish,

and the brasses and fenders was cleaned like lightning."

Reproduced from T'te Taller,
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ERITA

ANTI-VIBRATION GAS MANTLES

ALL VIBRATION s) detrimental to mantles is

absorbed by the wire support, whilst it also

provides the means of handling WITHOUT RISK

OF BREAKAGE.

The cap A exactly fits the head of burner, holds

the mantle erect, secures the full heat value of

the Bunsen flame, and produces a brilliant

incandescence throughout the whole mantle.

Ordinary Style " Veritas '

from 3Jd.

Inverted "Veritas'

Mantles

Sid.

See that the nnme " Verttas " is on every

mantle and box.

DEFECTIVE

SIGHT

Many people suffer from bad Bight, or

ti.in- and specks. All such should send

vo STEPHEN GRKKN, 210, Lambeth

Kcmd, London, for his little book,

"How to Preserve the Eyesight." 'j'his

tellB of SINGLETON'S EYE OINT-

MENT, a cure for all troubles of the

eyes, eyelid*, and eyelashes, having

3UO yeuÂ»' reputation as the bept

remedy. Supplied in ancient pedestal

pots for 2/. earn l>y all chemists A stores.

Please ii'.te that it retains its

healing virtues for years.

THE FOSTER',,

PATENT KNITTER

Provides Profitable Home Employment,

It make* all a'zea Stockings. Vests,

and Underc.'othlntf.

ll'rilc f,.r Caih. Hire, or Wait Termt.

M ,, .', II '., /, -.,',

JASLS IOSIKII [.. ;.i F-.. 41, 1 iiLiis.il.. rrralon.

-

'â�¢ WHAT BETTER

Excelsior Table

For a CHRISTMAS PRESENT O

or NEW YEAR'S GIFT â�¢

THE EXCELSIOR

ADJUSTABLE TABLE

C:in !*â�¢ mlBi-,1 or loweml unit top tiltÂ«l for

READING or WRITING i.unÂ«Â«f*.

An ABSOLUTE NECESSITY u "

SICK ROOM. YOUR DOCTOR

tell you it > the K-Â»t olitniiml'le

all leattinR Fumiiiheni itml Ir-nni

\Vrile for lllu-lralrd l.ia a*d

iMttttl lestwttny.

WIXCVl I.K TRADING n

LiiiiTt:!'. 106i. tirml SjirTn

Ilil!. Ltiuilon. E.t.

IRISH LINENS

CROSS BORDERED

DOUBLE Damask

TABLING

Beautiful Desltf â�¢>. 2yd*. wide, 34 prr yard:

i SERVIETTES to Match. 12- P*r doz

l.i.:... 1 l,-,,,-l il. hill 11 JT..lk,-r, li i. â�¢- .all I â�¢ â��. ,, 3 6 4 6 f> C

Monti1 ., .. .. S3. 7 - Â»Â« _

U.liâ�¢1 Pretty EmliroWnrr,! llnnilkrn-hli-h, Od.. 1'S. Â»- Â«.ch

Saniplen anil prices of n- un hold Lin- nil antl HÂ»iu!keT'-Iii*-fi ua

itl'lili'-ition. 1 -, -.I Kemnnnts BumlleÂ». 9 -. 1O -.

Satufarlioa fimraaM

ENFIELD LINEN HOUSE, 147. Crumlin Rd. BELFAST.

AN IDEAL GIFT,

This Dainty Stylograph In Red,

Mottled, or Black Vulcanite,

In padded ptcicnlalion box.

Oi with two 18-ct. rolled

Cold ll.in.l-. S

FOR

TICKET-POCKET

OR PURSE.

Guaranteed to br of

best material and workmarohip.

Will write 3.000 words with oar filling.

â�� . rti s**1 ~"

.Art" dUsiiuaUr Inilf frmn-

DURIE BROWN & CO., Ill, PRINCES STREET, EDINBURGH.

of sty'"1
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The

" Elliott-Fisher"

Billing and Adding

Typewriter.

Does All the work of a Typewriter;

All the work of an Adding

Machine ;

All the work of the two combined.

Writes in Bound Books.

Write for Particulars to

ELLIOTT-FISHER COMPANY,

753, Cannon Street, London, E.G.

Siolzenberg System

of FILING and ORGANISATION

Has achieved remarkable .success in every sphere of action. Railway

and Steamship Companies, His Majesty's Government, the London

County Council, and many of the most prominent firms of the day are

satisfied users. Simple and Economical in working, it ensures a

Harmonious Office Organisation making for Increased Efficiency.

SPECIAL OFFER.

Shutter Cabinet, No. L.JI^,

and compact piece of furnitur

clear spaces of 2in. , and is wide and dee p e

We shall l>e pleased to supply 1 Cabinet, No.

shelves and six swing ticket holders, at

In order to still mon- widely advertise our

system, and lo afford an inexpensive

means of giving our system a pr.n'ii'~;il

^^^^^^ tri;il, we are prepared to supply our Roller

s illustrated, at sp-cially low prices. This haixUome

is fitted with twelve movable shelves, affording tbiiteen

ugh to house our foolscap files conveniently.

J, provided with twelve movable

83 0 0 In Oak

List Price Â£3 17 o (

. '*Â«Â« 'Â«

in â�¢"Â£ i

We can in addition supply a set of Files with Per.orator and Accessories at 7/6, thus

making the Cabinet a complete Filing Inst.-.IIalion on a small scale.

This Cabinet is superior in every respect to all other receptacles for storing papei s.

At ha'faturn of the key the Roller Shutter drops and thr whole contents ;m:

at once visible, enabling the user to immediately extract the File required, av-isied by

the ingenious classification by colours, another ingenious point in the StolzenhergSjstrni.

Please call at our S/towrcotns, or let vs send you our Catalogue. H'e are also (fte

makers of Kail Top Desks ami Office Tables on new and hnf>ro-cd lint*, ami a

variety of np-to~da,te Fttntitttrs of special design for Office or Library me.

THE STOLZENBERG PATENT FILE CO.,50â�¢"â�¢ %SXT**"â�¢ LONDON, E.G.

Also at GLASGOW and \EWCASTLE-ON- YNB.
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Tnree Typewnters in On

By the mere touch of a lever you write in

Non-fading Black Ink

Purple Copying Ink or

Bed Inkâ��for emphasis

No other machine does this

The New

SMITH PREMIER

Typewriter

Writing in Three Colours

Is the last great achievement in typewriter

inventions, and costs no more than regular

models. Illustrated Catalogue free on

application.

THE SMITH PREMIER

TYPEWRITER CO.

14, Gracechurch Street, London. E.C

Branches in Principal Citiel
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in

1 HE FENTON POTTERY GQ

DEPTB4ROYAL CHINA WORKS FENTON STAFF?

Tea & Breakfast

Service jj

The GEISHA/

Rich Art A

Flowin$Bluel

And Best /

S3Pieces

As here

Shewn

A

A MARVEL OF BRITISH ENTERPRISE,.

Dinner Sets

To Match

Pieces

Sample

f.,^ .

SaUcer

\Posi

\ Free

AJ?T DIYTTITDV AT T31 TK4 MAGNIFICENTLY ILLUSTRATED IN 23 COLOURS AND COLO!

AlTJ I Ul I Al.nilm SHEWING TEA DINNER. CHAMBER SERVICESTWNKET 6TT3 '

n ,- o -r- c- r-. r- t- ic *â�¢>Â«> ONE SHOULD MISS OBTAINING A COPY OF THIS ALBUM

H u 3 T r R 11 WHO REQUIRE cnocnERY SHEWS GOODS AS CLEARLY AS tr VOOVWTCD^B

No matter what the price may be,

every King sold by us is iS-ct. Gold

and set with real Stones. Everyone,

too, is actually made by us. Send for

our fully Illustrated Catalogueâ��the

largest published. It will be sent you

absolutely free on application. Any

not approved tuny be returned

or exchanged.

A Syndicate of Manufacturing

Jewellers.

THE MANUFACTURING

JEWELLERS' CO.,

BIRMINGHAM.

Miss Bret Harte's Bureau

Of SHORTHAND & TYPEWRITING,

23, YORK PLACE, BAKER ST., VI.

LITERARY, LEGAL. COMMFRCIAL 4 GENERAL

TYPEWRITING.

Ladies n mi. .1 in Si-rreranal \v,,ik. K\prrt stt M,.*.T;I|'|,<TS, witli

or without machines. Ibpptifld mi BMftM notice.

PARKER'S DRIO OILSKINS

Ditto OII.SKIN CAI.PCR, for NOHTON, for

MOTOK COAT, I.K.MN,;*

i'li-.. 25 -. 33.

Made i.v HiÂ«" i;il I'Mres- whiÂ« t. riei ruin <'ni< kin*. SliekineiM. and k.--i.h

them afwtnfcoft and pliaMe. (iuunimeed \VHl*>n>MH>f. COAJCajl>Urk,

Une.1 yellow; ;is alumni, O,-. -PArKKTS. ditt.' cftiin. Inn*'. 7.11.

OVKK"AM,S nut tihown). 3.3 |M-iir. CAl-KS, 7.6. SOI" \\}->1JKIt>

(ltlaÂ«k or Yellow'. 16 aiul 36. VAiMTlNii < OAT3 lltti. k <>r

Yellow t. niiidr of imi-ri;il rumhrir. very Huhl tr,\tur--. wish

. . .

anil Slioiili !.â�¢!â�¢ 1'i. .-.â�¢Â«. ii-.. 26 -. 21 -, a'ml 186. Ki. i.Â» ,1. â�¢â�¢ i n.r ,,,, <f

Oilskin rloihing mu.le, in. hi, hut I.AI'IKX' ')II.SKI\ CHATS Â«nd

'l'l""! fm-;foii'ii-iiaii.|i.,lniiiall-Â»l ..i- '.N. B.I. .-JlrÂ«-

i'alnlijÂ»uet.i PARKER'S, Dept. 14. LancÂ«jtÂ«r.

SKIK'I'S.

Bciul fur Si

Face Beauty Assured

S-ri.l ld.it|Unu(

I ,.iki--i i-'Hitiiiu

CCrTaTMrtMÂ«'fBI FKKK

lull ]^uti' ulnrs ol n\y

Electrolysis Home Treatment

for tin- reinmiil of Sujvrfluoutt llidr.

SucceKn pimiiuiU-ed. All Irltt-ra inatid

ooufldenUallx.

MADAME TENSFELDT.

41. Shandwick Place, Edinburgh.

DEAF?

nil fo-

the

\VAHNS MliCBDPBOTCK

r^-rfont ions, or sjxice whero drum

iniK-r (-sir. le onflflMle the connectioi:

rniiii.iture leleiiln-ne refeivt-r whi<-h fit

HIII.II <ln â�¢

sinÂ« Â«Â»un

fo. us .li.sunt ohjc. t.s to the <-vcs. niiikiiiK a nnall phononwh pluyir? in ;i HK.HI abora

^oiiml like a T)nisR hand playinB in vour ears n-all and try thifl. A nntlcmtll deaf unti

.'.imili fifty ypurs lrÂ»inw inf;m<yi MVÂ» h.- Â«,m h.-ur Â»n-ryÂ«onl diÂ»tin-tly with my devi< e

<1oiivipf luVk-Mer and letters fioin Her Majesty the Queen m-nt on ippUcatum. M--.I-I

stoptH-d ininifdiiitely with -rn:iH lil-nlion deiJi-Â« worn inside CHIN, h Bluntly

(irovinjr heiirintf. I'tictiinnti'- df\iees Â«No for inHaiiitg after iiiherlioii in win*, to lover

InMild !H> .if <l<^ti \-.l' with iin iiiitieM film nhieh ran t.- ii rl-it.-il until it tÂ»ti> he- .m> i-.it Â»f injildli- or

â�¢ oMiiin tin.- pn-iier effei t of sound? on the he-arm* nerve*. Another inveiilion in a

iv. mid ;i i^iir, fonncfted hy fine wire r<nneiih-d in the hair, ml p^-rfftly ;IK n-i. iier*.

of the m-ei\er. WhiK in the cuter iiirt <>t <-;tr. vilmitc- in re*|*onw to nil futilidi

,|,.,j,,

li'.in oplimirv telfphoiiei, snd the enr drum is thus foroect to vihnite to exactly the Mime extent. Thin mimeM.ni>. lrt!lÂ«>

k for iill ciu-eti wliere there are heiid noise* or when* hcnring I- letter in a tniin or wt'eci DlUli :Â» tmaphdoa or car triiinl-et.

Full inrtfoulftm r->*r free.-WARN. 563. STRETFORD ROAD. MANCHESTER.
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PLEASE

ASK

AT

THE

BOOK-

SHOPS

FOR

THE

BOOKS

'R.T.S: GIFTS & PRIZES.

The Religious Trad Society publishes upwards of

1,000 BOOKS FOR GIFTS & PRIZES,

from Sixpence upwards. These books have been read by Members of the Religious

Tra<S Society's Committee, which includes Members of the Established Church, and

of all the great Evangelical Denominations. The 'Tone' of these books ca~Â», there'

fore, be depended upon. They are arranged in most useful series for Prizes and

Gifts. They are r. y well-known Winers, and are

CHEAP,

BULKY, WELL ILLUSTRATED,

ATTRACTIVELY BOUND.

AND

The Alexandra Library for Girls. 5 vote., at 36

Tha ' Brave Deeds' Series of Gift Books.

17 vote., at 2 -

The Boys' Library of Adventure and Heroism.

8 vols., at 3 6

The Boys' Own Berlbs of Stories. 27 vols., at 28

The Girls' Own Series of Stories. 21 vols., at 2 6

The Girls' Library. 26 vols., at 2 -

Rosa Nouohette Carey's Stories. 7 vols., at 26

t. Everett-Green's Stories. 25 vols., 1 - to 3 6

Agnes Clberne's Stories. 6 vols., 1 - to 2 6

Amy Le Feuvre's Stories. 18 vols., 1 - to 0 - j

And a score of other Popular

Ruth Lamb's Books. 5 vo s . 2 - A I*

Hesba Stretton's Stories. 38 vo:*., 9d to 3 5

Mrs. 0. F. Walton's Stories. 26 vols., 6<L to 6 -

Talbot B. Reed's School Sterles. 11 vols., at 3 6

Deborah Aloook's Protestant Stories.

5 vols-, at 35

David Lyall's Stories. 3 at 3 6

Emma Leslie's Historical Tale j. 11 vols., 1 - to 3 Â«

Mrs. C. He Home Valzey's Tales. S at 2 c

Eglanton Thome's Stories. 8 vols., 1 - to I t

The'White Rose Series'of Tal:s. 34vols.,atl-

The ' Snowdrop Series' of Tales. 26 vols., at 11

Series, Cd., 9d., and I/- each.

The PRIZE LIST, giving details of the above Popular Series, gratis from

The Religious Tract Society, 4, Bouverie Street, and the

St. Paul's Book Saloon, 65, St. Paul's Churchyard, London, E.G.

CYCLE HOUSES.

Slronj. well buill, thoroughly

dix. In s-flions. From 35s.

PAVILIONS.

SMITH & CO.,

Manufacturers of Dog and Poultry Houses and

Appliances, Greenhouses, Motor and Cycle Houses,

Stables, Coach Houses. Bungalows, Schools and

Churches, in either wood or iron, and for home

BUNGALOWS.

Built to Special Dm-

From Â£30.

MOTOR HOUSES.

For Cricket, Fool ball. Tennis.

etc. Ready tor erecting.

Friers from Â£ 12.

or export.

I'IT'- A, 115 to 123, Chester St., Birkenhead;

and at Liverpool.

Telephone, 241 X ROYAL.

Strongly built with bed

material*

Frieri from Â£9 5s.
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BUY DIRECT FROM THE FACTORY I

RELIABLE FURNITURE AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

WOOD BEDSTEAD.

"Sheraton" Style.

Lot 1314.â��Inlaid "Sheraton"

Mahogany Hedstead with

Iron Fittings.

3ft. by 6ft. 6in. ... Â£3 10 0

3ft. 6m. by 6ft. 6in. 3 12 6

4ft. by 6fl. 6in. ... 3 15 0

4ft. 6m. by 6ft. 6in. 317 6

5ft. by 6ft. 6in. ... 4 40

Lot 400. â��Solid Oak Roll-top

Desk. Automatic Self - locking.

48in. wide, 3oin. deep, 45in. high,

Â£4 10 0. Same pattern Desk,

43JB. by 27111. by 47m., Â£4 5 0

Lot 701. â�� Reliable Chesterfield

Settee, 6ft. long, all spring stuffed,

in tapestry Â£2 17 6

NOTE. â��Patterns sent post free.

Lot 753.â�� The "Beaufort" Club

Divan Easy Chair in Oriental

Saddlebags, all h.iir, Iwst springs,

lest English materials, price

Â£4 10 0

NEW ISSUE. POST FREE.

ENQUIRE WITHIN.

Tke Standardt the great l,ondon Daily, says :

"The new catalogue, representing in the design a

couple of heavily hinged doors, on which is written,

' Enquire Wiihin,' is a wonderful illustration of how

far and how satisfactorily a little money can be

made to go in furnishing nowadays. As makers

of thoroughly good furniture, at the lowest possible

prices, the firm of Bailey, Stoper & Co. have built

up a big reputation. They never lose sight of the

fact that there are thousands of men and women

who, although they cannot afford to fill their houses

with expensive furniture, are, nevertheless, pos-

sessed of a quiet determination to have nothing but

well-made goods, carried out in the best pOMsible

taste. The ' Enquire Within ' Catalogue will be

sent post free to all applicants. It will teach vou

how to save 25 per cent. During the present oar-

gain sale you can save even more, but there, you

had better send for the book and see the 600

illustrated bargains in it." Be sure to a*k for the

" Enquire Wiihin" No. 4*1 Catalogue.

Schemes of treatment for Artistic Furnishing,

..'ith sketches, prepared free. Complete cost, Â£50,

Â£100, Â£250, and upwards. See Catalogue.

Ix>t 270.â��Carved Oak Coffer and

Linen Chest, richly Carved in

bold relieC Cut price, Â£106

Lot 352. â�� Soli'l Carved Oak

Bureau, richly Carved in Has

re lid", a bargain ... Â£3176

Lot 1303.â��First-class "Dalmeny" Bedroom Suite, complete, in Solid Fumed Oak,

wax polish, thoroughly reliable in every respect, worth Â£13 10 o. Price Â£6 150

Lot I32Q. â�� A very pretty inlaid Mahogany Bedroom Suite, beautifully decorated

with exquisite Inlaid Panels of finely figured Satinwood. The Oval Mirrors are

Bevelled Crystal Plates. ThÂ« Suite i.s one of the most attractive and deservedly

popular in style, quality, and price ... ... ... ... ... .- Â£15150

RJIII CV Cl HDCD Ri PA WHOLESALE CABINET

DHlLtY, oLUrtn, <X UO-, MANUFACTURERS,

102, CURTAIN RD., LONDON, E.G.

Telegram

Telephone

"Jardiniere, London

715, London Wall.
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RUPTURE

CURED!

Do You See this Bricklayer Closing

up the Opening in that Wall?

That is the

way 1 cure

Rupture. Byfill-

^-"â�¢'- ing in the open-

~.l- ing with new

r'and stronger

tissue.

A rupture is

simply a break

in a wallâ��the

wall of muscle that protects the bowels and

other internal organs.

It is just as easy to cure a wound or break

in this muscle as one in the arm or hand.

Now this break may be no larger than the

tip of your finger.

But it is large enough to allow part of the

intestines to crowd through. Of course, this

cannot heal unless nature is assisted.

That is just what my Method does. It

enables you to retain the protrusion inside

the wall in its proper place.

Then I give you a Developing Lymphol to

apply on the rupture opening. This penetrates

through the skin to the edges of the opening

and removes the hard ring which has formed

around the break.

Then the healing process begins. Nature,

no longer handicapped by the protruding

bowel and hardened ring at the opening, end

stimulated by the action of the Lymphol,

throws out her supply of lymph, and the

opening is again filled with new muscle.

Isn't this simple? Isn't it reasonable? 1

have proven its merits in thousands of cases-

I will prove it to anv ruptured person who

will send me his name.

Simply write me and 1 will post you a free

sample treatment of my Developing Lymphol

and a finely illustrated book on The Nature

and Cure of Rupture. Do not send any

money. Just your name and adclress.

W. S. RICE

(SPECIALIST),

(DEPT. B 73), 8 & 9, STONECUTTER ST.

K LONDON, E.G.

DEAFNESS

THE

"AKOU-VIBRA

and

"MASSAGE"

(Registered Trade Mirk).

This scientific Instrument is recognised by the

Medical Profession as a most valuable relief for

Catarrhal and Middle Kar Deafness. Adopted by

Infirmaries in Great Britain.

The DEAF are invited to call for a Test FREE.

Particulars and *' The Confessions of a Deaf M.in "

will be forwarded upon receipt of card.

Only Addrfttf*:â��

11, WALKER STREET. EDINBURGH.

420, BAUCHIEHALL STREET. GLASGOW.

6. ST. ANN'S PASSAGE, KING STREET,

MANCHESTER.

67, STIRLING ROAD, BIRMINGHAM.

(Only by letter and appointment.)

Also at Nottingham, Leeds. Hull, ft Newcastle

Ever? Instrument bears the Registered Trade

Mark and Signature of the Chief Itemoiutnlor.

* -> V. 9UMMKK.

VIBRATION

Gout,Rheumatism Sciatica

and Neuralgia Cured.

Genoform cures these painful

complaints. Nothing eases the pain

and cures so quickly. Its action is

wonderful. It is the one remedy

for Gout, Rheumatism, Sciatica, and

Neuralgia, has no after effects, and

is quite harmless. If you suffer try

tins genuine remedy, and if testi-

mony is of any value we can send

you plenty.

Genoform gives relief in the first

few hours, and effects a permanent

and complete cure. Genoform is

largely prescribed by the medical

profession who have themselves

tested its efficacy. Of all chemists,

or post free from the Sole Agents.

Price 1/2 and 2/3 post free. Write

for testimonials. Sole Agents:

E. J. Reid & Co., 2, Dunedin House,

Basinghall Avenue, London. Manu-

factured by Fritz Schulz, Leipzig.
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SEE THAT

CORNER

"What the Pneumatic Tyre is to the

Bicycle, the Pneumatic Sole is

to the Boot."

When we say that "Aerolite" Pneu-

matic Soles contain three unpuncturable

cavitiesâ��so distributed as to aflord a

comfortable and well-balanced tread â��

the heel being composed of just one such

cavity, you will readily understand the

ideal nature of this invention.

"Aerolite" Pneumatic Soles & Heels,

on ordinary Boots or Shoes, make the most

luxurious footwear ever devised.

To the Pedestrian they afford a buoyancy

hitherto unattamable; to the Yachtsman and

Tennis-player a grip at once firm and sure;

whilst for Golfing and Shooting " Aerolite"

Soles have all the merits of a studded boot

without any of it* disadvantages.

" Aerolite " Soles and Heel* render Footwear

damp-proof. They are, moreover, very durable,

and consequently very economical.

The Winners of

ALL-ENGLAND

TENNIS

CHAMPIONSHIPS

iboth Singles

and Doubles'

wore the

"AEROLITE"

SOLES.

HEARSON'S

IN CUB A TORS

AND

Foster Mothers.

IN ALL THE WORLD UNEQUALLED.

Show Rooms ."

235. Regent St., London, W.

Send at one* for Illustrate List to

Sole AftÂ«ntÂ£:â��

SPRATT'S PATENT Ltd.

24 & 25, Fenchurch St.,

LONDON, E.G.

SEE THIS

CORNER

" Covers Floors and Flaws."

On Easy Terms.

t HIS method enables every household to

~j~ I possess a floor-covering that has won

marvellous popularity in a short time.

This has liecn absolutely deserved.

I,i-nola is bordered Cork Linoâ��and

the richness of the border combines

successfully with an artistic centre, and enables

Li-nola to compete with expensive carpets for

beauty, but Li-nola goes beyond that, it is

tincqiialleJby any other jloor-covering for service.

It wears well, gathers no dust or dirt, requires

no scrubbing, and is an ideal floor-covering for

the winter months because it

Feels Warm.

|OU cannot purchase Li-nola at any

other dealers, and we must point out

for your benefit and our own, Catesbys'

is not only the chief firm for floor-

coverings, but is the " firm you know."

WHY NOT TRY LI-NOLA? You

can do so on Easy Terms (no security required),

or we allow 2/- in the Â£ discount for cash. We

pay carriage to your door. Write for free

book of Keautiful Designs and Sample. Li-nola

is not made in one piece, it can therefore be fitted

to any room.

A few Specimen Sizes and Prices of Li-nola.

Other Sizes at proportionate cost.

{, s. ri.

3 yds. by 3 yds., incl

3 yds. by sjyds.

3 yds. by 4 yds.

3lyds. by 4 yds.

4 yds. by 4 yds.

ling bordfr

Catesbys'

(Desk F),

Sample

Department,

64-67,

Tottenham

Court Road,

London, W.
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METOLSIS

WILL

SUIT

YOU

Medium Strength.

COOL AM> l'i;i BHOKINU.

PRICE 21 per lib.. B - per Ib.

Post Free. Foreign Postage Extra.

IHrfft fi-oin thf. ifaittlfactnrfrtt,

WINWABDS, S. Oiford St.. BOLTON.

Too many Cooks spoil the broth,

and a bad Sauce spoils the Soup, etc.

Pin your faith to

B.V.

The finest procurable.

SAUCE,

Sample 'Bottle Free on receipt of Id. Postage.

MENTION NAME OK GROCER.

PURNELL, WEBB & CO. (Ltd.), BRISTOL.

ISSTAHLISHED tll'KK /) I'KATC/i I'.

I PULL THE LEVER

THERE'S LOTS OF FUN

and healthyexereise tobe sotout oft

HANDSMOBILE

thÂ« utroiw rubber-tyred t'nr for big

or little boym. Propelled by hand;

geared like ft molor-iur; steered by the

feet. Can't miBB iiinrt.

It's a Splendid XMAS Praaent.

Wlncycla Trading Co., Lid..*

107a. Ot. Saffron Hill. London. t..U.

"WINSCO" **Â«,.

SMALL'S SCOTCH WINCEY

THE IDEAL FABRIC

Babies' Frocks, Children's

Dresses, Nightdresses, Sleep-

ing Suits. Ac., Ladies' Golf,

Tennis, and Hockey Blouses,

and every description of

Ladies' and Gentlemen's

Nlghlwear and Underwear,

& it

Waslies perfectly, retains Its

colour, and is practically

unshrinkable.

From I/- per yard.

LOVELY SILK

EMBROIDERIES

ON " WINSCO."

For Ladies' Underwear,

Blouses, Babies' Gar-

ments, etc.

From 6d. per yard.

Write for " M" range of pat-

terns in an endless variety, and

dainty little Brochure, "What is

'Winsco'?" Post Free.

All Wool SCOTCH TARTANS. All Clans.

<2in. wide, 1/111 per yd. ; 50111. wide, 3/9 per yd.

WM. SMALL & SON, EDINBURGH.

The Best and Brightest of all the Magazines

For the Younger Members of any family Circle.

WHATEVER MAGAZINES YOU BUY FOR YOUR OWN USE,

DO NOT FORGET

Now

Published

Monthly

at 8d. net

FOR THE FIRST TIME.

THE year 1907 sees ST. NICHOLAS

one-third of a century old, with

an outlook never more promising than

now. Soini of the most popular leading

writers of fiction will be represented

bydeliRhifi.il seri.ils. Frances Hodgson

Hurnett, who wrote " Luile Lord

Fauntleroy" for St. Nicholas, will

contribute a charming set of fairy

stories; Mrs. Rice, the author of

" Mrs, Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch,"

will write a serial story for boys;

Make a Year s Subscription to

ST. NICHOLAS

your Christmas Gift.

ANNUAL

SUBSCRIPTION,

Post Free,

Price 106.

Kate Douglas Wlggin, author of

" Rebecca," etc., contribute

a special story for girls in

the Christmas Numlier;

Ralph Henry Harbour,

and many others are

on the list. The A>

Little Folk*' de- ^

partmenl will

revived.

London: FREDERICK WARNE & CO., Bedford Street, Strand.

w///.
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Restful JVights.

Sleep comes most readily when there

is no digestive disturbance.

Benger's Food is so easy of assimilation

that it is absorbed by the most delicate

without the slightest irritation. Infants

thrive on "Benger's," and delicate and aged

persons enjoy it, deriving comfort and

nourishment when other foods disagree.

The ILLUSTRATED MEDICAL NEH'S saysâ��

" Infants do remarkably well on it, nn-1 it is most suitrihlp for

many conditions of adults and old people. There is teruiinly

a great future before it."

Benger's Food is sold in Tins by Chemists,

etc., everywhere.

OARDINAL

Fountain Pens

Fill themselves.

Good Friend,

Lucky Investment,

Handsome Present

All Particulars of

FERD. ANTHONY HORLE & CO.,

Cardinal House, St. John's Lane, London, E.C.
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ADJUSTABLE <

READING STANDS

To Meet all Requirements.

Holds the book at a comfortable distance from the eye, at

the most advantageous angle to the line of sight, and leaves

the hands free for note-taking or oiher purposes. A con-

venience that adds considerably to one's comfort, increases

the capacity for mental work, and greatly lessens fatigue.

Invaluable to all who read or study.

Prices from 7/6.

Writt for Illustrated Catalogue "S 3."

J. FOOT & SON, 171, New Bond Street, London, W.

GIFTS

Something Useful, Something Dainty,

Something Novel.

NOTHING! is more tit tin? or better appreciated

than a pirce of good Jewellery, and a visit lo

our establishment, or a glance through our catalogues,

will convince yuu of the wonderful value we offer. Our

customers are always del.yhted, no matter what pur-

chase they make : the reason is, we buy nil our own

materials, employ only the cleverest workmen, make

only the '.jest designs, and sell direct to the public at

WHOLESALE PRICES.

BROOCH KS, R1NC.S, CHAINS, WATCHES,

1'INS. MKACK1.KTS, &.:., &c.

Quality and prices unequalled anywhere.

Di.'iinond Cinder Ring,

l8-ct. Gold,

Â£10 10s.

Solid iS-ct. Gold Gent.'s

RinK. Â£2 15s.

Others from Â£1 5s.

OUR CATALOGUE.

Call or send for it. It is yours by asking.

Th handsomest Catalogue ever issued and is

SENT FREE.

Any article exchanged If not approved.

GRENFELL FRAZIER & CO.,

4, Edgware Rd., London (near Marl.le Arch).

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR.

A NUKSE'S TESTIMONY.

Nurne r; writes :-" The haire hÂ»vc all

iml from ray face, ami I nm more

,

tliiui irnit*f,il to you. It i, Â»orth a guino.

Â» liotilB. Before minf youra I tried Ion

of pthcn. but thiT vcrrnoiiauil. 1 nrnmU

not like my iiiune to Hl>r>car in tlic rÂ«i)en

l<ul if nnyoni' writÂ«n U) me. 1 Â»ill lell

vlut it hrw ilnriL- for me, for my face wan

ciivrroil Â»ith h.iirÂ«." (Full n.ime and

ad.lrcus to BOXA-PIUE inqulrcra.!

I 01TKR certain relief and a iKnltire

â�¢ rare toall whoiuffer from thl> terrible

affli.tn.il. other pratmimtloni may tuive

fÂ»IM you. liut my cure cure, u, itajcnrad, no mntur how utrong

or itublxim, okhow long Mudloi. These niarvrlloui reiultn can

beaccompU.hffl at home; operation simple, nainleâ�¢. harnilrn.

1 -"ir money bock If no cure. TrvatiÂ«e lelling all alviut It i<

'it free to anr pÂ»n>on mentioning thiÂ« Magazine, anj

â�¢ng si. imp . I directed envoi., pe toâ��

^. COULD. 8S. Chancery Lano. London, W.C.

NEURALINE

In BOTTLES,

1/IJ and 2/9.

Of all ClumlFts

Stores, or

Post Free

direct from

LEATH & ROSS,

ss Duke Street,

Orosvenor Square,

LONDON, W.

CURES

I HOT n mere pnljja-

'tive or sedatire, but

REAIi UKFAJIJ3CQ

CITBS for

Faceache,

Tic, Sciatica.

1 all nerve paic^

arisinR from any

caiiae. Famous all

over the world aa a

safe and reliable

remedy.

;an,1

NEURALGIA &TOOTHACHE

GRATIS TO EVERY Uoy

HQSEZEJVp

' PERFECT" SANITARY TOWEL

With Girdle to Fit ana Waist

â�¢HOSEZENE-

RUPTURE.

Dr. Pierce's Electric Truss is a

Marvel. Nothing like it. Be*t

Retainer on earth and .\ Genuine Cmrr

for Rupture. World-renowned, ^improve-

ments. If ruptured, send a stamp (any

sort) for our BOOK LET. â�¢9* CaJlor Writ*

to-day: MAGNETIC E. TRUSS CO., Nos. 11 A 12. F.nibary

Square. London. E.C. Mention " Strand Afaeaximt."

THE

OF THE BEDSTEAD TRADE

profits of the dealer. Send for

handsome Illustrated Lists, and

-NEAL " Booklet No. S3.

1 1 '-I â�¢ 41, 125. Edmund Street.

BIRMINGHAM.

OB

INSTALMENT TERMa
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An Artistic Wall Covering.

Hall's Distemper produces fine

decorative and artistic effects. It appeals

alike to the artistic and practical side of

house decoration. It is sold ready to mix

with wa^er, it cleaner, cheaper, and more

artistic than wall paper or paint and is

applied with a whitewash brush ; it is

washable, and does not fade or change

colour. Made in 73 colours

Sample, Shadecard and full particulars from

SISSONS BROTHERS & Â£>., Lid.,"Hull.

London Officeâ��1998, Boro' High Street, S.K.'

The Cardigan Reading Table & Music Cabinet Combined

Absolutely original in

design. Will hold a num-

ber of Books, besides

forming a Table.

The Bracket Arm can be

regulated any height, and with the

Simplex Reading Stand, to come

over knees of person silting in

Easy Chair.

Suitable also for Sick Roomâ��you

can place Tray on Bracket, or

Writing Pad, 6-c. Chippendale,

inlaid. Best Workmanship.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue toâ��

BAXENDALE 8c CO.. Miller Street. Manchester.

Or to Makersâ��

MAGAZINE HOLDER CO.. 180, Cardisan Rd., Leedi.
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A CHRISTMAS REMINDER.

IF giving a present is a compliment to the recipient;

IF selecting an article the recognised best of its kind is a greater

compliment; and

IF combining useful, lasting, and attractive qualities

in your gift will be regarded as a compliment

to your thought and taste â��

Why not give a

'SWAN'

Fountain

Pen?

It is particularly appropriate as

a gift, being a constant and

lasting reminder of the donor,

very practical, always ready for

writing, useful to everyone,

young or old.

Prices 10/6 to Â£20

Post Free in U.K.

Every Pen a Pleasure.

SOLD BY STATIONERS & JEWELLERS.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

Mabie, Todd 8 Bard,

79 8- 80, High Holbom, W.C.

93. Cheaptide. E.C.; 95Â«. Regent St.. W.. London :

3, Exchange Street, Manchester :

10. Rue Neuve, Bruiieli :

BrentanoV 37. Ave. de I'Opera, I'm ;

and at New York and Chicago. 45

nil

IS/. 10/6

63/.

42-
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Miss MAUDE ODELL,

The Original Sandow Girl.

Now appearing at the Palace Theatre, London, as

GALATEA "LA STATUE HUMAINE,"

is a type of beauty attainable by tha use of the

Sandow Symmetnon

The wonder-working beauty-builder for women and yirls.

Lovely Picture Postcards

FREE

of the famous Sandow Girl

â�� the world's highest expres-

sion of female 1 wanly of

form to-day â��will be sent

gratis and po-.t-free (o Lady ' ' '

Readers who .ire interested in the praiseworthy

object of maintaining or improving their beauty

uf form, and who send id. stamp for postage.

To every enquirer will W also sent a hook let

containing photo studies from life of other

Lidieh who have bent-riled by the use of the

Sandow Syinmetrion.

The Sandow Symro-ilnon is on sale at all

hi^h-clas-i Drapers and Stores price 126, with

full illustrated instructions, or direct and ca.-

riage paid from

Beautifies the whole figure.

Straightens the back.

Reduces too large abdomen

and hips.

Banishes double chin.

Enlarges bust.

Imparts fine body pose.

Improve* general deportment.

Diminishes size of waist

Moulds shapely arm*.

Fills up "saltcellars," etc.

Develops Shapely Neck and

Shoulders.

SPECIAL NOTICE.

ladies who are troubled with

any ailment, such as Indigestion,

Constipation, or other Nervous or

Functional Disorder, are invited

to c-ill or write for special helpful

literature th.it will be gladly sent

gratis and pusi free.

SANDOW SYMMETRION CO.

(Depi. n), 6 & 7, George Street, Hanover Square, London, W. -

BERMALINE BREAD.

"Whose worth make* other worth as nothing."

â�� Tivo Gentlcnte.i tf I 'crona, Act 2, Scene 4.

Bermaline Bread is the only digestive Brown

Bread in the world which is manufactured on the highest

scientific principles, and prepared from the purest, li:.< -t.

and most nutritious portions of the Wheat Berry, together

\Mthail the digestive and nounshing properties extracted

from the finest Miiltcd- Mar ley.

Bermaline Bread therefore contains, in .ii-.i-lib.

assimilable form, nil the digestive, nourishing, and

.strength-giving prop.,tics that it is. possible to obtain from

Wheat and Barley.

The Public are requested to see that they do not

cunfuse Bermaline Bread with some of the so-called

Brown Breads.

"For ever hous'd where It onca gets possession."

SIMPLEX TYPEWRITER.

A Most |

Fascinating

Toy.

Te?.ches boys

' and girls

rudiments of

Typewriting.

in Case, com-

plete with

instructions.

Also nt 126 and 25-

The 25 - Machine writes like a Â£20 Typewriter.

From all Xmas Bazaar & Toy Depots.

Write for illustrated particulars of ttiii and other educa-

tional toy specialities. Free. i-. BEDINCTON & SON,

B^. 44, Northwood St., Birmingham.

WAUKENPHAST

Lain of HAY1YIARKET ,

J 125, NEW BONO ST., LONDON, W. [{

I /HonrX Makers of High-Class

High-

Hand-Sewn Boots & Shoes.

Large Stock Ready for

Immediate Wear.

For LADIES or GENTLEMEN.

Naval, Military. Sporting

and Colonial Outfits.

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES POST FREE.

\

PARKER'S.

PARKER

Full Illustrated Lint sent. AneocieB granted to

rho <-nn ilcvole ^parc tinn*. iifiocl p:ij.

ER'S. D-pt. 14. LANCASTER.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

There is i .

FOBKTAJN PEN

made which

, reliability

JEWEL PEN

{SHELLS;

T/ie Largest Stock In the World of

Marine, Land, & Freshwater Shells.

SALE. PURCHASE. EXCHANGE.

Collections & Specimens named & arranged.

50 Foreign Species (named) for Â£ 1.

25 Pritly Foreign Sea Shells (named) 10s.

GLASS-TOPPED BOXES.

SOWERBY & FULTON, River Side, KEW,

near LONDON.

jAYLISS, JONES &BAYLISQ

0

WOLVERHAMPTOM

AND CANNON ST- LONDON, E.G. H

No Pulling while Shaving; no Smarting after Shaving. "Carbo-

Hollow Ground, as

illustrated,

Double Concave, for

Extra Keavy Beards,

Set of Two, in

Leather Case,

" Carbo-Magnettc "

Strop 3/6

66

76

15-

Strop Aid ... 1 -

Magnetic " Razors are made of the finest steel that is produced in England. The

skilled labour employed lo make them demands the highest possible price. " Carbo=Magnetic "

Razors are not tempered by fire as others are ; they are tempered by our exclusive secret

process of electricity, every bhde being tempered evenly and alike. Perfect

steel, perfectly tempered, combined with perfect workmanship, must produce

a perfect razor. ** Garbo-Magnclics " are per foot f Request of your

deahr a copy of " Hints on Shaving," the most instructive litile booklet of its kind

ever published. It is FfCCm

MARKT & CO., Distributing Agents, 6, CITY ROAD, FINSBURY SQUARE, LONDON, E.C.
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Wipe Out the Cause!

If you are a sufferer from

Gout, Rheumatism, Sciatica, and

Lumbago, there is only one way to cure

your complaintâ��you must wipe out the cause.

The persistently torturing poisonâ��uric acid

â��which has crept insidiously into your blood ; which is

binding your muscles, stiffening your joints,

and shat- I (VMTT I tering your nerves with pain, must

be co m- I *J"U *â�¢ | pletely removed before one ray of

vestige of relief, one hour of comfort

hope, one

can be confidently counted assured.

Happily, this can be easily done ! You have only to take a bath

of "Anturic" Salts and the deposits of uric acid will be dissolved and expelled

from your system in the most natural wayâ��through the pores of your skin.

It matters not whether ^__^^^^_-_^^_^_^ you have just con-

tracted Rheumatism, Gout, I RHFITM ATT<vM I clc' Or wnether yÂ°u

have been afflicted for years, | KnEUrlAHorl g tne powerful absorb-

ing action of " Anturic" Salts will eradicate every

trace of uric acid, and stimulate your body back to a perfect state of health.

Let nothing prevent you from this health-giving bath. It is the simplest,

safest, and only infallible cure for every uric acid

disease that exists. It is advocated by doctors be-

cause it is scienti- fie, harmless,

and never fails. I flTMRAm ^ 's one Â°^

the most potent j LurUmuy ^ remedies of

the age.

Try one " Anturic " Bath in your own home

â�� without troubleâ��with hardly any expense, and

you will feel at once the penetrating influence

which will drive away your pain completely and

for ever. Do it now.

Send to your nearest

Chemist for a tin of

"Anturic"Bath Salts

1/6 per tin.

An "Anturic" Balh benefits

everylxxly. It makes those

of normal health brighter,

stronger, and more vivacious.

It refreshes, exhilarates, and

braces up the jaded and the

weak. And it immediately

arrests the progress of uric

acid forma-

tion when

ist

FREE

We will send our Booklet. "Tde Mji-tery of Gout,"

jttÂ»t fn-e â�¢ n n-c|ui'8l to any addr?M. It Is full of

ilmible tut runt >ni aiid rnnrrnm

For 1 6 we will Beml you ipÂ«ftt fm*) a trial tin

Anturtc" Salu on well. Aftt-rwnrds get it from

your cbemiHt. R<X KK. TOMl'SHT & CO..

55, lied Cruu Street, London, K.C.
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Treat yottr

Hair kindly

You desire fine, glossy, beautiful

hair. Therefore you must treat it

kindlyâ��nourish it, preserve it, care

for it by regularly using

Rowland's

Macassar

Oil

" For Your Hair."

This preparation has been used for over 120 yearsâ��it

has proved its value time and time again. Do not try

experimental remedies on your hair â�� get a bottle

of Rowland's Macassar Oil. Prices 3/6, 7/-, and 10/6,

al your chemists. Also sold in a. Golden culour for

Fair or Grey Hair.

Rowland & Son, 67, Hatton Garden, London, E.G.

KEEP Out the Cold & the Wet

yo

lifi

which come under your doors by fixing to the bottom of

your doors Slater'* r>rnught Kxcluders. These Kxcluders

,ift, when the door is opened, to clenr the thickest carpet

or linoleum, and sliui down quite tight when the dojr is

closed. A strongly-made article with a vigorous action is

necessary for a street door, exposed to all weai her and rough

usage ; not a thing that will just lift under ideal conditions.

SLATER'S "RELIABLE"

fulfils every requirement and lasts over 20 years, which

statement we can p-ove in scores of instances. For inner

room doors the "CHAMPION " EXCLUDER is very

effective. Don't accept flimsy imitations. May be had

from Ironmongers, etc. If any difficulty, writeâ��

Smith Slater, Ltd., I ongley St..Oldbam.

â�¢ Berkshire's Best â�¢

You otn ticliloni depend npnn Imeon sold just as "hnrotv"

At one time it nuiv l>e d*-liriouÂ«, nt another Mint' '!i- '['â�¢

IÂ«>iiitiiiK. If you luiy this. Bvnddn'l Ile*t. ymi may

d.-1-thl upon always obtaining VMUIIM you will enjoy.

TWO SILVER MEDALS, LONDON DAIRY SHOW, 1906.

Smoked, by the side. 8 fi. per Ib. \ Ou'wyc

Pale Dried. ,. ,, 8d. â�� i /'â�¢>'â�¢{

IHi'fft from tV" r-nrcr*. SiH*ci;il tcnnx to the tnidf, hotels, io.

M. VENNER A SONS, READING.

^f

0

'â�¢I

\ A Great Discovery! ii

; - g

5 The latest Invention in -<

Vibrators. jj

A Boon and Blessing In every Household. |[J

THE 'ROLO' VIBRATOR s

For Home use, and also when away

from Home,

In the Train, Driving, Motoring, on Steamer,

In Office or Works.

Your cold feet made warm in one minute, wherever

you are.

You don't take your boots off to do this.

The only Vibrator in the World that can be carried

in Gent's Vest Pocket or Ladies' Purse.

No unnecessary or expensive mechanical parts lo

pay for.

The " Rolo " U scientifically constructed.

This invention does its work by Nature's method.

Rheumatism, Gout, Liver and Kidney troubles

vanish If you faithfully use the "Rolo" Vibrator.

0 /'â�¢ each.

Post Free.

The " ROlO " Co., 8, York Place, LEEDS.

Ask, or Write for Illus-

trated Catalogue from your ^

Chemist or Stores, or Â§

Write Inventors,

Buy from the Manufacturers.

We are the only firm exclusively devoted

to the production of high-class models.

Our L. & N.-W. Ry." Experiment" fioldi the record for pulling.

A 2:m. gauge Engine has pulled I 30lbs. Fitted with cylin-

ders, crank Joy's valve gear. &c., as in real engine. Beautifully

finished. Illustrated Price List. 4d., post free. Castings ar.d |

materials supplied. Special sets of machined parts.

JAMES CARSON & CO., LTD.,

51, Summer Row. Birmingham.

TRAIN YOUR

MOUSTACHE

A smart appearance is

half the battle in winning _

success. Do not neglect it."

HILL S Hongroisc"

. iiiiil:it<-Â« tin1 ffrowlh, anil fixes V'Mnl or nuiiiBtach

In collapallll* Tul^'!. fri'in any Kninln ^-- i,

SIXPENCE.

INSIST UPON JJILI/S KONCROISB.

If any <liffi( ultv In ol.tainint.', will lie f=rnt FOR! Free by A

THE COUNTY CHEMICAL CO., Ltd.,

Excelsior Works,

BIRMINGHAM.
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Tke Pianola Piano

Is the consummation of

THREE INVENTIONS:

I.â��XKe

2.â��XKe

3.â��The

Piano.

Pianola.

Mctroslyle.

HPHE PIANOLA PIANO is a combination of the three, and is the first complete piano,

" inasmuch as it embodies the musical possibilities of the piano and the means whereby

anyone can enjoy them. Those who play by hand can play the Pianola Piano in the

ordinary way, and anyone can play it by means of

the Metrostyle Pianola contained within its case.

The Pianola with the Metrostyle is one of the most

important inventions in music. It makes the pianoforte

accessible to all, reserving to the performer the control

over expression. In addition, it does something that

has not hitherto been possible in music, for it places

permanent records of the performances of great

musicians at everyone's disposal, to reproduce at any

time. The significance of such an achievement is

unexampled in musical history ; it means the setting

up of new standards of comparison in the interpretation

of the classics.

Paderewski's rendition may be compared with

Er.uer's, Moszkowski's interpretation with Strauss's, and

so on. And the knowledge that authoritative interpre-

tations are always at hand must add largely to the

benefit and enjoyment derivable from pianoforte

playing, not to mention the value of this invention from

the educational point of view.

All reasons that may be advanced for the possession

of an ordinary pianoâ��and they must be sound ones,

since few homes are without a pianoâ��apply with equal

force to the Pianola Piano; and, in addition, this

instrument has the inestimable advantage of possessing

a repertoire of over 18,000 different compositions for

anyone to play.

The Pianola Piano may be had in several models.

The Pic.nola Piano (Weber Piano) two models, and

the Pianola Piano (Steck Piano) two models.

Any make of piano will be taken in part exchange

Piano, which may be purchased for cash or on the Deferred

for the Pianola

Payment system.

You are invited to call or

write for Pianola Piano Catalogue F.

THE ORCHESTRELLE COMPANY,

XEolian Hall, 135-6-7, New Bond Street, London, W.
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SHAVES

FOR

d.

A SticK of VINOLIA SHAVING SOAP is

said to last a year.

Viivolia Shaving Soap

prevents blotches under the

chin and Keeps the skin intact.
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\Vii\ter Soups

Cold weather calls for rich, thick, warmth-giving Soups.

Do not use ordinary flour as thickening, it makes " pasty" soups.

Use instead

Brown Â£r> Poison's

'Patent

and you will get that round, smooth consistency and delicacy of

flavour which mark really good thick soups.
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The KEELEY CURE

For Drink and Drug Habits.

Recommended by

THE REV. CANON FLEMING, B.D.

LORD MONTAGU OF BEAULIEU.

H. W. FORSTER. ESQ.. M.P.

VICE-ADMIRAL WOODWARD. C.B.

THE REV. R. J. CAMPBELL. M.A.

\V. HIND SMITH. ESQ.

Kor full particulars, reports, etc., in plain scaled envelope

apply to the Secretary, 9, West Bolton Gardens, London. S. W.

GLOOMINESS,

BILIOUSNESS,

NERVOUS DEPRESSION,

GIVE WAY TO

MOTHER SEIGEL'S SYRUP

AND ALL IS

^ BRIGHTNESS, JOY AND HEALTH. ^

Â£>

V ,

â�¢â�¢ roughly convinced that for dyspvpsia, and allthe evils that - V

from dyspepsia, Mother Seigcrs Syrup is abso-

itcly the best cure."â��Raymond Blathwayt iu the

^

' I am thorou_

arise fron

lute

*v*

Morning Leader, June 25th, 1900.

The 2/6 bottle contains three times as

much as the i/ij size.

STOMACH> LIVER 4



S2JtANÂ£> MAGAZINE.

lig

The training of a. child is woman's

wisdom."

Tennyson.

The

Wise Mother

Nourishes her

Children with

Van Houten's Cocoa

Gems from the Poets.

m=&s*tt

May be obtained from all Under-

clo'.ning Houses and Chemists.

Two Dor No. 1, at 1.'-; One DOT. No. 2. at I/-;

One Itoz. No. 3. at 1 fl. i>ost free

A Free .'vnrt/il? to any Latly naming thii tfagnxutf.

MISS HAYNES, 55, Fann Street, London, E.C.

|.-. ^ .fr i*.vv.-4'Wfc^ttkÂ»-.-&-: -%A^^^ - ^ *

lanitarylowels

Mrs. ADAIR

92, New Bond Street,

L.ondon,Y/.(OxfordSt.end}.

2 doors from old address OTer

the A Li-1.1 i 11 Palace of 1 .-i 11 IP*

5, Rue Cambon. Paris.

15. West 39th Street,

New York.

PATENT GANE8H

CHIN STRAP

Doctors wear and rtcmnmend

Uu tt ran.

Is maÂ«le of Hpecinlly prepared

silk elastic Pteei>ed in ajjre-

paration known only to Mrs.

Aditir. which therefore tannntbeiraiUttil. Cures double chins,

restores lout contoura, keep*) mouth closed durinjf sleep, 216,

post free. None goiiuine unlewi itUDIMd " Oancch." Bi-wure of

worthier Imitations. PATENT GANESH FOREHEAD

STRAP la filled with fiowdered herbs most healing and

beneficial. Curep deep lines on forehead and corner* of

eyesâ��i* good for n-urik'ia 25'6. WfttBUvbOofc "How lo

,<... Â» Â«_4_j_ x- -ithful Benutj of Fact- ami Form

BUTTERSCOTCH

(The Celebrated Sweet for Children

NATIONAL PROVIDENT

INSTITUTION

FOR

MUTUAL LIFE ASSURANCE.

(established 1835.)

ASSURANCE AND INVESTMENT.

U/7/c /oi /eaffef on

NET COST OF

ENDOWMENT ASSURANCES.

48, Gracechurch Street, London, E.C.
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XHe Greatest British

PORTRAITS OF PEDIGREE ANIMALS SHIPPED TO THE

"LEMCO" AND "OXO" CATTLE FARMS.

OVER 1,000,000 ACRKS.

OVI-:R 200,000 HEAD.

HKKbKOKD HUM,, " FIREBALL."

Bied at f/is Majesty's Farm at II '

THREE HEREFORD HEIFERS, " DULCIE," " SAUCY " AND " SOUBRETTE."

Bred at His Majesty's Farm at Windsor.
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Oat tie Farms in the World,

The " Lemco ~ and **Oxo~Ox are the great British Food Experts who make their own raw

material. Their unique resources account for the excellence and high quality of "Lemco"

and "Oio." and explam why Doctors recommend them so unhesitatingly.

HEREFORD BULL, " PREMIER."

Bret! ly A. E. IIughts, Â£sf., I-amiiuter.

HEREFORD BULL, "TYRANT."

&rr,t fy A. Turner, Esq., rembridgt.

\ (,KOUI- OK FINE HEIFEKSâ��ALL PF.DIGREE HEREFORDS.

AUF.HDFKS ANC.fS BOLL, "I'HdUU Kr.MONT."

BrtJ by T. II. lininbriitgc, Ksg., F.shatt Hall, Narlkuml-erlami.
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'The LANCET says: -The ADVANTAGES &rr OBVIOUS

oettpMl cu RUM KiUMir witbool iforl by m*rÂ«Jy Btadm* thi Bod* ir

flop wb.*r*Â»tr br viahct" TbÂ« Priocipl* ol BaUnct ilcwi tb* Work * ThtrÂ«l

ll t>o Dvcbuiim. ooiit LI r tranbti

Â« DAI I Y TFI PORAPM r*'*r*te IC u"Hoit D0t**ortbrrultirÂ«

e UAILT ILLt^KAHM cfU. Loadon MÂ«iK*l L.bibmw,

The TRIBUNE Says: " Â«Â»7 b* rigÂ»"ltd IB U>. Acu* of Comfort'

luM vnit QOV. u tbf (QUIPQISl CO., ASHF08D, for Mi parlicoJin. .. i

Â»JH Will not app*tr : *(jaurly â�¢ of *titÂ« rÂ»t]uiPi-mnilÂ» vi Â».11 j ',â�¢,--

EVERYBODY HEEDS "EQUIPOISE" EASE.

COUCHES

_d EVERY

Fund CHANGE

oi POSE-

One Quarter the price of wechanically adjustable Chairs

and Couches. Carrying Handles maybe added.

RFfK $* ALL INVALIDS. Â«ho can now sit.recline, or

DLUO lie, in comfort, and for all who take breakfast.

read, write, or work In bed.

These have no Competitors^ and are Worth their Weight

in Gold. Supplied on Sale or Hire.

LOUNGE-

CHAIRS

OR

EASY-

CHAIRS

,

1M

oir. Studv. or Clnh; on Deck. Verandah,

lie ui

1 >. h tl

_.__..EST of EASY-CHAIRS: ^ e^O

of it a IOO I- nI..M- IT FITS the i-r h . x â�¢â�¢ r h

Lawn; may FÂ»e uaeÂ«l as

occasion; detnch thÂ« Lrg-Ktttt ami they

the EASIEST Â«f EA8'

of itu IOO po'iiiom IT 1

The " Equipoise " Chair is sold to adw,

tise the Equipoise" principle. Well

Upholstered in Leatherette or Tapestry.

Carriage Free. Order early.

MOST ACCEPTABLE as PRESENTS.

EQUIPOISE CO. (Dent X), Ashford, Kent.

"ATLAS" LOCKSTITCH MACHINE

39*

year*

Equal ID lize and quality

to any machine. Pour

guarantee. To ensure bti

sent on receipt of 5*. P.O. for OJfB

MONTH'S TRIAL. If deured ru

-Â«â�¢ i. ,i.l 51. MONTHLY. Writ*

for I.TIM-. I>cÂ«umc. Satnplr* vt

Work.â�� Xtlu Sewing Mach.ni-

Co.. 1H6E. High Strwt,

Town. \ "i . â�¢ " ; or 63, SeTen SiÂ«t

It. ail and 14. Ih.-li H.L..I k .

DON'T (urn a dress skirt wrong side out before

hanging it up, no matter how delicate a. colour

it is. Nothing ruins the set more quickly, which

is soon evidenced by the creases which creep here,

there, and everywhere. It's natural enough, for

the outside must necessarily be made a little

larger and looser than the lining, and reversing

the usual order of hanging is bound to react in

some unpleasant way. If the skirt is a delicate

colour, make a big lÂ«ig of white muslin to slip il

in while hanging up, or pin awhile clothâ��big

enough to cover itâ��over it, taking care, in either

case, to have the covering hang from the hook

or from the coal-hanger instead of dragging

upon the skirt itself.â��From " ll'ardroke Hints'*

in " WOMAN'S LIFE."

WHAT

YOUR

FATE

C. A. PKARROX. ESQ.. W. T. HTKAD, EÂ»Â«>.. Â»nU

many other prominent public men and womni

hiire testified to the acruracr *>f Mr. Ceo

WIlde'Bfor*ciLÂ«ta.itnd tlioiiwuiilsofothrm

hiivo Kiven tostiiDoninls. Send Is. an.l Id

rtaiup. together with year and â�¢â�¢ >'â�¢ uxl

time of birth (if iKwaihtcL Hatiiffa<-Ui>ii

piianii)t<til (ir money returnnl.â��Gto. \Vii-ni

.(:â�¢â�¢.in r, 7, Soutnamptt'ii Kow. (.,;...â�¢,

JAEGER.

" LORNA."

A useful and inexpensive Pure Wool Shirt, suitable

for morning wear. Front gathered into the neck-

band. Pointed yoke at back. Collar detachable.

Made in the Jaeger flannels, printed and woven

plaid designs, and plain colours.

Write for special price list.

From 8/6.

If the Jaeger Name or Trade

Mark is stamped on your gar-

ments, you have the best Pure

Wool at fixed moderate prices.

LONDON : 126, Regent Street, W.

456, Strand, Charing Cross, W.C. 115, Victoria Street, S

30, Sloane Street, S.W. 85 & 86, Cheapside, E.C

\\
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I . THE

AUTOPIAIMO

Can be used where the ordinary piano fails, it may be played like

any other pianoforte, but in addition, if desired, does all the technical

work of playing for you. Inserting a small music-roll into the

" AUTOPIANO " enables you to play any piece. You control the

time, touch, and expression yourself so easily and completely that

without ever having received one music lesson you can play any

composition from the simplest to the most elaborate masterpiece,

instilling into each your own individual musical feeling. The

"AUTOPIANO" must on no

account be confused with

automatic pianos of any kind.

The greatest pleasure of

music is in giving expression

to one's own taste in playing

favourite pieces, rather than

reproducing mechanical re-

cords. By means of patent

flexible tongues and an in-

genious device for playing

each hand separately, the

The "AUTOPIANO "Is the same in size, appearance, "AUTOPIANO " immediately

and prioo as an ordinary h.gh-grade pianoforte.

slightest desires of the performer in the most artistic manner. The

construction of the "AUTOPIANO" is perfect in every detail. Metal

tubes and standardized parts throughout fit it for any climate in

the world. The piano itself represents the highest class that

modern skill can produce, and every instrument is fully guaranteed.

Prices from 75 to 150 Guineas. Cash or instalment purchase.

Full value for ordinary pianos in exchange. The library of

music - rolls covers the world's repertoire, thus making the

"AUTOPIANO" an unrivalled source of pleasure and an

indispensable educational factor.

You are invited to call or write for Art Catalogue No. A.

KASTNER & CO., Ltd.,

34, 35 & 36, Margaret Street, Cavendish Square, London, W.
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Our 1907 Illustrated Catalogue contains al

range of 71 different Models, with

I wo and Three Speed Gears, at popular

prices, includingâ��

SUPERBE,

with famous Oil-Bath Gear Case.

EXTRA-LIGHT,

full roadster; a beautiful machine with

latest equipments.

Weight: 25}lbs..Gent's ; 271bs., Lady's.

ROADSTERS. PATH and ROAD RACERS.

JUVENILES'. TRICYCLES.

TRADESMEN'S CARRIERS.

Catalogue No. 1 srnt fast Free.

CASH PRICES from Â£6. MJSÂ«n*

Cycles Sent on Approval.

THE MONOPOLE CYCLE & CARRIAGE CO., Ltd.

Contractors to H.M. Government

GREAT HEATH, COVENTRY.

SEE PAGES

74 Â£r 75.

rHousES tTc. auN^*m

TENANTS' FIXTURES, for 7k,, ...uT,, t ofrvrv

i'r;ii!",rv,':1'."Rlr""-,â�¢"- " "-t-jâ�¢* Â«&> Â«ss

.1111,.,IB. llaj K..JI]|Â». !>.,.<,. ll,,v^s. Kindly Â«l;,li- l.,ur

requlreraniU analogue and EKImatx fret

VAUXHALL WORKS, BIRMINGHAM

'KEEPSTHE

RTER f, SON. Tailors, BRIGHTON

Users say their COAL BILLS

REDUCED ONE THIRD.

COALBROOKDALE S KITCHENERS

with Oxhydro Patent Fire, which

uses all the heat, wasting nothing, and hums

common coal and slack.

THE LORD BISHOP OF LlCHFfgLD irrtto.

Â« hmu (rt tan one thi,-d toucan! â��,Â«( iJSTZ,

omi rod \nt\rr murk more iiuittl* J co*tidr, ,1

art nifrrior to tla gUJWMlS ra'pr.'-

May be seen at COALBROOKDALE SHOWROOMS

IB, RATHBONE PLACE, LONDON, W

lllmtrated Descriptive L'.et on Application.

CAST OFF CLOTHES^!

ELECTRIC

PIANOS

THE "BEST on THE

MARKET.

IliKhnt Pcrtwt'on In Tone nn.l Â«â�¢.liwti.in. and hiring.

mewl Mmtf Tourli. Replwa Ptam-PtajoiL No tVUllint

*h*tm. Th,. Pi:,,,,, it^lf iÂ» â�� Kint.. l:w M.kr. indSi S

I. Â«yfd by liiiml Indepniiilrntly of lt,^ nllÂ«,-hment. which I. a

distinrl .,,lv:,nt.,v. .. L,w. s..|,.,.i,,,,, ,,f ,M â��Â«,.. l,,,|, ctaritMl

p-U'-tlato. Catalogs on apjditiition.

QULDMAN & CO., 7, Sugar Lane, MANCHESTER.

BOLE AGENTS for Electric Piano*

and all Kind* ot Musical Initrumenti.

Sufferers

1 tn Asthma, Bronchitis^ Croup, and

"dijRfe'lOU'frh T? ttle U5eo1 fOTTKlL'g ASTHMA

For FREE SAMPLE vnd Po^tcardto

POTTER & CLARKE. Artillery Lane

London, E. Mention paper

Instant relief
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The Orcliestrelle Co.,

/EOLIAN HALL,

135-6-7, New Bond Street,

London, W.

IF you should be thinking

of purchasing a piano and

are somewhat exercised in

your mind as to making a

selection, it is almost cer-

tain that an acquaintance

with the STECK would

immediately determine your

choice.

The STECK excels in

every quality that is essen-

tial to a piano of the highest

excellence, and is especially

remarkable for its exquisite

singing tone and instant re-

sponsiveness 01 action.

The STECK has that

subtle charm so well under-

stood by the lover ot music,

but so impossible to describe.

You are invited to call

at any time to see the

STECK piano, or to write

for a fully Illustrated Cata-

logue, specifying Steck

Catalogue B.
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No other Magazine is

so full of reading as

the "Grand."

The December

The magazine

of no illustrations

is excellent

in December.

GRAND

MAGAZINE

it

My Best Story, and Why I Think So."

By KEBLE HOWARD, Author of "The Smiths of Surbiton." etc., etc.

How to Succeed in the Civil Service.

By Chiefs of Departments.

Pedagogic Hotch Potch. Sharp Practices in Sport.

Astounding Answers to Examination By E. H. D. SEWELL,

Questions. the Eminent Cricketer.

The Finest Piece of Acting I Ever Saw.

By the Leading London Critics.

Humour on the Bench. A Day with Patti.

A Christmas Tree at Newgate.

A Gruesome Reminiscence of "Toby, M.P."

Long Instalment of C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON'S splendid Story.

Every feature in the

"Grand Magazine"

is written

by an expert.

The Botor Chaperon.

And many other Stories and Articles.

NoW

Ready.
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"For the "Blood is the Life."

Therefore keep it pure.

A SAFE, SURE, & LASTING CURE

FOR

Skin 8 Blood Diseases

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

For cleansing and clearing the blcxxl of all

impurities, from whatever cause arising,

' Clarke's Blood Mixture cannot be bettered. It has

, over 40 years' reputation, and is to-day in greater

demand than ever, the rea on for this being un-

doubtedly because it does what it professes to do

- cures,amiaires feriiiaiuntiy, Eczema, Scrofula,

Scurvy, Abscesses, Ulcers, Bad Legs, Boils,

Pimples, Spots, Blotches, Blackheads, Sores of

every kind, Blood Poison, Glandular Swellings,

, Rheumatism, Sciatica, Gout, etc.

The Editorofthi FA.MIL Y DOCTOR writes: \

"We have seen hosts of letters bearing testimony |

to the truly wonderful cures effected by Clarke's

Blood Mixture. It is the finest Blood I'urifier that

science and medical skill have brought to light, and |

Â»e can with the utmost confidence recommend ]

it to our subscribers and the public generally."

Read the following convincing proof of its

efficacy :â��

WONDERFUL CURE OF ECZEMA.

Mrs. Emma Akers, of I, Herbert Road, Ix>wer

Edmonton, writes : " Dear Sir,â��I am writing to

you on behalf of my husband, David Akers, to tell

you of the. wonderful benefit he has received by

taking Clarke's Blood Mixture. He was a sufferer

for eighteen years from eczema, and has spent a

lot of money for other remedies which did

him no good. As a last resource he made

up his mind to try Clarke's Blood Mixture.

The eczema was all ov . his body, but the

worst places were on i.is arms ; they were a

mass of sores, he pitting no rest at night'

with (he agony. After taking one bottle we could

see a little improvement ; after three more he was

completely cured, not a blemish where the eczema

had been. If every similar sufferer would get a

few bottles I am sure it would cure them. It is

worth a guinea a lx>ttle, but thank goodness it is

within the reach of everyone. It is now seven

months since my husband took the last bottle,

which I think is ample time to prove its value."

PERMANENT CURE OF RHEUMATISM.

Mr. M. Joycey, of 255, Sydenham Road, Lower

Sydc iham, writes : " Dear Sirs,â��For about two

years I suffered with severe rheumatism in the arm.

After trying all sorts of oils that I could get and

finding no ease, I decided at last to try Clarke's

Blood Mixture, and, thanks to it, found relief after

the first bottle, and was permanently cured after

taking eight bottles. I would not be without it in the

house, and have recommended it to all my friends."

Clarke's Blood Mixture is pleasant to the taste

and warranted free from anything injurious to

the most delicate constitution of either sex, from

infancy to old age, and the Proprietors solicit

sufferers to give it a trial to test its value.

Of all Chemists and Stores, 2s. oxJ. per bottle,

and in cases containing six timis the quantity,

us., sufficient to effect a permanent cure

the great majority of long-standing cases.

CLARKE'S

BLOOD MIXTURE

THE WORLD-FAMED BLOOD PURIFIER.

"Beware of Imitations.

Refuse Substitutes.
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The 6 Articles

here illustrated

Post Free for Sixpence.

I TUBE WHITE VASELINE

I TUBE CAPSICUM VASELINE

I TUBE POMADE VASELINE

I TIN PURE VASELINE

I TIN VASELINE GOLD CREAM

I TIN VASELINE CAMPHOR ICE

THE CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING CO,

The Inventors and Proprietors of the Genuine

'VASELINE

PREPARATIONS

have adopted this plan to make known the merits of their

products to the general public. The value of the articles

is considerably in excess of the price charged, but it is

believed that only a trial is needed to cause the Vaseline

Preparations to be regularly used in thousands of homes where

their merits are not yet realised.

Send Six Fenny Stamps To-day

TO THE

CHESEBROUCH MANUFACTURING CO.,

Sample Depl..

42, HOLBORN VIADUCT,

LONDON, E.C.

TH

rTH

â�¢AST !

SHORT-LEG

Effectually Concealed.

UNSIGHTLY HIGH BOOTS ABOLISHED.

Appliances supplied to the War Office, Principal Hospitals, etc.

Gold Medals & Awards obtained, London, Paris, Chicago, etc-

FLAT-FOOT.

THE NEW PATENT ARCH SUPPORT CAN BE ADAPTED TO

RELIEVE ANY CASE OF FLAT FOOT.

Pamphlet Fiwon mentioning Tur STÂ«\M> M M.AXIMI. Stan-pirn. <;UrÂ« .? ,* -

Address:-THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO.,

>ur:;i<Mt Awliaatf Matcrrt to Hit if,nr*t; Â» Gofmtmfitt.

2, BLOOMSBURY STREET. LONDON. W C.

TM rnioM : "3HS GKRILARD."



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

139

AS SUPPLIED TO THE HOUSE OF LORDS

'TWIXT CIGAR

AND CIGARETtC

SIR LADDER BRDNTON,

the well-known physician, referring to paper

Cigarettes says : " There is another reason,

however, why Cigarette smoking is frequently

more harmful than smoking a Pipe or Cigar.

It is that Cigarettes are small and can be

smoked in a few minutes, so that many

more are consumed than would correspond

to Pipes or Cigars. The total quantity of

Tobacco used ts thus greater in the form

of Cigarettes." Flor de Di idigul Cigarettes

are more healthful and satisfying, and

free from paper.

THERE ARE VERY FEW CIGARS

that posses-, so delighl'ul a flavour a.*> these

lillle Whiff**, whi<;h are made of all luba.cc<

leaf (no paperV Thev are highly recom-

mended by Knur enl P .y^icians as a sub-

stitute for the ordinary p.iper Cigarettes.

Fhr tic Dhutigul Cigarettes sold

ff'fryit'/ttrf, Id. each^ 8/- f>er box of

100, or post free of tke

BEWLAY,

49, STRAND, W.C.

Established 126 Years.

CLEAN YOUR

CARPETS

WITH

CHIV

CARPET,

REMOVES RESTORES

INK, GREASE. COLOURS

AND DIRT. LIKE NEW.

Disinfects and Prevents Injpction.

USED IN ROYAL HOUSEHOLDS

Accept no substitute*, which are sometimu pushed for

the s.nke of extra profit. If any difficulty in procuring,

send us name and address of your (Irocer or Stores, with

thr*e penny stamps, and w-: uill j>ost yu a sample ball.

F. CHIVER8 & CO., Soap Works, BATH.

MEDICINAL

PRICE25CENTS

For Baby's

Skin & Scalp

Because of its Delicate

Medicinal, Emollient,

Sanative, and Antiseptic

Properties combined with

the purest of Cleansing

Ingredients and most re-

freshing of Flower Odors.

Sold throughout the world. Cii'lrun 8oÂ«p, Ointment*

and i'! - inav fw had of all cheiuixu. A tingle Â»et oftsik

cure*. Ixtnaou Depot: I \ewbÂ«ry A Son*, Ltd. Bo<toor

M'i" . ! . 8. A., Putter hruj ft Chfni. Corp., Sole Prop*.

Â»y.Sfnd for "How to Prp*orvc, Purify, and ('â�¢â�¢â�¢titifv lhÂ«

Kkin, Scalp, llaii, and llaud* u( I nfut.i. and Children."
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THE " COUNTRY LIFE" LIBRARY OF SPORT.

GOLF GREENS AND GREEN KEEPING.

Edited by Mr. HORACE d. HUTCHINSON. Price ios. Cd. Net. by post ws. lod.

CRICKET.

Edited by Mr. HORACE Q. HUTCHINSON. With over 80 Illustrations taken from

the most interesting oi the old cricketing prints. Price 125. 6d Net, by post 135.

SHOOTING.

(InTwoVols.) Edited by Mr. HORACE Q. HUTCHINSON. 2 Vols., 253. Net, by

post 255. 8d. Vols. I and 2, iis. 6d. Net each, by post 123. nd. each.

FISHING.

Edited by Mr. HORACE Q. HUTCHINSON. Now Ready. In Two Volumes. With

Colou:ed Plates of Salmon and Trcut Flies. Over 250 Full-page Illustrations with various

diagrams. 2 Vols.. 253. Net, by post 255. lod. Vols. I and 2, 123. 6d. Net each, by post

135. each.

POLO PAST AND PRESENT.

By T. F. DALE. Price 123. 6d. Net, by post 133.

BIG GAME SHOOTING.

In Two Volumes. Edited by Mr. HORACE Q. HUTCHINSON. 2 Vols , 25s Net,

by post 255. 8d. Vols i and 2, I2S. CJ. Net each, by post 123. nd. each.

HALF A CENTURY OF SPORT IN HAMPSHIRE.

Being Extracts from the Shooting Journals of JAMES EDWARD SECOND EARL OF MALMESBURY,

with a Prefatory Memoir by las Great Grandson. THE FIFTH EARL. Edited by F. G.

AFLALO. Now Ready. Price ios. 6d. Net, by post ios. nd.

THE "COUNTRY LIFE" LIBRARY.

THE GARDENS OF ITALY.

By CHARLES LATHAM. Descriptive Text by E. MARCH PHILLIFPS. Issued in Two

Volumes, PRICE THREE GUINEAS Net the Trtrp Volumes, by post Â£3 4* 6d. A

sumptuous work, handsome'}1 bjund in cloth, containing about 300 plates. Dedicated by

special permission to His Majesty The King of Italy.

IN ENGLISH HOMES.

The internal character, furniture and adornments of some of the most notable houses of

England historically depicted Irom photographs specially taken by CHARLES LA Frl AM.

This large and handsome volume measures i6in by njin., and contains about 200 full-page

plates and 150 smaller plates illustrating " Our goodly English Dwelling-places, iho^e houses

which have been sanctified by the passing of centuiiei." Price Â£2 2s. Net, by j.ost Â£2 35.

GARDENS OLD AND NEW.

(The Country House and its Garden Environment.) Over 450 Superb Illustrations

in each volume, printed on treble thick Art Paper, portraying in a manner never belore

aitempted the greatest and most interesting Gardens and Homes in England. 2 Vols., .Â£2 2 o

Net each, by post Â£230 each.

Published at the OSces of " COUNTRY LIFE," Ltd., 20, Tivistock St., Strand, W.C.; and by GEORGE NEWNES, LtJ.,

7 12, Southampton St , Strand, W.C.
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A CHARMING PRESENT FOR EVERY READER

Secure Your Gift by Writing at Once

THE proprietors of the " Fynozone Soap"

laboratory are anxious to introduce " Pyno-

zone Soap" to the public n tice, and with

the object of bringing it before the notice of half a

million of the British public they are distributing

half a million tortoiseshell soap-boxes decorated

with gold. To obtain one all you have to do is to

send a sixpenny postal order for a sixpenny tablet of

" Pynozone Soap," and it will come to you enclosed

Soap" rentiers /'if hair soft, silky and glossy.

in one of our beautiful and tasteful boxes, that will

be an ornament to your dressing-table and wonder-

fully convenient for carrying in your dressing-case.

What Soap Do You Use 7

Soap is a necessity, as only by its use can the skin

be thoroughly cl ansed. When we say thoroughly

cleansed we mean that not only does dirt and dust

need to l)e removed from the surface, but the pores

thj7nselves also require cleansing. Strong, coarse

snaps are lad for the hands and face. They destroy

the oil provided by Nature to keep the skin soft and

pliable, and people who use such soaps have red,

rough, ugly skin. If you think for a moment, you

can see that there must be a tremendous difference

between " Pynozone Soap," made of the best and

purest materials, entirely free from excess of alkali,

and manufactured under scientific supervision, on the

one hand, and common everyday soap, with which so

many people ruin their complexions, on the other.

One improves the complexion, and the other does the

reverse.

The most lovely complexion will deteriorate if it

fails to receive proper attention, whilst, on the other

hand, it is really wonderful how much can be done to

improve the appearance of the skin and hair ; and

you owe it to yourself to do your utmost to look your

best. You are sinning against your own good looks

if you fail to use " Pynozone Soap."

A Bcnuliful Head of Half

Everyone dreads getting bald, but the way to

avoid this is by keeping the scalp and hair in a

healthy condition, and there is nothing that will do

this so effectively as shampooing with " Pynozone

Soap," which will cleanse the scalp, remove dandruff,

promote healthy hair growth, counteract any tendency

to baldness, end will be found marvellously refresh-

ing and invigorating. Every time you wash yourself

or have a bath or a shampoo with " Pynozone Soap,"

it will be a new luxury, and you will be grateful to us

for advising you to use " Pynozone Soap."

The Right Soap for Baby

However careless you may be about your own

appearance, you are recommended to attend carefully

to the dainty skin of your children, and always use

" Pynozone Soap " for them, as it will maintain their

skin health, and by its antiseptic properties will

counteract the danger of infection. If you doubt the

statement, try " Pynozone Soap " for a week or two,

and whether you use it for bath, toilet, nursery, or

shampooing, you will be absolutely convinced of its

excellence. The mere scent of " Pynozone Soap"

is refreshing, and the effect of a wash, and, above all,

of a bath, with " Pynozone Soap," is so delightfully

invigorating that it is thoroughly certain that you will

be grateful that the claims of so unique a soap have

been put before you. If you accept the offer which

you will find in the last paragraph, you will not only

be able to test " Pynozone Soap " for yourself, but

you will obtain the free gift of a soap-box, so that you

can always carry it with you. Purity, sweetness,

refreshing and delightful cleanliness and the glow of

health follow the use of " Pynozone Soap," which is

as pure as the pines. The proof of the luxury that

you experience if "Pynozone Soap" is used is

found in a practical trial. Procure a tablet and be

convinced.

You should accent thla offer whllo It

remains opon

" Pynozone Soap" can be obtained at all chemists

and drug stores, and all branches of Boots, Cash

Chemists, at sixpence per tablet, or three tablets for

Is. 6d. The makers want everyone to try " Pynozone

Soap," because they know that if once used it will

" rynozotic SÂ»ap " should always be uafd for baby's bath.

always be used. They therefore offer a BEAUTIFUL

GIKT to every reader of this announcement who is

willing to accept it. In return for a postal order for

sixpence they will send a sixpenny tablet of " Pyno-

zone Soap," and present you with a handsome tor-

toiseshell soap-case, decorated in gold, so that you

can carry your tablet of " Pynozone Soap " in your

travelling bag wherever you go. If you want this

free gift, write to the Pynozone Company, Castle

Road, Kentish Town, London, and mention STRAND

MAGAZINE.
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Pretty little

IVY WONACOTT

is a

Reared

on

Frame-Food

She is the picture

of health and

happiness.

Her mother (Mrs. \Vonacott, 75, Grosvenor Road, Forest

Gate) is proud of Ivy, and so are we. We have her mother's

letter lying on our desk as we write. " Ivy is the picture of

health and happiness," she writes ; "she is very lively and always

contented. We have never had a bad night with her. She is

firm and strong and can stand alone, and has cut her teeth,

without trouble. I recommend FRAME-FOOD to everyone,

and show my baby as an example." This is the old story which

comes to us day by day from every part of the land. Let

your baby have FRAMF-FOOD too!

FRAME-FOOD strengthens everyone and is the best

food for invalids. Sold in tins (about 4-lb.), 3'9 ; (about i-lb.),

i/- ; (about J-i-lb.), ;d.

TCOT s-""i'1' "'' Frame-Food, with helpful Ixwklet,

I P'^fc I "Bringing up^Baliy," sent free. (Mention

STRAND MAGAZINE.)

"1AME-FOOD CO., Ltd., The F.mou, Factory, Standen Rd., Southfields, London, S.W.
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R.E.P. Book, HUMAN Treatment.

THE HEALING VALUE OF ELLIMAN'S in the

treatment of Aches and Pains is too firmly established

to need pressing. ELLIMAN'S Universal Embrocation

on account of its curative properties can be relied upon

as the best remedy for Rheumatism, Lumbago, Sprains,

Bruises, Sore Throat from Cold, Neuralgia from Cold,

Cold at the Chest, Chronic Bronchitis. Backache,

Cramp, Wounds, Stiffness, Soreness of the Limbs after

Cycling, Football, Rowing, Golf, &c.

Bid., 1/1J, 2/9, and 4 -.

INFORMATION MOST USEFUL TO ALL CONCERNED

is contained in the ELLIMAN R.E.P. BOOK

(Rubbing Eases Pain Handbook, 256 pages, illus-

trated, cloth board covers), which book affords much

practical information commonly required to be known,

such as the rational treatment of Pneumonia, Pleurisy,

all kinds of Ailments arising from " Taking Cold,"

Wounds, Varicose Veins, Dislocations, Fractures,

Cuts, Burns, Fevers, Whooping Cough, Haemorrhage,

Malaria, etc. The R.E.P. BOOK also instructs

respecting the Management of the Sick Room, Nursing,

etc. ; also How to Make Beef Tea; How to Peptonise

Beef Tea; How to Peptonise Milk; How to Make

Barley Water; How to Make Whey ; How to Make

Humanised Milk ; How to Make Raw Meat Juice ;

How'to Make Cream Mixture for Children ; How to

Make Albumen Water ; and it gives other useful First-

Aid information, also of the Hygiene of the Athlete.

Vflll RIIY 'hrn bolllesof Elliman's Universal Embro-

I UU DU I cation, price i/ij, or one a/o or 4/-, you

can obtain FREE and post free The R.E.P. BOOK, or you

may have a copy of it post free to all parts of the world for One

Shilling (foreign stamps accepted) direct from ELLIMAN,

SONS & CO., SLOUGH, ENGLAND.

E.F.A. Book, ANIMALS' Treatment.

Royal National

Life-boat Institution.

INCORPORATED BY

ROYAL CHARTER.

SUPPORTED SOLELY BY

VOLUNTARY CONTRIBUTIONS.

APPEAL.

THE Committee of the Royal National Life-boat Institution

earnestly appeal to the British Public for Funds to enable them

o maintain their 280 Life-boats now on thr Coast and their Crews

n the most perfect state of efficiency. This can only be effected

iy a large and permanent annual income. The Annual Subscrip-

ions, Donations, and Dividends are quite inadequate for the

in their endeavour to provide the brave Life-boatmen, who nobly

e others, with the best possible means for cirrying on their great

al of the people of this, the greatest maritime country in the

world, and that their appeal will not be made in vain, so that the scope and efficiency of our great life-saving

service, of which the Nation has always been so proud, may not have to be curtailed.

purpose. The Committee are confident tha

hazard their lives in order that they may sa

work, they will meet with the entire appro

The Institution granted rewards for the saving

of 550 lives in 1905. Total of lives saved, for whir'h

rewards have l>een granted, from the Establish-

ment of the Institution in 1824 to 3151 December,

1905, 45,439.

Annual Subscriptions and Donations will be

thankfully received by the Secretary, Charles

Uibdin, Esq., at the Institution, 20. Charing

Cross Rd., London, W.C.; by the Bankers of the

Institution, Messrs. Coutts & Co., 440, Strand ;

by all the other Bankers In the United King-

dom ; and by all the Life-boat Branches.
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Index to Advertisers,

ART METAL WORK.

Aple & Co.

BANKS AND INSURANCE.

Birkbeck Bank Si

Nalionil Provident Institution ... 129

Norwich Union ... ... ... 50

Scottish Widows' Fund ... Cover, 2

BATHS.

Foot, I., & Son

Gem Supplies Co., Lid.

BILLIARD TABLES, Etc.

Bussey, G. G., & Co., Ltd.

Padmure, Thos., & Sons ...

Riley, E. )., Lid

300TS & SHOES, Etc.

Aerolite, Ltd.

British Boot Co

Cherry Blossom Boot Polish

Hautn:t way's Gloss

"K" Boots

Patent Canvas Shoe Co.

Public Benefit Bool Co

Soul hall & Co., LÂ«dj (Southall's

Patent Boots)

Waukenphasl

Wood-Milne Rulilx-r Heels 4

Wood-Milne Shoe Shines

Wren's Boot Polish

7Â°

37

"S

4'

3*

66

,55

4Â°

82

CARD TABLES.

Allan Jones & Co. ...

CHINA.

Century Pottery Co.

Ceramic Art Co., Ltd.

China Street Pottery Co., Lid.

Fenton Pottery Co.

Hassall & Co.

ofi

CIGARS AND CIGARETTES.

Bewlay & Co., Lid. (Flor de

Dindigul)

Hond Cigar Co.

ickett&Co.

m,f

COACHBUILDERS.

Huxley, J. B., & Co go

CORSETS.

Knitted Corset Co 78

Y & N Corsets i

COSTUMES.

Allen Foster & Co....

Noble, John, Ltd. ...

CUTLERY & PLATED GOODS.

Clements' Safely Razor Co. ... 55

Fram Manufacturing Co, 30

Gillette Safety Razor 64

Markt & Co. 122

Sheffield Goods Mfg. Supply Co. 7

Sprock's Razors 18

Star Safety Razor .. ... ... 12

Sunderland, P. M 60,62

Wilkinson, Henry 41

CYCLES AND ACCESSORIES.

B.S.A. Co., Ltd 60

Marston, John, Ltd. (Royal Sun-

beam Bicycles) at

Monopole Cycles 134

RudgeAVhitworth, Ltd. . ... 100

Star Cycles 48

DENTAL.

Browning, S. M.

Teeth Depot

18

DRESS MATERIALS, Etc.

Dublin Woollen Co Â»8

Kgerlon Burnett, Ltd I

Lewis's Velveteen _ 83

Small, Wm., & Son 116

EDUCATIONAL.

Alston's College ... ... ... 30

Clark's College ... ... ... 47

Dixon Institute 88

Electrical Engineer Institute ... 67

Harbutt's Plasticine ... 85, 103

Munford & Pitman 6z

Page-Davis School .. IA

Press Art School 38

Sloan-Duployan College 26

35

ELECTRIC LAMPS.

B. T. H. Edison Co.

ENGRAVINGS, Etc.

Artistic Photo.

Fine Art Publishers

Frost & Reed

FILTERS.

Gem Supplies Co.

FOUNTAIN PENS, INKS.

Brown, Durie, & Co. 108

liurge, Warren, & Rid|{ley( Foun-

tain Pen) â��. 85

Cardinal Pen 117

Dichroic Ink (Bewley & Draper) 2;

Duple Fountain Pen 26

ie'wel Pen Co 105, 172

lordan, F. (Azuryte Ink) ... 86

Onoto Fountain Pen 23

Paul's Ink ... ... ... ... 102

Swan Pen (Mabie, Todd, it Bard) 120

Waurman's Fountain Pen ... 101

FURNITURE, Etc.

Abingdon Carpet Mfg. Co.

Acme Carpet Manufacturing Co.

Angus, Wm., & Co., Ltd.

Auto-Fountain Coâ��

B::iley, Sloper, & Co.

Bradford, Thomas, & Co...

Calesby and Sons

Equipoise Co.

Ewbank Carpet Sweeper .

Foots' Adapta Tahle

Fools' Chairs

Fools' Reading Desks

Globe Furnishing Co.

Globe-Wernicke Co., Ltd.

Grairix's

Guiterman, S., & Co., Ltd.

H-\ckney Furnishing Ca ..

Hodgson, F., & Sons

Hodkinson & Co., Ltd. .

Inglcsant. T., & Sins, Ltd.

Magazine Holder Co.

Midland Furnishing Co. ..

NeaU

Plielps Cabinet Co.

Richards & Goodings

Riley, diaries

Solomon, L. S

Stewart, Archibald, (I Co.

Stolzenberfj Patent Hie Co.

Treloar & Sons

Wincyclc Trading Co., Ltd.

86

T*

i

4Â»

Â»_l

<4

"5

.. 12

4'. 59

.. 119

.. 46

... 118

... I

.. Â»s

105

.. 6z

109

26,71

. 108

GUNS.

Hell Bros

Clarke, Frank

James & Reynolds...
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HORTICULTURAL,

GARDENING, Etc.

Magic Foot Draft Co 94

Mitchell, W. (Pneumatic Crutch) 16

Murray Ear-Drum ... ... ... 98

O'Connor Extension Co 138

Pond, J. L. (Fool Appliances) ... 70

Pulvermacher, J. L., it CM., Ltd. IQ

Rolo Co 124

Spmalife Brush Co. 92

Summer, Philip V ... 114

Urtcura Ring ... ... ... 59

Veedee Vibrator Inset

Warn's Deaf Cure ... ... ... 111

White's Truss 62

Wilson Ear-Drum . 72

PAGE.

Clyde Model Dockyard 17

Richford&Co. ... ... 14

PAGE.

Hayliss, fonts, & Bayliss, Ltd. ... 122

Ketway & Son 84

Woods J . r$7

MOTOR & CYCLE HOUSES,

Harrison Smith Buildings, Ltd.... 134

Smith us

Woodhousc, J., & Co. .. ... 28

HOSIERY, CLOTHING, Etc.

Britannia Underwear ... - 57

British Linen Co. ... ... ... 48

Kull's-Eye Braces . 63

Carter it Sons ... 134

Chilprufe Manufacturing Cu. ... 94

Dolabel Shoulder Brare 48

MOTOR CARS.

Star Cycle Co., Ltd 48

Fox's Spiral Puttees 71

Hartley & Co 54

Hearneft Co., Ltd 16

Irish Linen Co 32

Jaeger ... ... ... ... 133

London Fur Co. .. 35

Morant, J- IX, Ltd 76

Morgans, Ltd 82

Parker's Collars ... ... .. 121

Robinson & Cleaver 80

Samuels, J. & S 28, 70

Slade, L. F ' 94

\Volsey Underwear 36

LACE.

Sands, S. A., & Co. 38

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, Etc.

Angelus Piano ... ... ... 89

MEDICAL.

Angler Chemical Co., Ltd. ... 95

Anturic Salt 123

Beecham's Pills Cover, 2

Bile Beans 49

Blackburn's Cough EliAir 66

Burgess' Lion Ointment 54

Capsuloid Co., Ltd. (Tablone*) ... 147

Clarke's Blood Mixture 137
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Ellitnan'.s Embrocation 143
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Keeley Treatment - .. 128
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Potter it Clarke 134
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Jones, A. Wallace 8

Sandow Developer Co. . . . 17
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Oh! That Feeling

of Fulness

after Eating!

CAUSEDty

INDIGESTION

FLATULENCE)

CURED

â�� Â«v*

TABLONES

(THEY REMOVE THE CAUSE)

HAS THE BOY EATEN TOO MUCH? NO

Like millions of others, Broad, Potatoes, Bananas and all Starchy foods give hir

INDIGESTION

BREAQY

POTATOEY

orSTARCHY

with FLATULENCE, ACIDITY & CONSTIPATION

and WEAKENED NERVES & NERVE CENTRES

CAN THE BOY BE CURED? YES! but only by

taking the ONE remedy which Removes the Cause

*-bTABLONES,

DOSE. One or two with each meat.

In neat aluminium boxes, 1/11 and '--':'

Large box equals three nm ill boxes,

Sfiid pottagt vtth foreiffn ordtrt.

TABLONES Is the ONLY Remedy which CAN digest ALL the daily food.

SEND FOR TABLONE BOOKLET;

THE CAPSULOID CO., LTD., 47, Holborn Viaduct, LONDON, ENGLAND.

COUPON.

BTHAND MAO.

Dec.. 19 Â«.

GRflMOPrtOttE.5,

,f

.ALL MAKES IMYTOCK.

\JUU5TMTCD USTS POST f/W

â�¢ EBBUwniTt.4.si MIUI srtrn

FOR GARDEN OR EXHIBITION.

Choice Hybrid Perpetual, Hybrid Teas, and Teas,

63, 6/9, and 8/6 per dozen.

Sfitfial attention piofn tit Colonial,

particularly SouM African â�¢ Â«â�¢:â�¢<*

J. WOODS, F.R.H.8., Swaythling, HANTS.

North Aspect lo the

Strand.

LONDON

(Within 3 Minute* Of Charing Cross .

^ out ft Aspect to the

Thames Embankment.

THE NOBLEST HOTEL EDIFICE IN EUROPE.

- mingling with the ubiquitous

American and Merchant

Magnates. Social life here

takes its most pleasant

form. There is no re-

straint. The visitor can be

formal or informal at the

dictates of his own feelings.

This is true hotel

^ hospitality. Whether

on commerce or pleasure

Cecil provides the ideal

Within easy access of the

City, it is still in the very centre of the

Theatre World. There is room for every-

body. GARAGE on the premises.

Free accommodation for Visitors' Cars.

Cars on hire at moderate rates.

This mammoth hotel or- â�¢-

ganization presents all that

is most acceptable in hotel

construction, protection

against fire, organization,

management and cuisine.

The focus of the fashion-

abL* world in the most

central, picturesque, and

commanding situation in

town. Luxury and. cience

in living are combined with strictly moderate

ges. The visitor knows what he has to

pay for everything. The Cosmopolitan

nature of its clientele invests the Hotel Cecil

with a peculiar fascination for the traveller.

Princes. Peers. Eastern Potentates are

to be seen here during the season.

bent, the

â�¢endezvous.

In Table d'Hote Room

BREAKFAST.

26, SI-, 3 a.

- TARIFF -

BKDROOM. Single, from 8'- pertlaj.

BEDROOM, rxmble, frnm 9'- ner dÂ«jr.

BEDROOM, I: .il, ind Silting Room, irnm

25 - IK-I .l,t\ Nochargtliohtorattendance

In Restaurant.

.DK.IF.rNER. 5-.

DINER. 76 * 10 B.

SUFFER. S -.

Or A LA CARTE.
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EXPERIENCE.

TIME IS THE TEST OF ALL THINGS

and the ever-increasing popularity of ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT,' which holds

its own against all rivals, is the most genuine proof of its worth. It must

needs be a good thing that can withstand the immense pressure of uprising

competition, and yet defy comparison; small marvel, therefore, that with the

flight of years ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT' has become known far and wide

for what it is worthâ��one of the MOST POTENT, SIMPLE, and

AGREEABLE FACTORS in MAINTAINING HEALTH.

END'S 'FRUIT SALT'

is the best and simplest preparation for REGULATING the action of the

LIVER that has yet been discovered, and removes effete gouty, rheumatic

matter, or any form of poison, from the blood. No one should go for a change

of air WITHOUT a SUPPLY OF THIS INVALUABLE PREPARATION.

It should be kept in every bedroom and traveller's

bag in readiness for any emergency.

Biliousness, Sick Headache, Vomiting, Heart-

burn, Constipation, Impure Blood, Skin Eruptions,

Feverish Cold, and Fevers of all kinds.

A GENTLEMAN WRITES: "After 25 years' use,

I haVe found a cup of hot tea taken in the morning

about a Quarter of an hour after a dose of Eno's

'Fruit Salt' a great boon."

IT IS NATURE'S OWN REMEDY, AND AN UNSURPASSED ONE.

CAUTION.â��Examine the Capsule and see that it is marked ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT.'

otherwise you have the sincerest form of flatteryâ��IMITATION.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., 'FRUIT SALT1 WORKS, London, S.E., by J. C. ENO'S Patent.



Pickles

The J\fame Libby

is a

Guarantee of Purity

For more than forty years the House

of Libby has made and sold Good Things

to Eat that have been uniformly pure and

appetizing.

In the Libby kitchens, chefs of world-

wide fame prepare Libby's Sweet Mixed

Pickles, Chow Chow, Tomato Chutney,

Salad Dressing, Sweet Gherkins, Preserved

Strawberries, Preserved Pineapple, Pre-

served Cherries, etc and each Libby

product is the acme of dainty deliciousness.

The fruits and vegetables for these

Preserves and condiments are grown on

the model Libby farms, gathered by the

perfect Libby methods, prepared in the

spotless Libby kitchens, and bear the name

of Libbyâ��a guaranty of purity.

Libby's Food Products are told about in a little book-

let called "Good Things to Eat," that we will send

you free, if you will write for it. It contains many

good suggestions and will aid you in arranging menus

for luncheons, suppers, and spreads indoor and outdoor.

Every department at Libby's is open to the

public every day, and you are cordially invited to

visit the House of Libby.

Jtsk your grocer for Libby'sâ��

and see that you get Libby's.

Libby, McXeill fr Libby,

59 Tooley St. London. S. E
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